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ADVERTISEMENT. 


The  Compiler  of  this  Miscellany,  in  making  a 
first  adventure  in  the  commerce  of  literature^  has 
attempted  to  guide  himself  after  the  example  of 
young  traders  in  other  departments,  who  endea- 
vour to  attract  customers  by  the  variety  of  their 
stock,  and  the  taste  displayed  in  the  selection, — 
and  to  make  up  in  this  manner  for  its  deficiency  in 
extent. 

The  object  being  to  produce  a  book  suited  for  the 
parlour  window,  or  to  form  a  companion  on  a  jour« 
ney,  the  Editor  was  desirous  that  it  should  contain 
so  much  variety  as  might  present  to  every  reader 
something  suited  to  his  particular  taste.  It  contains 
extracts  of  striking  passages  from  the  most  popu- 
lar authors,  —  mingled  with  pieces  less  known, 
some  of  which  are  not,  on  that  account,  the  less  de- 
serving of  attention.     The  light  and  gay  will  be 


VI  ADVERTISEMENT. 

found  mingled  with  what  is  grave  and  instructive 
so  that  readers  of  different  natural  dispositions,  oi 
the  same  person  in  a  various  mood  of  mind,  ma} 
select  what  will  best  suit  the  humour  of  the  mo- 
ment Many  pieces  will  be  found  of  a  religious 
and  moral  character;  and  the  Editor  has  careful- 
ly excluded  such  as  inclined  in  the  slightest  degree 
to  the  opposite  tendency. 

It  only  remains  that  the  Compiler  offer  his 
respectful  thanks  to  the  friends  who  have  assisted 
bis  first  attempt  to  enter  on  the  business  of  life^  and 
to  submit  his  Miscellany  to  the  candour  of  the  Pub- 
lic. 

No,  19.  South  Castie  Street^ 
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THE  VOICE  OF  DEPARTED  FRIENDSHIP. 

I  HAD  a  friend  who  died  in  early  youth  ! 
— And  often,  in  those  melancholy  dreamt. 

When  my  soul  trayels  through  the  umhrage  deep 

That  shades  the  silent  world  of  memory, 

M ethinks  I  hear  his  voice  !  sweet  as  the  hreath 

Of  balmy  ground-flowers  steaKng  from  some  spot 

Of  sunishine  sacred,  in  a  gloomy  wood. 

To  everlasting  spring. 

In  the  church-yard 

Where  now  he  sleeps — the  day  before  he  died, 

Silent  we  oat  together  on  a  grave  ; 

TiU  gently  laying  his  pale  hand  on  mine. 

Pale  in  the  moonlight  that  was  coldly  sleeping 

VOL.  I.  A    * 
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On  heaying  sod  and  marble  monument, — 

This  was  the  music  of  his  last  fieureweU  I 

*  Weep  not,  my  brother  I  though  thou  seest  me  led. 

By  short  and  easy  stages,  day  by  day^ 

With  motion  almost  imperceptible. 

Into  the  quiet  grave  :  God's  will  be  done. 

Even  when  a  boy,  in  doleful  solitude 

My  toul  oft  sat  within  the  shadow  of  death ! 

And  when  I  looked  along  the  laughing  earth. 

Up  the  blue  heavens,  and  through  the  middle  air, 

Joyfully  ringing  with  the  sky-lark's  song, 

I  wept !  and  thought  how  sad  for  one  so  youn^ 

To  bid  fareweD  to  so  much  happiness. 

But  Christ  hath  called  me  from  this  lower  world. 

Delightful  though  it  h^ : — and  when  I  gaze 

On  the  green  earth,  and  all  its  happy  hills, 

'Tis  with  the  feelings  tifn^t  a  o^an  beholds 

A  little  farm  which  be  is  doomed  to  leave 

Oa  an  appointed  day.     Still  more  and  more 

He  loves  it,  as  that  mournful  day  draws  near ; 

But  hath  prepared  his  heart — and  i^  resigned  I* 

— Then  lifting  up  his  radiant  eyes  to  heaven, 

He  said,  with  fervent  voice — *  O  what  were  life, 

Even  in  the  warm  and  summer  light  of  joy, 

Without  those  hopes,  that  like  refreshing  gales. 

At  evening  from  the  sea,  come  o*er  the  soul 
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Breathed  from  the  ocean  of  eternity  I 

— And  oh  !  without  them,  who  could  bear  the  stormt) 

That  ftU  in  roaring  blackness  o*er  the  waters 

Of  agitated  life :  then  hopes  arise 

All  round  our  sinking  souls,  like  those  &ir  birds 

O'er  whose  soft  plumes  the  tempest  hath  no  power, 

Waving  their  snow-white  wings  amid  the  darkness, 

And  wiling  usy  with  gentle  motion,  on 

To  som,e  calm  island  I  on  whose  filvery  atrai^d 

Dropping  at  once,  they  fold  their  silent  piniims, — 

And,  as  we  touch  the  shores  of  paradise^ 

In  love  and  beauty  walk  around  our  fee^  T 

Professor  Wilson. 


*m* 


THE  BIBLE. 

What  were  the  world  without  this  holy  booky' 
A  dreary  waste  of  misery  and  pain ; 
Where  helpless  man,  for  bliss  in  vain  might  look, 
But  sunk  in  hell's  abyss  should  still  remain* 

w.aR. 
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THE  SAILOirS  DEATHBED. 

Written  on  hearing  of  the  Death  of  H.  N.  Dallas,  Esq.  on  board 
of  the  Lady  Melville,  East  Indiaman,  in  Sangor  Bay. 

'  At  evening  when  the  sun  went  down, 
And  the  wooded  shored  grew  dafk, 
And  the  stars  were  mustering  one  hy  ooie 
*    In  the  hearens,  and  the  anchored  hark 
Lay  like  an  Albatross  asleep 
In  the  dondless  wilds  of  the  twilight  deep ; 

While  yet  the  gleam  of  the  shrinking  day 

Through  our  cabin  lattice  shone, 
We  gathered  the  curtain's  folds  away 

To  gaze  on  the  dying  one* 
And  the  faint  light  fell  on  bis  faded  brow 
With  a  Bmile  that  I  lore  to  remember  now^ 

The  landward  breezes  had  cooled  the  air, 

And  he  lifted  his  languid  head, 
And  wistfully  gazed  through  the  lattice,  where 

That  light  on  the  sea  was  shed ; 
It  seemed,  as  he  thought,  that  the  sun  had  gone 
To  beam  on  that  land  he  had  called  his  own. 
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Oh  I  recollection  was  busy  then 

In  his  joang  and  fidtfafiil  hearti 
As  it  sadly  brooded  on  moments,  when 

He  tamed  from  his  home  to  part. 
His  home — and  the  y<Hoes  he  lored  to  heari; 
And  his  fttther^v  smile  and  his  motherV  tear. 

And  a  tronhM  joy  seem^  yet  to  flow 
FVom  the  thought  of  his  youth's  glad  hoars ; 

A^d  &  smile  passed  over  his  wasted  brow 
Like  the  sun  o*er  withered  flowers. 

And  his  burning  hands  o*er  his  eyelids  passed, 

To  crush  the  tears  that  had  sprung  at  last. 

With  feeble  aim  he  raised  his  handy 

And  pointed  towards  the  west, 
Where  the  blue  hills  of  his  natiye  lioMl, 

And  the  objects  loved  the  best, 
Seemed  still  to  rise  on  memory^ 
And  feed  the  light  of  his  dying  eye. 

That  mute  request  too  well  we  knew, 
And  our  plighted  words  we  passed, 

That  his  loved  of  home  should  learn  how  true 
His  heart  was  till  the  last, 

A  3 
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That  hia  mother  mi^  ponder  with  gratefdl  joy 
O'er  the  last  requests  of  her  sailor  boy. 

»  1  • 

We  spoke — as  the  sound  of  the  evening  gun 

Came  onward  from  the  shore ; 
But  the  hoy  still  gaaed  on  the  west-^Hke  one 

Who  could  hear  that  sound  no  more. 
And  death,  like  a  sleep  on  his  yomg  heart  fell, 
*Mid  the  thoughts  of  the  home  he  had  loved  so  well. 

A.  fi.  P. 


•mE  HOME  FEVER. 

[From  the  Manuscript  of  a  Volume  of  Original  Poems  whkh  will 
shortly  be  published.], 

We  sat  in  a  green,  verandah's  shade 

Where  the  verdant  *  tye  tye*  twined 
Its  ftdry  network  around  us,  and  made 

A  harp  for  the  cool  sea  wind, 
That  came  there  with  its  low  wild  tones  at  night 
Like  a  sigh  that  is  telling  of  past  delight.. 
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And  that^  wind,  with,  k^  tale  of  flowers^  bad  eouie 

From  the  island  groves  away. 
And  the  waves,  like  wanderers  retnmiog  home, 

To  the  beach  came  wearily. 
And  the  conch's  far  homecall,  tho  parrot's  cry, 
Had  told  that  the  sabbath  of  night  was  ]|i^« 

We  sat  alone  in  thetrelliced  bower, 
And  gazed  o*er  tlie  da;rkening  de^, 

And  the  holy  calm  of  that  twilight  hour 
Came  over  our  hearts  Kke  ekep, 

And  we  dreamt  of  the  ^  bmiks  and  bonny  braes* 

That  had  gladdened  our  childhood^s  careless  dajrs. 

And  he — ^the  friend  at  my  side  that  sate. 

Was  a  boy  whose  pajii  had  gone 
'Mid  the  fields  and  the  flowers  of  joy    thai  Bate;-  ■'• 

Like  a  mother  had  smiled  npon; . 
But  alas  !  for  the  time^when  our  hiiipea  have  wmgs^ 
And  when  memory  to  gnef,  Uka  a  Syren  sings^  ' 

His  home  had  been  en  the  steriny  abor&    • 

Of  Albyn's  mountain  land,        ,    . 
His  oar  was  tuned  to  die4>reaker*8  roar, ■     i  ^     . 

And  he  loved  the  bleak  sea  sand,  < 
And  the  torrent's  din,  and  the  howling  breeze 
Had  all  biaaonl-awikl  sympathies^ 


li.V. 
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They  bad  told  him  tales  of  the  eoioiy  leads 

That  rose  over  Indian  seas. 
Where  gol.d  shon«  glancing  fh»n  river  aands 

And  strange  fruit  bent  the  trees ; 
They  hadivjled  him  away  from  his  fiidiers  hearth 
With  its  light  of  peace  and  its  voiee  of  mirth. 

iVbtc,— -that  fruit  and  the  ri^er  gems  were  zieary 
And  he  strayed  'Beath  the  tropic  son. 

But  the  voice  of  promise  that  tfarilledin  his  ear> 
At  that  joyous  time  was  gone ; 

And  the  hope  he  had  chased,  'mid  the  wilds  of  night 

Had  melted  away  like  &  firefly*s  light. 

Oh  I  have  watched  him  gasing  k»g 

Where  the  homeward  vessds  lay, 
Cheating  sad  thoiights  with  some  old  8<^ng, 

And  wiping  his  tears  away. 
Oh  wellX  knew  thai  thai  weary  bieaal. 
Like  the  dove  of  the  dduge,  pined  for  rest. 

There  was  a  ^  worm  i'  the  hod)'  whose  fold 

Defied  the  leech's  art. 
Consumption's  hectic  plagne-spei  idd 

A  tale  of  a  broken  heart. 
Tlie  boy  knew  he  was  dying»  but  the  sleep 
Of  death  is  bliss  to  those  that  ^  watch  and  weep.* 
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He  died — ^but  miomory  8  wiawd  power 

With  its  gfaonfike  tnin  had  eome 
To  the  dadc  heart's  rnins,  at  that  last  hoiur^ 

And  he  mnrmiired  '  heme,  homa»  home  I* 
And  his  spirit  passed  with  its  happy  dream 

Like  a  bird  in  the  tarack  of  a  bright  smnbeam. 

.  -■      • 

Oh  talk  of  Spring  to  the  trampled  floirer, 

Of  light  to  the  Men  star,. 
Of  glory  to  ^osetfaat  in  danger's  hoar 

Lay  cold  on  the  fields  of  war ; 
Bnt  ye  mock  the  exile's  heart  when  ye  tell 
Of  oag^t  bvt  the  home  wha«  it  pines  to  dwell ! 

A»  jB»  jP» 


HEARTS  EASE.. 

I  nsed  to  love  thee,  simple  flower, 
To  love  thee  dearly  when  a  boy, 
For  thou  did*st  seem  in  childhood's  hoor^ 
The  smiling  type  of  ehUdhidods  joy« 


<■} 
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But  now  l^o«  01^  .nodc'fit  my 
By  waking  thonghts  of  pleasure  fled ; 
Give  me^-— give  me  the  withered  leaf. 
That  fidls  m  Autumn's  bosom  dead. 

^ . » 

For  that  Wer  teHs  sf  what  lias  been, 
But  "warns  me  what  I  soon  shall  be ; 
It  looks  not  back 'on  pleasure's  scene, 
But  points  unto  futurity. 

••*'•    ■  .'. 
I  love  thee  not,  thou  stniple  flower,  . 
For  ^ott  art  gay,  and  I  am  lone, 
Thy  bealbty^  died  with  dnklbood's  hour. 
The  hearts  ease  from  my  path  is  gone. 


WHAT.IS  TIME? 


Antm* 


I  asked  an  aged  man,-—^  man  ofcares^— •: 
Wrinkled,  and  curved,  and  white  witii  boary  hairs ; 
'  Time  is  the  warp  of  life,'  he  said,  *•  Oh  tell     \ 
The  young,  the  fair,  the  gay,  to  weave  it  well/ 
I  asked  the  ancient  venerable  dead, — 
Sages  who  wrote,  and  warriors  who  bled ; 
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# 

From  the  cokL  gnnre  a  hollaw  ninmiiir  flowed, 

*  Time  Bovrodtfae  seed  we  req>  in  .^UBJubode/i '  .  ' 

I  asked  a  dyingp  Mnner,  ere  tlw  tide:      ..  .    . .  ^ 

Of  life  had  leftJus  veiiis,—- <  Timey'  he  replied^ 

^  I've  lost  it  I  Abl  the  treasmv  I*  and  he  died^ 

I  asked  the  golden  sun  and  silrer  i^4>ere8y< 

Those  bright  cfaroaometers  of  days  and  years ; .     .  ' 

They  answered,  ^  Time  is  bat  ameteor  glar^*.. 

And  bade  me  for  eternity  prepare, 

I  asked  the  seasons,  in  their  annual  roimd, 

Which  beautify  or  desolate  the  ground ; 

And  they  replied,  (no  oracle  more  wisest) 

<  Tis  folly's  blank,  ancbwisdom's  highest  prize/ 

I  asked  a  spirit.lost — but,  Oh  f  the-shridc. 

That  pierced  my  soul — ^I  shudder  while  I  speak  I 

It  cried,  <  A  partide— a  speok^u^^a  mite 

Of  endless  years — duration  infinite  I' 

Of  things  inanimate,—- 4ny  dial  I 

Consulted,  and  it  made  me  this  reply, 

'  Time  is  the  season  fair  of  living  well. 

The  path  of  glory,  or  the  road  to  hell.' : 

I  bsked  my  Bible,  and  metboii^ht  it  said, 

^  lime  is  the  present  hour,  the  past  is  fled,— r     ^ 

Live,  Hve  to-day  I  to-morrow  never  yet 

On  any  human  being  rose  or  set*' 


<  • 
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I  asked  iMi  Eilliv.  TiiBMy  luniad^  al  bitp.  . 
But,  m  a  motoea^  ba  flew  swiftly  paat. 
His  chariot  was  a.clemi    the  Tiewkai  >wiiid. 
His  ndaeleiB  8teed»<-»whieh  left  no  trace  behiiMl. 
I  asked  the  mighty  aagelr— who  shall  stand 
One  foot  on  6ea»  and  one  on  soUd  land»-'- 

*  By  Heasen,*  he  cried>  *  I  swear  the  mystery's  o'er, 

*  Time,iMB|'  he  cried»  *  hat  Time  shall  ha  no  more/ 


ON  RECEIVING  INTELLIGENCE  OF 

A  YOUNG  Fai£ND'S  DEATH  jLN  INDIA. 

Little  grief  disturbed  ow  beeasta  that  hour. 

When  from  thee,  my  friend  !  we  parted; 

For  Hope  stood  by,  hearlHMKithiag  powac  I- 

And  wiped  off  the  tears  that  rtarted* 

Yes  I  she  bada  ua  dbedc  the  bmating  tsars,  m-.' 
And  drire  away  thonghta  of  sorrow, 
And  pointed  oat|.  'mid  thai  drde  of  yean» 
3ome  distant,  yet;  jeyfal  morrow. 

Some  joyful  morrow,  when  aafe  to  home,.  < 

We  should  hail  thee  again  returning. 
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While  the  thoii0|hl  that dioa  bettetiigmi  thonki'tt roam, 
Would  repay  us,  for  all  our  monnuBg^ 

And  80  sweetly  fell  the  woiidsof  H<^)e» 

Oh  I  soft  as  the  dews  of  heaTen> 

That  we  deemed  'twas  the  toice  of  an  Aog^  tipoke, 

And  our  Borrow*  afer  were  dmen  L 


And  we  thought  ae.  thou  sailed'st  o*er  the  '  dark  blue 

ware,* 
Wealth  and  happiness  beamed  before  thee. — 
Alas  I  thou  deepest  in  a  foreign.,  grave, 
With  the  rank  grass  waving  o*er  thee  ! 

And  never  did  foreign  grave  inclose 

A  Briton  more  gentle  hearted  ! 

For  never  did  heait  better  feelings  disclose^ 

Than  hiB>  who  has  now  departed* 

Not  a  friend  attended  thy  dying  hed ; 

Surrounded  by  war  and  danger, 

Oh  I  who  would  piHow  thy  feverish  head 

But  the  cold,  and  tha  caieleBS  straager  ? 
Ah  I  eftea  that  scene  doth  Faney  traced 
Where  ^  firiend  of  my  youth  lay  dying, 
And  often  I  think  on  the  distant  place, 
Where  that  friead  is  lowly  lying. 
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Peace,  peace  to  thy  wpuk  I  the  Wonk  ol  hope    . 
Shall  not  always  thus  deceire  ua ; 
We  yet  shall  meet  on  a  iM^ier  spot, 
Where  no  sorrow  nor  care  can  grieve  at. 

Now  fiurewell,  my  Mead  I  thon  first»  thoa  beat  I 

Whilst  a  ray  of  mind  k  left  me, 

Though  distant  the  place  of  thy  long  last  rest, 

I  shall  not,  I  cannot  f<»get  thee  I 

Anon, 


THE  SOLDIER'S  FUNERAL. 

It  is  tlie  funeral  march.    I  did  not  think 

That  tliere  had  been  anch  Hiagic  in  sweet  soonds  I 

Hark  I  from  the  blackened  cymbal  that  dead  tone — 

It  awes  the  very  rabble  mnltitode, 

Tliey  follow  silently,  their,  eameat  brows 

Lifted  in  solemn  thought.    'Tis  not  tlie  pomp   • 

And  pageantry  of  death  that  with  such  force 

Arrests  the  seBae,T-4he  mute  apd  mourning  tram,. 

The  white  pjuibe  noddmg  o*er  the  sable  hearse, . 

Had  passed  unheeded,  or  perchance  awoke 

A  serious  smile  upon  the  poor  man*s  cheek 

At  Pride's  last  triumph.    Now  these  measured  sounds^ 

This  uniyersal  language,  to  the  heart 
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Speak  instant,  and  on  all  shew  vmma  mnkb 
Compel  one  feeling. 

But  smch  better  thoughts 
Will  pass  away,  how  soon  I  and  these  who  hme 
Are  following  their  dead  comrade  to  the  graTv; 
Ere  the  night  fall,  will  in  their  revelry 
Quench  all  remonbrance.    From  the  ties  of  M9 
Unnaturally'  rent,  a  man  who  knew 
No  restiag  place,  no  dear  delights  at  honie^ 
Belike  who  never  saw  his  children's  face, 
Whose  children  knew  no  ftither,  he  is  gone, 
Dropt  from  existence,  like  the  withered  leaf 
That  from  the  simmer  tree  is  ew^t  away, 
Its  loss  unseen.     &he  hears  not  of  his  death 
Who  bore  him,  and  ahready  for  her  son 
Her  tears  of  bitterness  are  shed ;  when  firsi 
He  had  put  on  the  lirery  of  blood,  ■         .  .   >  - 

She  wept  him  dead  to  her*  <. 

We  are  indeed 
Clay  in  the  potters  faa»d  1  one  fitvoured  mind. 
Scarce  lower  than  the  Angels,  shall  explore 
The  ways  of  Nature,  whilst  his  Kellow-Bian 
Framed  with  like  miracle  the  work  of  God, 
Must  as  the  unreasonable  beast  drag  on  .       .  :> 

A  life  of  labour,  like  this  Soldier  here, 
His  wmderous  fisiculties  bestowed  in  vain. 
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Be  moulded  by  his  kte  till  be  becomes 
A  mere  machine  of  murder. 

And  there  aie 
Who  say  that  this  is  well  I  as  God  has  made 
All  things  for  man's  good  pleasing  so  of  men 
The  many  for  the  few  I  comt-moralists, 
Reverend  lip-eomfbiten,  that  once  a  weak 
Proclaim  how  blessed  are  the  pour,  for  they 
Shall  have  their  wealth  hereafter,  and  thougii  now 
Toiling  and  troubled,  though  they  pick  the  crumbs 
That  from  the  rich  man's  table  &U,  at  length 
In  Abraham*s  bosom  rest  with  LiazamB. 
Themselves  meantime  secure  their  good  things  here 
And  feast  with  Dives.    These  are  they,  O  Lord, 
Who  in  thy  plain  and  simple  Gospel  see 
All  mysteries,  but  who  find  no  peace  enjoined. 
No  brotherhood,  no  wrath  denouaeed  on  them 
Who  shed  their  brethren's  blood,«-b]uid  at  noon  day 
As  owls,  ]yBZ*eyed  in  darkness  I 

OmyGodI 
I  ibank  thee  that  I  am^  not  sudi  as  theae ; 
I  thank  thee  for  the  eye  that  sees,  the  bent 
That  feels,  the  voice  that  in  diese  evil  days, 
Amid  these  evil  tongues,  exalts  itself 
And  cries  aloud  against  iniquity. 
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NIGHT. 

Night  is  the  time  for  rest ; 

How  sweet,  when  labours  dose. 
To  gather  round  an  aching  breast 

The  curtain  of  repose ; . 
Stretch  the  tired  Hmbs,  and  lay  the  head 
Upon  our  own  delightful  bed  t 

Night  is  the  time  for  dreams ; 

The  gay  romance  of  life, 
When  truth  that  island  truth  that  seems. 

Blend  in  fantastic  strife ; 
Ah !  visions  less  beguiling  far, 
Than  waking  dreams  by  day  light  are  I 

Night  is  the  time  for  toil ; 

To  plough  the  classic  field. 
Intent  to  find  the  buried  spoil, 

Its  w^thy  furrovra  yield ; 
Till  all  is  ours  that  sages  taught,    • 
That  poets  sang,  or  heroes  wrought. 
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Night  18  the  time  to  weep  ; 

To  wet  with  unseen  tears 
Those  graves  of  memory  where  sleep 

The  joys  of  other  years ; 
Hopes  that  were  angels  in  their  birth. 
But  perished  young,  like  things  on  earth  ! 

Night  is  the  time  to  watch ; 

On  ocean's  dark  eiqMotse, . 
To  hail  the  pleiades,  or  catch 

The  full  moon*s  earliest  glance, 
That  brings  into  the  home-aick.  mind 
All  we  have  loved,  and  left  behind. 

Night  is  the  time  for  care ; 

Brooding  on  hours  mispent, 
To  see  the  spectre  of  despair 

Come  to  our  lonely  tent ; 
Like  Brutus  midst  his  slumbering  host, 
Startled  by  Caesar's  stalwart  ghost. 

Night  is  the  time  to  muse ; 

Then  from  the  eye  the  soul 
Takes  flight,  and  with  expanding  views 

Beyond  the  starry  pole, 
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Descries  athwart  tW  abyw  of  nighty 
The  dawn  of  nncreated  light. 

Night  is  the  time  to  pray ; 

Our  Saviour  olit  witbcbev 
To  desOTt  moantaiin  far  away^ 

So  will  his  foUowers  do ; 
Steal  from  the  throng  to  haimtannCrod^ 
And  hold  communion  there  with  God. 

Night  is  the  time  for  doatb; 

When  all  around  is  peace^ 
Calmly  to  yield  the  weary  breathy 

From  sin  and  snfiGering  cease : 
Think  of  heavenSs  bliss,  and  give  the  sign 
To  parting  friends^-r^such  death  be  mine  ! 


MORTALITY. 

•  « 

I. 
O  why  should  the  spirit  of  mortal  be  proud>? 
Like  a  fast  flitting  meteor,  a  fast  flying  clond> 
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A  flash  of  the  ligfatniiig,  a  hreak  of  the  wave- 
He  passes  from  li£B  to  hk'  rest  la  the  grave. 

.      u. 
The  leaves  of  the  oakand  the  wiUowa  shall  ftide, 
Be  scattered  aroundi  and  tog^lier  be  laid ; 
And  the  young,  and  the  old,  and  tibe  low,  and  the  high, 
ShaU  moulder  to  dusti  and  togedier  shall  lie. 

in. 
The  child  that  a  mother  attended  and  loved. 
The  mother  that  infiuit's  affection  that  proved, 
The  husband  that  mother  and  infiuit  that  blest, 
Each — all  are  sway  to  their  dwdling  of. ras^.. 

ly. 

The  maid  om  whose  cheek,  on  whose  brow,  in  whose  eye, 
.Shone  beauty  and  pleasure — her  triumphs  are  by ; 
And  the  memory  of  those  that  beloved  her  and  praked, 
Are  alike  from  the  minds  of  the  living  erased. 

V. 

The  hand  of  the  king  that  the  sc^tre  hath  home, 
The  brow  of  the  priest  that  the  mitre  hath  worn. 
The  eye  of  the  sage,  and  the  heart  of  the  biave. 
Are  hidden  and  lost  in  the  depths  of  the  grave. 
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VI. 

The  peasant  whose  lot'waB  to  80w  ftod  to  reap, 
The  herdsman  who  climbed  with  his  goats  to  the  «teept 
The  beggar  that  wandered  in  search  of  his  bread. 
Have  faded  away  like  the  grass  that  #e  i^ead. 

VII. 

The  saint  that  enjoyed  the  commnnion  of  heaven, 
The  sinner  that  dared  to  remain  unforgiven, 
The  wise  and  the  foolish,  the  guilty  and  jnst, 
Hare  quietly  mingled  their  bones  in  the  dnst. 

viir. 
So  the  mnltitade  goes— 4ike  the  flower  and  the  weed 
lliat  wither  away^— to  let  others  succeed ; 
So  the  multitude  comes^-^-even  those  we  b^old, 
To  repeat  erery  tale  tihat  hath  oft0&  been  told;    ' 

IX. 

For  we  are  thb  same  things  that  our  Others  have  been^ 
We  see  tJie  same  sights  that  our  ftuh^s  haTos^en^  j 
We  drink  the  same  stream,  and  we  feel  the  saioe  sUn, 
And  w^  run  the  ^me  e/dme  that  ouriitdien  hafre  tuB# 
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The  thonghtai  we  are  thinking  omr  fiit&en  would  think, 
Frem  the  death  we  are  shrinkihg  Iroai,  tbey  too  wovM 

shrink ; 
To  the  life  we  are  cKngfAg  toy  thef  too  woidd  ding--* 
But  it  speeds  from  the  earth  like  a  bird  on  the  wing. 

XI. 

They  loved — ^but  their  story  we  cannot  nnibld ; 
They  scomed^^but  the  heart  of  the  haughty  is  eold. 
They  grieyed-'^ut  no  wail  from  their  slumbers  may  come) 
They  joyed-^but  the  voice  of  their  gladness  is  dumb. 

in.  ■ 
They  died — ay  they  died  I  and  we  things  that  are  now,   ' 
Who  walk  on  the  turf  that  Hes  over  their  brow. 
Who  make  in  their  dwellings  a  transieift  nbode, 
Meet  the  changes  they  met  on  their  pilgrimi^  road, 

XIII. 

Yea,  hope  and  despondence,  and  pleasure  and  pain, 
Are  mingled  togieither  like  sunshine  and  rain ; 
And  the  smile  and  the  tear,  and  the  song  and  the  dirge, 
Stiil  foUow  each  other  like  surge  upon  surge. 
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XIV. 

*Tis  the  tw^ok  of  aa  eye,  'tis  the  draught  of  a  breath* 
From  the  blosdom  of  health  to  the  paleness  of  death, 
From  the  gilded  saloon  to  the  bier  and  the  shrondk- 
0  why  should  the  spint  of  mortal  be  proud  P 

Knox, 


DECISIVE  CHARGE  AT  WATERLOO. 

On  came  the  whirlwind-^like  the  Ja«t 
But  fiercest  sweep  of  tempest  bkst-^  .'    ' 
On  came  the  whirlwind-^-«6teel-gleamfi  broka 
Like  lightning  through  the  xolUiig  spooke;  ... 

The  war  was  waked  anew.;  t 

Three  hundred  cannon-m^iuths  roared  loud^  V 
And  from  their  throals,  with  flash  and  cloud. 

Their  showers  of  iron  threw. 
Beneath  their  fire  in  fall  career, 
Rushed  on  the  poudeiY)Us  cuirassier 
The  lancer  qouch^d  his  rtithless  spear. 
And  hurrying. as  to  hayoc  near. 

The  cohprts*  eagles  flew. 
In  one  <lark  torrent  broad  and  strongs  . ,  < 

The  advancing  onset  rolled  along,        . 


si 
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Forth  harbingered  by  fierce  acclaim, 

That  from  the  shnrnd  of  smoke  and  flame, 

Pealed  wildly  the  imperial  name. 

But  on  the  British  heart  were  lost 

The  terrors  of  the  charging  host ; 

For  not  an  eye  the  storm  that  viewed 

Changed  its  prond  glance  of  fortitude  ; 

Nor  was  one  forward  footstep  staid, 

As  dropped  the  dying  and  the  dead. 

Fast  as  their  ranks  the  thnndevs  tear, 

Fast  they  renewed  each  serried  square ; 

And  on  the  wouAdMl|md  the  dain 

Closed  thekr  dinuni^ed  files  again ; 

Till  from  dieir  line  scarce  ^lears*  lengths  three, 

Emerging  fipom  tha  smoke  they  see 

Helmet  and  plume,  «nd  panoply-*-- 

Then  waked  their  fire  at  onoe  I 
Each  musketeer's  revidving  knell 
As  fiist,  as  regularly  foil, 
As  m^ien  they  pnetise  to  display 
Their  discipline  on  fostal  day. 

Then  down  went  helm  and  lance, 
Down  were  the  eagie-bannars  sent, 
Down  reeling  steeds  and  riders  went, 
Corslets  were  pierced,  and  pennons  rent ; 

And  to  augment  the  fri^, 

1 
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^Vheeled  Ml  ngBiiiBl  tlieiriitag^nrh^.flftiifar; 
The  Englkh  hd^semilnfft  iwaninygtnkt 

Forced  tiieir  reiiirietM  wy  «. 
Tlieii  to  the  musket-kneff  itaocedds '    ,       / 

As  plies  the  smith  his  clanging  trade, 
Agamst  the  enirass  TdBgrthe'bkdie  ; 
And  while  amid  tfa«it>dk)se  flrnv^ 
Hie  well-serrad  eaaattiofi  resf*  ^tebr  wBy, 
And  while  amid  their  teattSe^d  h«nd$  '      *  - 
Baged  liie  fierce.ride/s  hhoAy^briMi'   "■- 
Recoiled  in  common  rout  and  fear 
Lancer,  and -gwaMl, 'AMf  eoirassitfv 
Horsemen^JBlid  7ib«t)<^'t4iffiiBgied  host, 
Their  ]ejdisns;ftJfen»  tfaeir^ihandBxds  Idst.- 


TO  AD¥IN<J  mPANT. 

Sleep,  little  baby,  sleep !      ' 

Not  in  thy  cmdle  fbed^ 
Not  on  thy  mother's  breast, 
Hencefer^  fflnlt  Ve 'diy  tm; 
Bnt  wilhithid  qtiUbc  d6tU«' 

VOL.  I.  B 


A. 


:*» 
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Oh!  many  a  wmgymi^t 
Weary  of  fife  mad  %liti 

Flee,  little  tender- ItrviAiiig^  .''■' 

Flee  to  iftry  granr^r  mfll-; 
Therer  lAm  fint'ilaweni  dbaH  Uowy 
The  firal  pd^  fliAcft  irfuxMr, 
Shall  fliAiipcfei  tht 


Peace !  Fewtie !  liie'  fide  bwom 
Lahomv  with  nhmtmag  hT2tA ; 

Peacd  I  Peaei  !*  tirat  mmnfMn  mf^h^ 

Speaks  his  departure  nigh ; 
Those  are  the  damps  of  death. 

IVe  seen  thee  in  thy  heanty^ 
A  thing  an  li^lh  alid  glei^ 

But  never  then  wert  thon 

So  heautifnl  as  now. 
Baby,  thou  aMiti'ai;  to  iii9* 

r 

Thine  uptuiMd  t/f9B  fjhteA  &ntfi 
Like  harebds'wvtwitikddwy.  t 


Already  veMi  Mid-.ttd^ 
By  the  eMnmlMNl  lid^^ 
Their  pupik  <klk liidblue. . 


•  1    •  < . 


Thy  soft  lips  quiyering, 
As  if  (like  smmier  m  ' 
Ruffling  t^  «ie0  lett9«e)(^tlM«», 

Thy  80ii|r)|yieiie  intli^ibie; 

Mount  up,  iomionil  enMHieet 
Young  spirit  I  haste,  depart ! 

And  is  thit  death  ?  DMad  thing! 

If  sochthy  Tkiltegy 

How  beautiM  llwli'fltt  j- 


:o 


Oh !  I  could  gaite  fot  ^vier    ' 
Upon  that  waxen  face : 

So  passionlese  1  isc^^itd ! 

The  ItitWflhriiie  wfur Mine: 
An  AngcAVi  dw^^liHg  pkioe. 


•■•> 


Thou  weepest^  ciiSctteift  Qiltber !  ■- 
Aye  weep, — 'twill  ease  thine  heart ! 

He  was  thy  fint-baxa  soil, 

Tliy  fint»^iiiy*«n]^  M^ 
'Tia  hard  from  him  to  part  I 

b2 


i 


.iv-*«*^*J 


t.. 


••  t 


Ytoutt 


tfe 
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SHE  IS  FAR  FBOMJHELANP. 

^^lie  is  terfrdiftUiftlind  wh«ni  tier  jwsng  tero  sleeps, 
And  lovers  ajoimd  hor  aie  tig^in^ ;  ,  • ..  r  •  .,  . 

^^nt  coldly  fimtiBpm.ikmatAta  |^e».JUMi  Jiteps, 
For  her  heartln3tts.gisivmi9lynpigl   - 

^She  sings  tbewfld  MHg  of  her  idev  nftti^w  pbias, 
Every  note  which  he  l^ved  tsmukhg : 
^h  I  Iktie Aeir iWiik wiieddUghi » htrtttlpM^ 
How  the  heart  dftJNiwiigtffeiklMiieiMig! 


He  had  lived  fsr  Iub  |eir^  for^hi»  coiiilBy 
They  were  aU  that 4^  Vfohiul ^DtmAedMni^. 

NcH*  soon  shatttbeUon  of  la»  oMmtry  be  MaA,  / 
Nor  long  will  his  love  Bt^f  htUpd  fami'l    /  ■ 

•Oh!  makefaerftgravia  wbave  theMtn4»0MMi.mt,' 
When  they  promisea  f^rkms  mevrow  $    .  v    - 

They'll  shine  o'er  her. sleepi  like  a  muk\funntii»  weet. 
From  her  own  lov»d  iilanid  of  aonrbw  I 

Moore. 
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TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  A  YODNG  LADY. 

Sher  is  gone  hr  away,  to  wkere  Senpihs.  timH  dog 
Her  welcome  to  bowero  of  blks  I    

And  the^l^ufpe  of  the  blest  liuktt  amee^img 
For  her  fli^t  from  pi  workl  lik^  this  I 

She  has  fone  to  the.  home  c^  the  fpsolle  hearty. 

With  spirits  o£  li|^  around  heFr—    J    .. 
Where  the  g^oy>e£thal.nBjnocHitfo  oolet  s^iL  depart  . . 

In  which  heareiL-a  meMBger  found  heiw . 

Then  wetp'OOt  ftNr  Imr  who  bri^^y  cme 

To  beam  roimd  her iMifth. delight,   ....  ; 
And  ere  earth  sullied  liha  sonl  a  pmajflameb./ 

Has  fled  with  aa  aai0He  flight*   .  ' 

Thon  hloflBomiqgtTirtiie  L.tboa.  covhllst  mm  die^f. 

But  a  brighter  .dime  is. oeTtJtbea,.     ..      / 
And  it  k  not  thy  htt.  that  iden|aods  jk  ji^.  -t 

But  the  desolate  hearts  thai  depiieD^  thee  !    >  . 

Anon^ 
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THE  DIRGE  OF  WALLACE. 

*Ihey  liglited  a  taper  i^  dead  df  night,' 

And  chanted  their  hofiest  hymn  ; 
^ut  her  brow  iind  her  bosom  were  damp  with  affirigfa 

Her  eye  was  all  sleepieas  and  dim  I 
And  the  Lady  of  Elderslie  wept  for  her  lord, 

When  a  death-watch  beat  in  her  lonely  room, : 
When  her  curtain  had  Bho<^  of  its  own  adcord, 
And  die  ranren  had  flapped  at  her  window-boaird, 
To  tell  of  her  wairior's  doom  I 

Now  sing  ye  the  death-song,  and  loudly  prsy 

For  tlMi  sool  of  my  kdigbt  so  dear ; 
And  call  me  a  widow  this  wretched  day, 

Since  the  warning  <^Grod  is  here ; 
for  nightmare  rides  on  my  strangled  sleep  :    . 

Tlie  lord  of  iny  bosom  is' doomed  to  die ; 
His  yalcmnis  heart  they  have  wounded  deep ;    ' 
And  the  blood-red  tbars  shall  his  6ountry  wcfep 
For  Wallace  of  Elderslie'! 
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Yet  knew  not  his  country  that  ominous  hour, 

Ere  the  loud  matin^bell  was  rung, 
That  a  trumpet  of  death  on  an  English  tower 

Had  the  dagb  of  her  champioii  cni^ ! 
When  his  dungeon^Ught  looked  dim  and  red 

On  the  high-born  Uood  of  a  martyr  alain, 
No  anthem  was  sung  at  hifl  holy  dmth-4>ed ; 
No  wetpoig  there  was  yihtm  faia  btMOM  hlid — 
And  his  heart  was  tbjA  in  tv&in ! 

Oh,  it  was  not  <ch«B  mhen  hk  oakctoi  «pear 

Was  true  ^tiwt  knight  ferkirn, 
And  hosts  ^f « thmnaiid  were  mxM^mi,  Uke  deer 

At  the  blast  of  lihe  in^lei'e  liera ; 
When  he  strode  on  the  wreck  of  each  well-fought  field 

With  the  yeBo9)<^«Mred  dnefii  of  hit  natiife  kud-; 
For  his  liance  was  not  sUfoied  on  liehmit  or 
And  the  sword  thai^eeeHMcttfttfer  ArriiMigel  to  i 
Was  light  14  lii8i;enMeh«Qdf  > 
•    •  •    ■ 

Yet  bleeding  aid4Ki«iid,'eiM('  Ike  WiAace  «frightt 

For  his  long^lvfeA  eouAtry  4Me» 
The  bugle  MfVfr 

Than.  William  of  EldiPriie ! 
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Buttiiaday  of  Uig^ydballneTw  depart;  >    ;.     r     . 

His  head  imentombeddball  wifth  g^bry  tefpfrimiMl ; 
From  its  Uoodnittnaiaiig  aker  jUb  tfiM  eball  stM« ;  < 
Tho*  the  raven  has  Ad  on  hia  jnodUeriof  >1mwW  .  '   . 
,   A  noblfflr  was  never  embatined ! 

■      ■■■]  i:-  ■  "■.'  '  ■' :  .    •:  .         ;  ,    «:.      .,       • ) 

THE  DYING  f  ATH£R  TO  HIS  DAUGHTER. 

To  me,  mj  sweat  KacUooBi'  the  Bonshee  has  criod, 

And  I  die— ere  tofoaoriaaw  I  itte,-«-f-. 
This  rasa  then  hast  gathered,  and  laid  by  my  side, 

Will  lire^  my  child,  longer  than  I. 
My  days  they  are  goqe^  like  «4ale  that  is  told, 

Let  me  bless  thee,  and  bid  thee  adieu ; 
For  never  to  ftAefs^irhfan  feielife  an^  <^ 

Was  dan^ter  so  kind  and  so  tr^&i 

Thou  hast  w»Hced  ih^>  atfy  aide^  aild^r«iy  boiferd  dum  haft 
^read,         ■  ! .  ■  -      '      '  •  .    .  -  -^  "■.'•.■;■.  ■ 

For  my  chair  «hajvais*conMirhaal&iuid;>>  ,  .;i  •    ri) 
And  told  nq^ddl  ear  ^l^sit  the  ^tflr^iaidiwii(>  ..^ 

When  I  saw  that  the  laughter  Weal  rOw^L 
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Tbou  hast  saeoomeA  me  stilly  and.  My  niaiildn9;»x|ai»<Md 
W&eA  nemory.  waB'lM(oQ:&B/way ;  It.     j  ^a^'^x  ri)  1 

Thou  host  piQmrdd-my^btad^taj^'lttiit  t4fM^ -ii  :i-'m  I 
Thou  art  w«qpiii^b«Bklenb. to-day*^  :■  .if  ''i.  k'  t' 

O  Kflitbleeii^  ray  love  I  thoa  covldBt  choose  the  good  part. 

And  more  than  thy  duty  haat  done ; 
Go  now  to  thy  Dermoty  be  dbsped  to  hia  heart. 

He  merits  the  love  he  lias  wi»u 
Be-  dnteoas  and  tender  to  hia^  m  to  me ;        .  ^  -     :  ci  1' 

Look  up  to  the  mercy^seat  then ; 
And  passhig  this  ahadanr  «€  deatb^  which  I.aee^  i  i 

Come,  come  to  my.annt  back  agMO. f  t-      *r  i  •  u 

■      I    j-  »  fV  Pnqfu90t  ^itm^kiV 

A-RdJINfiD  FEMAbR:'  '•   '-•■■•■•'  i<ri 

Tstke  one  example,  one  of  female  wo. 

Lo^ed  %  aMi^,'  tod  a  mo«her^: lim,'      ti..-  <     r  i.n  i 
In  rural  peace  ftbe  lived,  so  har,  so  light         •  '      '•>'■ 
Of  heart,  8agood,iatii'y<Mbg,'iiN«cicaroev«-  •        -    j 

The  eye  could  ondHy  Imt  w&fM^tkmkft,  WJBhtu  'I  u  j«  .^ 

'Did  stoop  to  pull  iJbe'My'Qv  the  roM  'jr*  vr  >  .  ji*  i «' 
From  morning's  dew,  if  it  reality 
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•         t  'I.-    ,  t .    t.     ,, 


•r.  ,  -I  • 


Of  i&t  Ml'  Wo«i,  or  Mf  ndanl  «8ir, 

In  imagery  of  perfect  wtmiurfioed/ 

But  sheriter  Moom-^-^ier  lMp{Haefl0'WM  sboi^ 

One  saw  her  loTelmeM/andwilli'dvBire    '  - ' 

UnlttUowedf  burning,  to  her  eior  addressed 

Dishonest  words  ^>  Her  fvpooT'ihift  his  life,   -'-   •  i-  ! .      ^ 

His  heaven ;  her  frown  his  Wo>  his  nl^fht,  hb  death;.^. 

With  torpid  plnise  thus  wdive  in  flstleiys  Ibeoit 

He  on  her  womanish  nature  won,  IumI  a^e 

Sospidonless,  and  miBed,  tsrid  forsook : 

For  he  a  chosen  villain  wte  at -hearty  - 

And  capable  of  deeds  itbat'dnrbt  not  sdek 

Repentance.     Soon^ha*  fariier  saw  her  shame ;  - 

His  heart  gicw  stone,  he  drove  her  forth  to  mht  . 

And  wintry  winds,  and  with  a  horrid  corse 

Porsned  her  eai^  forbidd]|ig>  all  return.. 

Upon  a  hoary  cliff  that  watdied  the  sea.  . 

Her  babe  was  founl^— <lead  lijtm.  jtd  itttle  cheek, . 

The  tear  that  nature  bade:  it. weep^  had  turned 

An  ioe^op,  sparkling,  in  the  morning  beam  ; 

And  to  the  turf  its  helpless  hands  were  frozen  : 

For  she — ^the  wofhl  mother,  had  gone  mad, 

And  laid  it  down,  segardless  of  its  ftite 

And  of  her  own.    Yet  had  she  rouiy  days 

Of  sorrow  in  the  world,  but  never  wept. 

She  lived  on  alms ;  and  carried  hn  her  hand 


SS  rwat  jbobticmlIc  UMhAn^t 


Some  withered  BtaUn^fihe  ^iditMl  in  Ae tp^tiw^ s    > 

When  any  asked  the  came^ehe  «bmM  md  tsid» 

They  were  ker  BiMra»  and  wvold  come  and  wnteik 

Her  grave  when  she  wli»  ^dead.    She  Mvar  spoke 

Of  her  deceiveiv  firtkov  molfaeiv -hwiay     .    . 

Or  child,  or  hearei,  or  hdl*  or  God*  hui  atiU 

In  londy  placea  walked,,  and  etar  gaaed 

Upon  the  wichered^etaflU)  and -taUcod  to  dKp,;  .,.  > 

Till  wasted  to  the  shadow  of  ktat.yowk^  • 

With  wo  too  wide  to  aee  beypdi  ■  aba  died : 

Not  nnatoned  for  hy  imputed  Uoed» 

Nor  by  the  spirit  that  myaterioaa  worka» 

Unsanctified.    Aload  bar  father  cmcsed 

That  day  his  gnihy  pride  which  would  not  own     . 

A  daughter  whom  the  -God  of  heaaren  and  «ar^. 

Was  not  ashamed  to  call  hja'cmt ;« and  he 

Who  ruined  her  read  hmai  her  holy  look. 

That  pierced  him  wilb.pcaditioBJManifoklt 

His  sentence  bnraiiig  w^  radktnie  .€k*  ^  . 


•  I  4. 


•        t 


-..I- .-: 


*  *    .  *  '    ' . ."     r "  ■•  I '  •  *    .  ■ '  ■  •  I 

TIME-. 


■      <    • 


Time  speeds  away — away — away : 
Another  bonr — another  day — 
Another  month — anodier  *y6ar — 
Drop  hem  us  like  the  leaflets  sear ; 
Drop  like  the  fife«blooA  froiri  «iir  hearts  ; 
The  rose-bloom  from  ihe  cheek  depart^^ 

The  tresses  from  dM9  tiempleil^'^ 
The  eye  growv-dim  aii^^tftuigfe'to  all* 

Time  speed*  away— irt^y — itway  i    '  '  '  • 

Like  torrent  in  a  stofmy  day, 

He  undermines  the  stately"t<nrer, 

Uproots  the  tree,  mMI  Mops  thfe  ffewer  ;' 

And  sweeps  from  (Mm*  <disiMtsle^  breast 

The  friends  <lhat  toired — die  fne0§B  tftiM  hl^^ed  t 

And  leaves  us  weeping  on  die  idiore, 

To  which  they  can  <retum  no  more. 

Time  speeds  away — ^away— away : 

No  eagle  through  the  sloe^af  day. 

No  wind  along  the  hiOs  can  flee 

So  swif^  or  00  smooth  as  he.  ^ 


{ 
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Like  fiery  steed— 4irom  stage  to  stage 
He  bean  us  on — from  youth  to  i^ ; 
Then  plnnges  in  the  feoMsea 
Of  fethomless  Eternity. 


THE  LAST  MINSTREL. 

The  way  was  long»  the  idnd  was  cold. 
The  Minstrel  was  iafirm  and  old ; 
llis  withered  cheek,  and  tresses  gray. 
Seemed  to  hare  known  a  better  day ; 
The  harp,  his  sole  remaining  joy, 
Was  carried  by  an  orphan  boy ; 
The  last  of  aU  the  bards  WIS  he. 
Who  snng^af  Bord^  davalry. 
For,  wflOHa'day  1  tbek  date  was  ^ed, 
His  tonefiil  br^hren  all  were  dead ; 
And  he,  neglected  and  oppressed. 
Wished  to  be  with  them,  and  at  rest. 
No  more,  on  prancing  palfrey  borne, 
He  caroUed,  lig^  as  lark  at  mom  ; 
No  longer  courted  and  caressed, 
High  placed  in  hali,  a  welcome  guests 


Knox 


.V 
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He  poured,  t9lotd«adtedy^]r».      - 

The  nnpyptfeiKWed  ky  I  ■ 

Old  timed  were  dittiged^  iM  manners  gase ; 

A  strai^;ier  filled  llie  SlnBrta'  dirqoe: 

The  bigots  of  the  iron  time 

Had  called  his  iianalese  art  a  crime. 

A  wanderii^  Haipeiv  sconied  and  poor^ 

He  begged  his  bread  fisom  door  to  door  I 

And  tmed^'to  iriaaaea  fM9aBant*s  ear, 

The  harp,  a  king  had-.lofntd  to  hear. 
'■•  •...I.-.    •■ 

Ha  passed  where  Newa^Ia  atateljL  tower . 
Looks  out  from.|Yatiow's.bicGhaa  hewer  ; 

The  Minstrel 'gazed  with,  wishful  aye: — 

No  humbler  resting-place  was  nigh. 

With  hesitatiBg  step^  at  last,     • 

The  embattled  portaL«odi:he past, ...     .  i 

Whose  ponderooa  giite' and  mafisy  bar 

Had  oft,ralled  back  the  tide  of  yrv^ 

Bnt  nerer  closed  the  iron  door .     - 

Against  the  desqlate  and  poor^ 

The  Duchess  marked  his  waesry^pace,. 

His  timid  mien,, and  ceTBrend  fisce. 

And  bade  her  .page  the  menials  tell, 

That  diey  ahQuhLtehd  the  t^d  man  wjeU :  > 
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For  she  bid'iaiiMhi  airaniityv  '^ 
Though  bom  in  raoitk  hi|^4«||pe  (       ' 

Had  w«pt  o^er.MotttnMthfs  Uoody'ftonb  I 


When  kincbeas  bftil  bis  wnfti  Giq[i{died, 
And  die  oki  mm  watgnffiod^    . 
Began  to  tIm  bia«Bn«lni  ^iiide : 
And,  wodfd  4wapblo  PiiyhaBi  4tipi.  ■ 
To  listen  to  JoioM  bim'jB  Btddn,    ^ 
Though  stiJBf  his  hand,  his  voice  thongh  weak, 
He  tboi^gbt  eiren  jt^  lie  too^  to  apfidc, 
Tbatyifsfaelimdtfaabarpto^eMr       : 
He  ca«ld  awke  nraaic  to  bur. 


The  humble  boon  iroa  «oen  obftaiiied  ; 
The  aged  MiM»Lsddl»nee  gUMidL 
But,  when  ht  fendbed  thsiocmi  •!  state, 
Where  abe,  ^th  aii  her  ladiei  aate, 
Perchance  hn  mhed  his  boon  denied ; 
For,  when  to  t«i^  fait  bttp  be  tried, 
His  tnm^ling  band  but  loat  the  ease, 
Which  makM  secnrity'te  please : 
And  scenes,  long^  past,  of  joy  add  pain, 
Came  wildering  o*er  his  aged  brain^ 
He  tried  to  tune  his  harp  in  vain. 


The  pilying  i>if haiii  piiiiM  iii .  ffciiie, :    ' 
Ami  gs¥e;lHjQi  lNiBBl;>jBid  gava  bitelioiis. 

Wag  iton(j(^daato.)MBBi^yjb .  . 

And  tiM^  lie  aakl, )»  wMdd  MU  Ml 

H9  oould  iwetilaaL  aiieieati8<pEM%. 

He  never  thought  to  sing  again. 

It  was  aot  famed  fov.nilagt  ^EsmU, 

Bat  for  high^danioiiittdgrighy  aaria;  ■■■ .  . 

He  had  fA^bdil  to  ]|jLmg  Chari«  ihe:G 

WlMiha^pt«oart  m  lialfaao^; 
And  mmAih^mrnJMdtjektmi^i  totay 

The  loii^  jfoiiglillim  4aiiMF*  - 

Amid  the  atiiaga  Ml  Angela  liSra^ttdy 

AndaR4auwrtaiai9&i'hiii%«wdi|i^       '  . 
And  ofthe4iha«k4iiahoafnf<haad;  * 

Bat  wfawi.b»4teiighl'tti»'iiieai«a  xnld,  . 
The  oldjttan  luiaadiuafKeyand  amfleds  • 
And  lightened  up  his  faded  aye, 
With  an  a  poet*a  eawtiacy  I  \     . 
In  farying  cadence,  sofi  oratvong, 
He  swept  the  eeunding  cfaorda  along.; 
The  present  scene,  the  future  lot, 
His  toils,  his  wants,  were  aM  foifat ; 
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Cold  dKffideBc%  and  iiga'A  frofit, . . 
In  theiidltideof  wiig,wmioifc;   . 
Each  blank,  in  fidthUMt  meimiiy  ▼oid^ 
The  poet's  glowing  thoaghta  aoppliMi;  . 
And,  wfaibJus  liaip  raqiiOiisiTe  ri»g» 
Twas  thus  tfaeX^zssT  MiKSTRti*  aung- 


1  f\ 


Breathes  there  the. tniw^. with  aouLao  deady 
Who  nevor  to  himself  hatbmdytiii  •■■     ■ 

This  is  my  aw%  m|r  JttktivB  laii4 1.  > 
Whose  heart  hath  ne'er,  within  Un  <bnned 
As  home  faia  fiMtsti^  h^  hath  tonMnd* 

From  wandering  on  a  foreign  atcaad  I 
If  such  th^e  breathe,  go,  mark  him  well ; 
For  him  no  Miostcelraj^tmnM  swett;) 
High  thoi^liistttlas,  prond  his  jsmjm> 
Bomidless  bia.  wealtbi  aa  wiih  ca^,  ptnim « > 
Despite  those  title^y  poww»  and  .pi9(i& 
The.wretch,  concentered  all  in  self^ 
Living,  shall  for£^  fiur:  renown. 
And,  doubly  dying»  shall  go  down 
To  the  vile  dnst,  from  whence  he  .sprung, 
Unwept,  unhonoured,  and  unsung. 

O  Caledoni^t  I  stern  and  wild. 
Meet  nm'se  for  a  poetic  child  [ 


liMid  of  hrovm  hmib  sad  shuggy  wood* 

Lend  of  tbe momitua and theflood, 

Land  of  my  sires — ^wliat  mortal  band 

Can  e*er  HQtie  ihB  filial  band, 

Tbat  knits  me  to  thy  rqgged  strand! 

Still,  $s  iTiew  eacb  well-knomi  scene. 

Think  wbat  is  now,  and  what  bath  been, 

Seems  as,  to  mO)  of  all  bereft, 

Sole  fnendtfthy  woods  and  stiieams  were  left ; 

And  thus  I  love  them  better  still,    ' 

£ven  in  extremity  of  ill* 

By  Yarrow's  stream  still  let  lae  stmy, 

Though  none  should  guide  my  feeble  way ; 

Still  feel  ttfe  hneexe  down  Ettriek  break. 

Although  it  chill  my  withered  cheek;  - 

Still  lay  j^y  head  by  Tenot  stone,> 

Though  there,ibrgotten  and  atone,  * 

The  Bard  may  draw  his  parting  groan. 

JSir  W.Scott. 


mm 


THE  ORPHAN. 

t)poB  my  fetherV  new  closed'  grave^ 
Deep  lay  the  wi|tter  s  snow ; 
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Green,  mw^  the  gt^m  uNti^efii  il^ei^  biv  Head, 
And  taR  the  toniB^iree^  gnMr. 

Along  life's  roed  no  pmtit^k  iMd 

My  bbnelefls  fiM(8tep«  led  t 
No  moAtt's  arm  in  sickness  southed, 

And  rnsed  mj  tkrobbiog  head.       |^. 

But  other  hearts^  Lorch!  iih«ii*hM  wkrmed 

With  tenderness  Ibei^ ; 
And  in  the  Btrangei'e  eyai  MaMt 

The  fear  ef  pily  shine. 

The  tfCntigitt's  haiifltFjr'ttee  is  moted 

ToM  ihe-orphtt-s  aUrf; 
And  better  fkf,  the  stratiger^s  Toiee 

Hath  taught  ns  liow  to  (iray . 

''ThMi  ^tt*8t  a  new  song  in  our  mouth, 

A  song  of  praise  and  joy, 
O  may  we  not  our  lips  alone, 

But  hearts,  in  praise  employ ! 

To  Him  who  little  dbDdren  took, 

And  in  his  bosom  held  ; 
And  bleesii^  Ihein  wtthbekaof  lo7e» 

Their  rising  fean  diapeHedC; 
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To  Hiniy  whEe  floirerB  biooni  on  the  bank. 

Or  lambs  ^rt  on  the  lea ; 
While  Unkawhli  morning  hymns  ascend^ 

Or  birds  chant  on  the  tree  ; 

To  Him  let  every  creature  join 

In  prayer^  and  thanks,  and  praise  : 
Infants,  their  little  anthems  lisp ; 

Age,  hallelujidis.iaise  I 

Grahame, 


■!.-■. 

BY  THE  IiATE  ^RINtESS  kMEOA, 

2>AjffGSxxR  OF  asoaGfi  lU, 


-•  If  I 


Unthinking,  idle,  wUd^;  and  youQg^ 
I  ]aughedy,f|nd  t^dked^  mddapfed^  and  smg, 
And,  proud  of  hefdtha  of  freedom,  vun,. . 
Dreamt  not  of  sorrow,  care,  or  pain ; 
Conclujdingi  in  tl^e  hours  of  |^ee, 

-  * 

That  all  the  world  was  mad^,^  nje.,; 


ji 


But  when  the  dayf ,of  trial  f^Mapfi^ 

When  sickness  shook  this  ti*embling  frame, 
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When  folly  s  gsy  pnntuits  were  o  er^ 
And  I  could  dance  and  sing  no  morey 
It  then  occurred  how  sad  *twoiild  be 
Were  this  workl  only  made  for  me. 


HEAVEN* 

Weep,  mourner,  for  the  joys  that  fiide, 

Like  evening  lights  aWky ; 

For  hopes  that  like  the  stars  decayed, 

Have  left  thy  morfd  dtty ; 

Yet  dpi^  of.aoETQw  will  dispart, 

And  briDiant  skies  be  given, 

And  though  on  earlii  the  teur  may  start. 

Yet  bliss  awaits  the  holy  heart 

Amid  the  bowers  of  heaven. 

Where  aongs  of  praise  are  ever  sung, 

To  aogel-hsrpj  by  angel-tongne. 

Weep,  mourner,  for  iSbe  friends  that  pas:) 
Into  the  lonesome  grave. 
As  breeses  sweep  the  withered  grass 
Along  the  whefaniDg  wave ; 
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Yet  though  thy  pleasure  may  depart, 
And  darksome  days  be  given, 
And  lonely  though  on  earth  thou  art, 
Yet  Uiss  awaits  the  holy  heart, 
When  friends  rejoin  in  heaven ; 
Where  streams  of  joy  glide  ever  od, 
Anmnd  the  Lord's  eternal  throne. 

Knox. 


LINES, 

Written  by  Lord  Byron,  a  few  wedu  liefore  his  Death,  on  the 

Uank  leaf  of  a  Bible. 

M^thin  this  awful  volume  lies 
The  mystery  of  mysteries ; 
Hi^piest  they  of  human  race 
To  whom  their  God  has  given  grace 
To  read,  to  fear,  to  hope,  to  pray, 
To  lift  the  latch,  to  force  the  way ; 
And  better  had  they  ne*er  been  bom, 
Than  read  to  doubt,  or  read  to  scorn. 

VOL.  I.  c  ' 
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I*. 

What  raf^iom  IrinAmc^  we  mtM 

In  coming  tA  ft  WWy^WPlfc  I 

Yet  who  diat  knows  the  worth  of  prltyer. 

But  wishes  to  be  often  there  ? 

II. 
Prayer  makes  the  darkened  cloud  withdraw. 
Prayer  climbs  the  ladder  Jacob  saw, 
Gives  exercise  to  faith  and  love, 
Bring9  eyery  bl€{»9ifl;  frow  ^bove. 

III. 
Restraining  fPfff^  we  qei^,  to.  %fat ; 
Prayer  makes  thft  Qlv^!9|j|^^'8  amqiff;  bright; 
And  Satan  ti^mbl^  wbaiv  ^  a^^ 
The  lyr^ei^t.^t  ig)«qi  hia  knees. 

Wh]l^j){p^s^qdi  with,  aim  ^r^  ^^^t 
Succ|^,  ^^^  f9m^  op  l9f»iA\  8i4e ; 
But  when  through  wef^ness  they  fjedled, 
That  moment  Amalek  prevailed. 
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V. 

Ehre  ym  no  words  ?  Ah  I  tkiak  ogftiiiy 
Words  flow  i^Moe  when  yon  compbdn. 
And  fill  yaai'  feUonr-cteiitiire'B  oar 
With  ihe  sad  tale  of  all  your  care. 

VI. 

Were  half  the  Inreath  thns  vainly  spent, 
To  heaven  in  sof^Acalioii  sent. 
Your  cheerful  song  would  oftener  be, 
*  Hear  what  the  Lord  has  done  for  me.' 

•    Coivper, 


SONG  TO  INEZ. 

When  late  I  saw  thf  fsfo^tt^  child» 
I  thought  my  jealous  heart  would  break 

But  when  the  unoMMnow  tAhta^  smiled 
I  kissed  it«-fot  its  mothei^s  sake. 

I  kissed  it — and  repressed  my  sighs, 

Its  fatherhft  its  fttoo  to- see ; 
But  then  it  had  its  laotber's  eye»-^ 

And  thejr  <wwe  all  t»  love  and  me. 

■      ^'  -  e«    .  •  ■  •    •  ■ 
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Fair  one,  adieu  I  I  must  away ; 

Since  diou  ait. bleaaed,. Ill  not  repine; 
But  near  thee  i  can  never  fttKy)--«4  • 

My  heart  a^ain  would  soon,  beitiiine. ' 


Byron. 


THE  FUTURE. 

When  coldness  wraps  the  sufficing  day^ 

Ah  I  whither  strays  the  immortal  mind  ? 
It  cannot  die,  it  cannot  stay, 

But  leaves  its  darkened  dust  behind. 
Then,  unembodied,  doth  it  trace 

By  steps  each  plfmet's  heaveidy  way  ? 
Or  fill  at  once  the  realms  of  space, 

A  thing  of  eyes,  that  all  survey  ? 

Eternal,  boundless,  unde^yed, 

A  thought  un0een,  but  seeing  all» 
All,  all  in  earth,  or  skies  displayed, 

Shall  it  survey,  shall  it  recall.: 
Each  fainter  trace  that^  memory  holds 

So  darkly  of  departed  yeavs. 
In  one  broad  glwaee  tia%  soul  beholdB» 

And  all  that  was  at  once  appears. 


Before  Creation  peopled  ernth. 

Its  eye  shaH  roil  throngfa  dmoe  back ; 
And  where  the  fiirthett  heaven  bad  bnrdi^ 

The  spirit  trace  its  rinng  .trade. 
And  where  the  future  mars  or  makes, 

Its  glance  dilate  o'er  all  to  be, 
While  sun  is  quenched,  or  system  bireaks, 

Fixed  in  its  own  eternity. 

Above  or  love,  h(^e,  hate,  or  fear, 

It  lives  all  passionless  and  pure ; 
An  age  shall  fleet HkeeartUy. year;        ■ :  ■  '  ■  i 

Its  yeHffs  as  momniita  shall  endure. 
Away,  awa)r>  without  a  wing 

O'er  aU,^nro«gii:aB»  ita  tJioogiita  shall  fly ; 
A.  namelaetiaiiiLateiaal  thing,' 

Eargetting  whs^  It  wn  to  die* 

SyfWh 


YOU  REMEMBER,  ELLEN. 

You  remember  Ellen,  our  hamlet's  pride. 
How  meekly  she  blessed  her  humble  lot. 

When  the  stranger,  William,  had  made  her  his  bride. 
And  love  was  die  light  of  their  lowly  cot. 

cS 
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Together  they  toiled  tfaimigh  winds  and  lainsy 
Till  WOliam  at  lengdi,  in  aadtteat  said, 

'  We  must  seek  our  fbrtwne  od  otiwr  ptains  ;*-*-> 
Then,  sighing,  she  kit  her  lowly  shed. 

They  roamed  a  long  and  a  weary  way^ 
Nor  much  was^the  maiden'a  lieart  at  ease. 

When  now,  at  the  close  of  one  stomy  day» 
They  see  a  prond  castle  among  the  trees. 

<  Tonight/  said  the  yovtby  *  well  riieller  there. 

The  wind  blows  cold,  the  hour  Is  late :' 
So  be  blew  the  bom  with  a  diiiflak'a  air* 
And  the  porter  bofwed  aa  tfaey  paasod  th^g^. 

<  Now  wtkom^  lady  r  tedaimed  the  yoatby— 

'  This  castle  is  Aine,  aiid  these  dark  woods  all  I' 
She  believed  him  wild,  but  his  words  were  tm^ 

For  men  is  Lady  of  Rosna  Hall ! 
And  dearly  the  Lord  of  Rosna  loves 

What  William  the  stranger  woo'd  and  wed ; 
And  the  li^t  of  bliss,  in  these  lonely  groves, 

Is  pure  as  it  shone  in  the  lonely  shed. 
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ON  THE  APPROACH  OF  DEATH. 

* 

Yes,  'twill  be  over  80oq««— This  sickly  dream 

Of  life  will  vanish  from  my  feverish  brain ; 
And  death  my  wearied  spirit  will  redeem 

From  this  wild  region  of  unvaried  pain. 
Yon  brook  will  ^ide  as  softly  as  befwe, — 

Yon  landscape  soulei— yon  golden  harvest  grow ; 
Yon  sprightly  lark  on  momitua  wing  will  soar, 

When  Henry's  name  is  heard  no  more  below. 
I  sigh  when  all  my  yoathfol  Mends  caress ; 

They  laugh  in  healthy  and  future  evib  brave ; 
Them  shall  a  wife  omI  raailiag  obildrien  bless, 

While  I  am  moiidderuig  in  my  sileac  grave. 
Crod  of  the  jusl^— -Thou  gavest  the  bitter  cup ; 

I  bow  to  thy  behest,  and  drink  it  up. 

H.  K.  White. 


TUB  CliRIStlAN 

IN  THE  PROSPECT  OF  DEATH. 

O  most  defigfatful  hour  by  often 
ExpeiiaiiOeil  jMve  below. 
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The  hour  that  terminfttes  his  8p«ii» 
Hb  folly  and  his  woe  I 

Worlds  should  not  bribe  me  back  to  tread 

Again  life's  dreary  waste ; 
To  see  again  my  day  o'erspread 

With  dl  the  gloomy  past 

My  home  henceforth  is  in  the  skies, 
Earth,  seas,  and  son  adien  I 

All  heaven  unfolded  to  my  eyes, 
I  have  no  sight  for  yon. 

So  speaks  Ae  Christian,  firm  possessed 
Of  faith  a  snppoiting  rod ; 

Then  breathes  his  sonl  into  its  rest, 
The  bosom  of  his  God. 


Camper. 


LORD  BYRON. 

Take  one  example ;  to  onr  purpose  quite, 
A  man  of  rank,  and  a  capacious  soul ; 
Who  riches  had,  and  fame  beyond  desire : 
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An  heir  of  flatlefy,  to  tM«t  bom,  .    :     :  :    ' 

And  reputation,  and  luxuriom  life.  '     :         . 

Yet  not  content  with  ancestorial  name ; 

Or  to  be  kiumn,  betanae  hia  ia^iert  ivvre ; 

He  on  this  height  hereditary  atobd^ 

And  gazing  higbec^-  purposed  in  his^heart 

To  take  another  step.    Ab^re  him  siaenied : 

Alone  the  mount  of  s<mg-*^e  lofijr  teat 

Of  canonized  bards ;  and  thitherward, 

By  nature  taught,  and  inward  melody,  '^ 

la  prime  of  youth,  he' bent  his  eagle  eye. 

No  cost  was  spared.    What  hooka  he  wished^  he-read  : 

What  sage  to  hear,  he  heard ;  what  scenes  to  see, 

He  saw.    And  first  in  sohooUboy  days^'.     : 

Britannia's  mountain-walks,  and  faeaith<*girt  lakes,  '^ 

And  story-telling  glens,  and  founts,' and  bfoote, 

And  meads,  as  dew-drops  pure  and  fair,  his  soul  ' 

With  grandeur  filled,  and  melody,  and  love. 

Then  travel  came,  and  took  him  ^dbere  he  wished; 

He  cities  saw,  and  courts,  and  princely  pomp ; 

And  mused  alone  on  ancient  mountain- faro ws, 

And  mused  on  battle-fidds,  where  valour  fou§^ 

In  other  days ;  and  mused  on  ruins  gray 

With  years :  and  drank  from  old  and  fabuloiiB  wdls  ; 

And  plucked  the  vino  that  first>>bom  pn^iheta  phtcked : 

And  mused  on  fJEHoons  'tombs,  and  on  the  wavia 
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Of  ocean  miued ;  and  on  the  deeon  weale. 
The  heavens  and  eardi  of  every  oonntry  saw ; 
Where'er  the  old  inflfiiiig  gpann  dweh» 
Aught  that  conkL  rim»  «ipmd»  rafin»  tfaevoi^  . 
Thither  he  went,  and  mtdiMed  dien. 
He  touched  his  harp^  and  natknit  lieaid^  coHtaiieecL 
,  As  some  vast  mm  of  naidfing  s^orcey 
Rapid,  exhaustlesa^  deep,  his  sumbeit  Bowed, 
And  oped  new  fbuntaiit  is  the  tiMan  heart. 
Where  femcy  halted,  weary  in  her  ffighc. 
In  other  m^  his  fresh  ae  monuag  rese> 
And  aampd  UKtsedden  hnghe^  and  seemed  at  heme 
Where  aaftia  baahM  laofcad.    Others,  tho*  great» 
Beneath  their  argument  seemed  struggiing  whiles ;  • 
He  frpm  abofv  deasendiiig^  stooped  to  touch 
The  loftiest  thoDi^;  and  proudly  stooped,  as  th»* 
It  scarce  deaerved  his  verae^    With  Nature  e  sdi 
He  seemed  an  old  acqwaiutaace^  free  l»  jest' 
At  will  wi^  all  hsr  gkrious  majesty. 
He  laid  his  band  upon  '  the  oceaa'a  mane,* 
And  played  fiuoiliar  with  his  howry  locks. 
Stood  on  dK  Alps,  stood  on  the  Apennines, 
And  with  the  thunder  talked^  as  friend  to*  friend  i 
And  wove  his  garland  of  the  lightning's  wing, 
In  sportive  twist*«4he  lightning's  fiery  wing. 
Which  as  the  faotstepa  of  the  dreadful  God» . 


■li 
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Marching  npm  iim  nUatm  m  vengeaiiM  •aemedA'*- 
Then  tmnedy  and  with  die  graaahoppiry  vrbo  mug 
Hia  evening  song,  beneath  hia  feet^  eonvarsed. 
SonSy  moonsy  and  ftars^  and  donds  hia  natars  were; 
Rocks,  mountains,  meteoTBy  aeaa,  wiads,  and  storms^ 
His  brotheva^t-iyvanger  brothers,  wham  he  scarce 
Aa  equals  deemed.    All  passions  of  all  men^^ 
The  wild  and  tame--^the  gentle  and  scJrere ; 
All  thoughts,  all  niaxini%  sacred  and  profttne  i 
All  creeds ;  all  seasons,  TiaM,  Eternity ; 
AH  Aat  was  hated,  and  all  that  wiis  dear ; 
All  that  was  hoped,  all  that  was  feared  by  taab, 
He  tossed  about,  as  tempest,  withefed  lMV«8, 
Then  smiling  fooked  upon  the  wred&  htf  madei 
Widi  terror  now  he  fiwee^tfae  edlvtriflg  bkKfd  | 
And  now  dissolved  die  heart  in  tendeniesa  7 
Yet  wookl  not  tveail^  wtoidd  net  weep  himatify 
But  back  into  Ua  adri  retii*^  alone, 
Dark,  suUen,  proud ;  gaaii^  oontemptiMWsly 
On  hearts  and  passioas  prosMte  at  hi«  ft^etr 
So  ocean  from  the  plains,  his  waves  had  late 
To  desolation  swept,  retired  lA  pride, 
Exulting  in  the  glory  of  Ids  mightr 
And  seemed  to  mock  the  rain  he  had  wrcMlght.    • 
Aa  aome  fierce  comet  of  tremendotM  abe^ 

To  iriii<A  the  atora  did!  reterenoe,  as  it  pttMlNl  r 
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So  he  through  laaniiiigy  and  throvgli  ftmcy  took 

His  flight  a^blime ;  and  on  the  kAkat  tap 

Of  fame's  dread  mountaiii  aaty  not  soiled  and  worn^ 

As  if  he  from  the  earth  had  labonred  up;. 

Bat  as  some  bird  of  b^renly  pliima§;e  faiTi 

He  locked,  which  down  from  higfabr  regioiis  came^ 

And  perched  it  there  to  see  what  lay  beneath. 

The  nations  gazed,  and  wondered  much,  and  praised. 
Critics  before  him  fell  in  hnmble  plight ; 
Confounded  fell ;  and  made  debasing  signs 
To  catch  his  eye  ;  and  stretched,  and  swelled  thensdfea 
To  bursting  nigh,  to  utter  bulky  words 
Of  admiration  vast :  and  many  too, 
Many  that  aimed  to  imitate  his  flight. 
With  weaker  wing,  unearthly  flattering  made, 
And  gave  abundant  sport  to  after  days. 

Great  man  I  the  nations  gazed,  and  wondered  mucli* 
And  praised :  and  many  called  his  eiil. good. 
Wits  wrote  in  fayour  of  his  wickedness'; 
And  kings  to  do  him  honour  took  delight.  .   . 

Thus  frill  of  titles,  flattery,  honour,  fame. 
Beyond  desire,  beyond  ambition  full — 
He  died — he  died  of  what  ?  Of  wretchedness. 
Drank  every  cup  of  joy,  heard  ^v^ty  trump 
Of  fame ;  drank  eady,  deeply  drank,  drank  draughts 
That  common  millions  might  have  quenched — th^i  dk4 
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Of  thirsty  becante  there  was  no  more  to  drink. 

His  goddess,  Natarei  wooed,  embraced,  enjoyed^ 

Fell  from  his  arms,  abhorred :  his  passions  died ; 

Died  all  but  dreary,  solitary  pride ; 

And  all  his  sympathies  in  being  died. 

As  some  iU-gnided  bark,  well  bnilt  and  tall, 

Which  angry  tide  cast  out  on  desert  shore, 

And  then  retiring,  left  it  there  to  rot 

And  moulder  in  the  winds  and  rains  of  heaven  : 

So  he  cut  from  the  sympathies  of  life, 

And  cast  ashore  from  pleasor&^s  boisterous  surge — 

A  wandering,  weary,  worn,  and  wretched  thing ; 

Scorched,  and  desolate,  and  blasted  soul ; 

A  gloomy  wilderness  of  dying  thou^t —    \ 

Repined,  and  groaned,  and  withered  from  the  eartL 

His  groaning  filled  the  land,  his  numbers  filled ; 

And  yet  he  seemed  ashamed  to  -groan.     Poor  man  ! 

Ashamed  to  ask,  and  yet  be  needed  help. 

Proof  this,  beyond  all  lingering  of  doubt. 

That  not  with  natural  or  toekital  wealth, 

Was  God  delighted,  or  his  peace  secufed ; 

That  not  in  natural  or  mental  wealtli, 

Was  human  happiness  or  grandeur  fdund. 

Attempt  how  monstrous  I  and  how  surely  vain  ! 

With  tfamgs  of  etfthly  sort,  with  auglit  but  God, 

With  angfat  but  moral  excellence,  truth  and  love, 
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To  satisfy  and  fill  the  immortal  soul  I 

Attempt,  vain  inconceirably !  Attempt, 

To  satisfy  the  ocean  with  a  drop; 

To  marry  immortality  to  death ; 

And  with  the  nnsubstandal  sliade  of  tinit> 

To  fill  the  embrace  of  all  eternity  I 


PoUaL 


EVENING. 

The  snn  parts  fabtly  from  the  ware, 
The  moon  and  stars  are  beaming ; 

The  corpse  is  covered  in  Uie  grave, 
And  infants  now  are  dreaming ; 

But  time  conveys  with  rapid  power ; 

Alike  the  sweetest,  saddest  honr ! 

The  rain  has  showered,  the  bnd  has  bm«t, 
The  wind  o'er  ocetan  bellowed, 

Nature  the  birth  of  evening  nurst, 
And  thought  my  feelings  mellowed ; 

O  sacred  troth !  from  heaven  descend, 

Thoo  art  my  guardian  and  my  friend  i 


THB  POETICAL  MVLAVGR.  63 

111  tune  my  harp — I'll  strike  its  wires, 

My  Saviour^s  praise  to  waken ; 
His  love  refines  my  wannest  fires, 

And  keeps  my  heart  unshaken ; 
And  thus  melodious  chords  arise, 
And  tone  my  feeling  to  the  skies. 

Though  Hying  in  the  strength  of  health. 

Earth's  nohlest  choice  possessing, 
In  neither  poverty  nor  T\realth, 

Esteeming  every  blessing : 
I  know  not  but  the  voice  ^time 
May  cdil  me  soon  to  heaven  sublime ! 

Bat  if  uncalled,  yet  sui^  at  last. 

Even  though  with  locks  gi-own  hoary. 

That  soimd  will  come,  and  when  *tis  past, 
I  ihaH  auralce  hi  ^ory ! 

O  deav  Redeeiser  I  give  me  gface 

To  fit  me  for  that  ha|>py  place  I 

Thou,  when  the  vault  shall  claim  my  dust, 

And  God  recall  my  spirit, 
Eternal  love  will  be  my  trust, 

Insured  by  Jetus'  merit ; 
And  the  triumphant  change  restore 
My  happiness  for  evermore ! 

Prior. 
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FUNERAL  HYMN. 

Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave  !  hnt  we  will  not  deplore  thee, 
Though  sorrows  and  darkness  encompass  the  tomb  ; 

The  Saviour  has  passed  through  its  portals  before  thee, 
And  the  lamp  of  his  love  is  thy  guide  to  the  tomb. 

Thou  art  gone  to  the  giave  I  we  no  longer  behold  thee. 
Nor  tread  the  rough  paths  of  the  world  by  thy  side, 

But  the  wide  arms  of  mercy  are  spread  to  unfold  thee, 
And  sinnei-s  may  hope  since  the  sinless  hath  died. 

Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave  I  and  its  mansion  forsaking. 
Perchance  thy  weak  spirit  in  doubt  lingered  long ; 

But  the  sunshine  of  heaven  beamed  bright  on  thy  waking. 
And  the  sound  whidi  thou  heard'st  was  the  seraphim's 

song. 

Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave!  but  'twere  vain  to  deplore  thee. 
When  God  was  thy  ransom,  thy  gnarcUan,  and  guide  ; 

He  gave  thee,  he  took  thee,  and  he  will  restore  thee. 
And  death  hath  no  sting  since  the  Saviour  hath  died. 
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PATIENCE. 

Though  the  heart  that  sorrow  cbidetb> 

Sink  in  anguish  and  in  care ; 
Yet,  if  patience  still  abideth, 

Hope  shall  paint  her  rainbow  there. 

Hope's  bright  lamp  ber  light  shall  borrow 

FVom  religion's  blessed  ray, 
And  from  many  a  coming  moirow, 

Cbarm  the  clouds  of  grief  away. 

Wherefore  should  we  sigh  and  languish. 
Since  our  cares  so  soon  shall  cease  ? 

And  the  heart  that  sows  in  anguish, 
Shall  hereafter  reap  in  peace. 

This  is  not  a  scene  of  pleasure. 
These  are  not  the  shores  of  bliss  : 

We  shall  gain  a  brighter  treasure, 
Find  a  dearer  land  than  this. 


Anon. 
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THE  GRAVE  OF  NAPOLEON. 

The  tempest  is  hushed,  and  the  Eagle  is  dead ! 

His  tfannderfoolts  fly  and  his  wings  clap  no  more ! 
The  plumes  that  to  war  and  to  victory  led. 

For  ever  Ke  folded  on  Helena*s  shore. 

But  where  is  the  tomb  that  should  mark  the  repose. 
Of  that  bright  flaming  comet  on  history's  pages  ? 

Or  the  shrine  which  the  bay  and  the  lanrel  crown  strews. 
Where  the  song  echoes  loudly — ^the  wonder  of  ages  ? 

Beneath  the  deep  shade  of  a  mute  willow  only, 
O  er  his  still  honoured  relics  pale  history  weeps : 

And  a  letterless  stone,  midst  its  mountains  so  lonely, 
Alone  marks  the  spot  where  Napoleon  sleeps. 

A  few  heartfelt  tears  at  hk  burial  fell. 

But  no  orphan,  or  parent,  or  widow,  was  there. 

And  friendship  alone  oped  its  tear-crystal  weU, 
To  water  the  willows  which  mourn  for  him  here, 
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^^t  tears  do  not  epe$k  all  the  OBguiah  of  grief, 

Tib  deeper  when  pain  stops  the  spring  of  the  eye ; 

^^Vhen  the  heart  is  confiped  and  deprived  of  relief^ 
In  the  sweet  halm  of  nature,  the  tear  or  the  sigh* 

^nd  the  soldier  still  heaves  in  his  soul  that  deep  sigh. 
When  he  thinks  on  his  glory,  rdtnembets  his  wars^ 

And  with  mounang  of  sorrow  which  never  can  die, 
Still  hononrs  his  name^  and  is  proud  of  his  scan« 

Immortal  with  man  when  mausoleums  are  rotten, 
While  genius  is  honoured  and  coofuests  enhance. 

He  shall  need  sot  the  praises  ai  the  eaiiy  foi]gOtten, 
His  iame  is  impressed  on  the  bosom  of  France  I 

Barren  i^e  I  that  dost  hold  in  thy  sea-beaten  boson. 
His  ashes-^be  (Hroud  (rf  the  tceainre  that's  there ; 

For  pilgrims  for  ages  shall  scatter  their  blossom, 
TiO  thy  deserts  smilo  lovely,  thy  rodm  become  fair. 

JSulbert^ 


CHILDHOOD. 

The  hour  arrives,  the  moment  wished  and  feared  I 
The  child  is  bom  by  many  a  pang  endeared. 
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And  now  the  mother  s  ear  has  caught  has  cry. 
Oh  grant  the  ehernh  to  her  aaking  eye  ! 
He  cornea— -she  clasps  him.    To  her  hoeom  preaaedy 
He  drinks  the  halm  of  life,  and  drops  to  rest. 

Her  by  her  smile  how  soon  the  stranger  knows ; 
How-  soon  by  his  the  glad  discorery  shows  ! 
As  to  her  lips  she  lifta  the  lovely  boy, 
What  answermg  looks  of  sympathy  and  joy  I 
He  walks,  he  speaksi'  in  many  a  broken  word 
His  wants,  his  wishes,  and  his  griefs  are  heard. 
And  ever,  ever,  to  her  li^  he  flies, 
When  rosy  sleep  comes  on  with  sweet  snrprise. 
Locked  in  her  arms,  his  arms  across  her  fliuaar, 
(That  name  most  dear  for  ever  on  his  toi^e) 
As  with  soft  accents  roimd  her  neck  he  clings. 
And,  cheek  to  cheek,  her  lulling  song  she  sings ; 
How  blest  to  feel  the  beatings  of  his  heart, 
Breathe  his  sweet  breath,  and  kiss  for  kiss  impart; 
Watch  o*er  his  shimbers  like  the  brooding  dove. 
And,  if  she  can,  exhaust  a  mothers  love  I 

But  soon  a  nobler  task  demands  her  care. 
Apart  she  joins  his  little  hands  in  prayer, 
Telling  of  Him  who  sees  in  secret  there  ! 
And  now  the  volume  on  her  knee  has  caught 
His  wandering  eye — ^now  many  a  written  thought 
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I 

Never  to  die,  with  many  a  lisping  sweet 

His  moving,  murmuring  lips  endeavour  to  repeat. 

Released  he  chases  the  bright  butterfly ; 
Oh  he  would  follow — ^follow  through  the  sky ! 
Climbs  the  gaunt  mastiff  slumbering  in  his  chain. 
And  chides  and  bnffets>  clinging  by  the  mane ; 
Then  runs,  and  kneeling  by  the  fountain  sidci, 
Sends  his  brave  ship  in  triuipph  down  the  tid^, 
A  dangerous  voyage ;  or,  if  now  he  can, 
If  now  he  wears  the  habit  of  a  man, 
Flings  off  the  coat  so  long  his  pride  and  pleasure, 
And  like  a  miser  digging  tor  his  treasure, 
His  tiny  spade  in  his  own  garden  plies. 
And  in  green  letters  sees  his  name  arise ! 
Where'er  he  goes,  for  ever  in  her  sight. 
She  looks,  and  looks,  and  still  with  new  delight. 

Ah  who,  when  ftiding  of  itself  away, 
Would  cloud  the  sunshine  of  his  little  day ! 
Now  is  the  May  of  life.    Careering  round, 
Joy  wings  his  feet,  joy  lifts  him  horn  the  ground ! 
Pointing  to  such,  well  might  Cornelia  say. 
When  the  rich  casket  shone  in  bright  array, 
<  These  are  my  jewels  V  Well  of  such  as  he. 
When  Jesus  spake,  well  might  his  language  be,  . 
*  Suffer  these  little  ones  to  come  to  me  r 
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SOLITUDE. 

To  sit  on  roek%  to  muse  o*er  flood  and  fell, 

To  slowly  tnee  tlie  forest's  shady  scene,      ^ 
Where  things  that  own  not  man's  donmiion  dwell, 

And  mortal  foot  hath  ne'er  or  xarely  been; 

To  climb  the  trackless  movntain  all  umobi, 
With  the  wild  flock  that  never  needs  a  fold ; 

Alone  o'er  steeps  and  foaming  falls  to  lean ; 
This  is  not  solitude ;  'tiQ  but  to  hold 
Converse  with  nature's  charms,  and  view  her  stores  on- 
rolled. 

But  midst  the  crowds  the  bam,  the  lAiock  of  men, 

To  hear,  to  see^  to  feel,  and  to  possess, 
And  roam  along  the  worid's  tired  denkran, 

With  none  who  bless  ns,  nmie  ii4k»i  we  cm  bless ; 
Minions  of  splendcmr  shviriung  fifom  distress  I 
None  that,  with  kkidred  conseiousness  endued. 

If  we  were  not,  wettid  seem  to  smile  the  lees, 
Of  all  that  flatterod^  followed,  seogbt  and  sued. 
This  is  to  be  alone ;  tkis^  this  is  solitude  f 
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JOB*S  COMPLAINT. 

Of  all  my  race  theve  brea^ies  not  one^ 

To  comfort  et  deploie  me ; 
Peon  wikes  a  poke  ii|  evvry  boee, 

And  deatb  is  dosing  e*er  me.  , 
Still  doth  hit  ^Wd  stiokt  delay, 

Protracted  tortures  doemingp* 
I  feel,  ere  lifii  has  passed  awayy 

His  very  worm  consumiAg. 

Night  spreads  hes  mantle  e'ev  the  sky, 

And  all  around  we  sleepiag^ 
While  I,  in  tears  o^  ageny, 

My  restless  conch  asa  sleeping* 
I  sigh  for  metn»Mthe  rising  day 

Awakes  the  euth  to  gladness, 
I  tnm  wijih  sidBeniBg  soul  away,-^ 

It  smiles  npen  my  sadness. 

Cursed  k^  that  day,-^itt  tempest  wild,- 
When  first  with  looka  del^^ited. 

My  mother  smfled  upoa  hw  child. 
And  felt  her  paps^  veqnited  I 
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Oh  I  that,  hy  human  eye  unseen, 
I  might  have  fled  from  sorrow ; 

And  been  as  though  I  had  not  been, — 
As  I  would  be  to-morrow ! 

The  light  wave  spariding  in  the  beam, 

That  trembles  o*er  the  river, 
A  moment  sheds  its  quivering  gleam. 

Then  shuns  the  sight  for  ever : 
So  soft  a  ray  can  pleasure  shed. 

While  secret  snares  surround  it, 
So  swift  that  fiedthless  hope  is  fled, 

Which  wins  the  heart  to  wound  it ! 

A  crown  of  glory  graced  my  bixyw. 

Whole  nations  bait  before  me, 
Princes  and  hoary  sires  would  bow 

To  flatter  and  adore  me* 
To  me  the  widow  turned  for  aidy 

And  ne'er  in  vain  addressed  me : 
For  me  the  grateful  orphan  prayed. 

The  soul  of  misery  blessed  me. 

I  raised  the  drooping  wretch  that  pined. 

In  lonely  anguish  lying; 
Was  balm  unto  the  wounded  mind, 

And  solace  to  the  dying. 


Till  one  flkm  Irtreke  of  all  my  iMate, 

Of  all  my  Ui0»  bereft  jne ; 
And  I  was  woiee  dvA  ^esolatei 

For  God  biiMdf  bid  left  loe. 

Ye,  too,  as  life  itself  beloyed, 

When  all  conspired  to  bliss  me, 
I  deemed  ye  friends, — ^bnt  ye  have  proved, 

The  foes  who  moest;  oppress  me. 
I  could  have  borne  the  slave's  rude  scorn, 

Hie  wreck  of  all  I  cherished  : 
Had  one,-^^^  one, — ^remained  to  mourn 

O'er  me,  when  I  too  perished. 

My  children  sleep  in  death's  cold  shade, 

And  nought  can  now  divide  them ; 
Oh  I  would  the  same  wild  storm  had  laid 

Their  wretched  sire  beside  them  ! 
I  had  not  then  been  doomed  to  see 

The  loss  of  alF  who  love.me  ; 
Unbroken  wonld  my  slumbers  be, 

Though  none  had  wept  above  me. 

All  hope  on  eerdi  for  ever  fled, 

A  higher  hope  remaineth ; 
E'en  while  his  wialb  is  oWme  thed, 

VOL.  I.  i> 
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The  worm  may  waste  this  wi^ering  clay^ 
When  flesh  and  spirit  seyer ;    . 

My  soul  shall  see  eternal  day. 
And  dwell  with  God  for  erer. 


Dak. 


LINES 

WRITTEN  ON  THE  AUTHOB'S  BIBTH-DAY. 

This  is  my  Natal  Day  I  to  me,  the  thought 

Awakens  serious  musings,  and  the  sigh 

Of  softened  recollection.    Heretofore, 

This  day  has  ne'er  returned,  since  manhood  shaped 

My  wayward  heart,  not  finding  me  the  dupe 

Of  feverish  day-dreams,  and  the  very  slave 

Of  hope's  delicious  phantasies.     This  day 

Has  ne  er  returned,  not  finding  me  possesed 

Of  her,  whose  parent-claims  to  love  were  lost 

In  friendship*s  mightier  attributes  I  O  God  I 

And  I  am  doomed  this  very  day  to  know 

Those  dreams,  hope's  phantasies,  and  my  first  friend, 

For  ever  gone ! 

— ^It  boots  not  to  complain ;  . 
Therefore  will  I,  witj^  meek  and  bowed  tbongfats. 
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•Muse  cahxdy  on.  life's  desolated  path  I 
^8  the  way-wanderer^  who  the  onward  track 
^<7aze8  vnaBxious,  though  the  hleak  day  fade — 
^Though  the  wet  winds  sweep  chilly ;  and  the  bark 
<K  shepherd^s  watch-dog,  from  the  far-o£f  hill, 
Die  on  the  gusty  blast,  if  he  reflect 
That  still  in  scenes  remote,  a  goodly  home 
Awaits  his  wearied  feet.     Yes,  so  can  1 
Look  on  life's  waste  with  the  composed  smile 
Of  resignation,  (though  amid  that  waste. 
For  me  no  floweret  blossom,)  hoping  yet 
To  enter  the  abode  ii^iere  tears  are  wiped 
Piom  every  eye,  where  the  dear  buried  friend 
^ball  recognise  her  long-bewildered  child  ! 

Yet  let  me,  as  I  travel  on,,  if  chance 
^  pOgrim,  like  myself,  cross  the  drear  scene 
'  Heeds  must  tre^d,  mingle  with  his  my  tears 
^or  this  bisiid  world — beguile  the  little  hour 
^ith  what  my  spirit  frcMU  its  scanty  store 
-^ay  spare,  in  kindliest  sort,  to  entertain 
One  haply  not  unsufifering ;— *then  pursue 
-My  simple  path,  nor  let  the  woes  or  joys 
Of  weak,  self-satisfied  humanity, 
^reak  the  long  sabbath  of  my  centred  souk 
^Aough,  if  I  diCL  Tacant.  moment  soothe 
Afi^th  social  intercourse  1-M^'Tis nolin  maa 

©8 
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To  fill  the  aching  hreast  I  MfGdd,  ihon.  knoMresC 
How  the  heart  pines  that  iwlft  on  honian  hw%. 


THE  PARISH  POOR  HOUSE. 


There  is  yon  hevse  that  holds  the  panih  poor, 
Whose  walls  of  mud  scarce  bear  tke  bitkta  door; 
There,  where  the  putrid  vapoors  flagging  play, 
And  the  dull  wheel  hums  dokAd  tfaravgh  the  day : 
There  children  dwell,  who  know  no  panots*  care ; 
Parents,  who  know  no  children's  love,  dwell  thete : 
Heart-broken  matrons  on  tfaeir  jo^iess  bod, 
Forsaken  wives,  and  movers  never  wed ; 
Dejected  widows,  with  anfaoeded  tears. 
And  crippled  age,  with  more  than  duldheod  ftaia  I 
The  lame,  the  blind,  and,  far  the  happiest  they  I 
The  moping  idiot,  and  the  madman  gay. 

Here  too  the  sick  their  final  doom  seeeiYe, 
Here  brought,  amid  the  scenes  of  gri^  to  gciave : 
Where  the  loud  groans  from  some  sad  chamber  flew. 
Mixed  with  the  claknars  of  the  crowd  beknr : 
Here  sorrowing,  they  eadi  kindred  sonxnr  wom^ 
And  the  cold  charities  of  man  to  man: 
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Whose  lavfB  indeed  fpr  niiiied  «^  provide, 
And  strong  eoaqmlskm  pladcs  the  scrap  firom  pride  ; 
But  8^  that  scrap  is  bought  with  many  a  sigh, 
And  pride  embitters  what  it  can't  deny. 

Say  ye  oppressed  by  some  fantastic  woes, 
Some  jarring  nerve  that  baffles  your  repose ; 
^Vho  press  the  downy  couch,  while  slaves  advance 
^ith  timid  eye,  to  read  the  distant  glance  ; 
'Who  with  sad  prayers  the  weary  doctor  tease 
To  joaaae  the  nameless  ever-new  disease ; 
Who  with  wbrnk-ftldemot  dire  complaints  endure, 
Which  real  pQin^aiid  that  alone,  can  cure  ; 
How  would  ye  bear  in  real  pain  to  lie, 
Despised,  neglected,  left  alcme  to  die  ? 
How  would  ye  bear  to  draw  your  latest  breath, 
Where  all  that's  wretched  paves  the  way  for  death  ? 

Such  ia  that  room  which  one  rude  beam  divides, 
And  naked  raftora  £irm  the  sloping  sides  ; 
\Vhere  the  vile  bands  that  bind  the  thatch  are  seen. 
And  lath  and  mud  are  all  that  lie  between ; 
Save  one  didl  pane,  that,  coarsely'  patched,  gives  way 
To  the  mde  tempest,  yet  excludes  the  day : 
Here,  on  a  matted  flock,  with  dust  o'erspreaid, 
The  drooping  wretch  redines  his  languid  head ; 
For  him  no  hand  the  cordial  cup  applies. 
Nor  wipes  the  tear  that  stagnates  in  his  eyes  ; 

d3 
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No  friends  with  soft  diecoiWM  his  pain  begtukj^ 
Nor  promise  hope  till  sickness  wears  a  smile. 


Crahb 


WRITTEN  IN  THE 


PROSPECT  OF  DEATH^ 

Sad  solitary  Thovgkt,  who  keeps  thy  Tigik^ 
Thy  solemn  vigils,  in  the  sick  man's  mind ; . 
C'oramuning  lonely  with  his  sinking  soid^ 
And  musing  on  the  dubious  glooma  thai  iie 
In  dim  obscurity  before  him, — thee, 
Wmpt  in  thy  dark  magnificence,  I  call 
At  this  still  midnight  hour,  this  awfnl  season^. 
When  on  my  bed,  in  wakeful  restlessness, 
I  turn  me  wearisome  ;  while  all  around, 
All«  all,  save  me,  sink  in  forgetfnlness ; 
I  only  wake  to  watch  the  nckly  taper 
Which  lights  ne  to  my  tomb. — ^Yea,  'tis  the  ha' 
Of  death  I  feel  press  heavy,  on  my  vitak. 
Slow  sapping  the  warm  current  of  existence* 
My  moments  now  are  few — the  sand  of  life 
Ebbs  fastly  to  its  finish.— r Yet  a  little^ 
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And  the  lasl  fleeting  particle  will  fkl), 

Sileqi,  unMen,  wmdtioed,  unlamented. 

Come  then,  sad  Thought,  and  let  us  meditate 

While  meditate  we  may.— We  have  now 

But  a  snuiXk  portion  of  what  men  call  time 

To  hM  oommwiion ;  for  even  now  the  knife^ 

The  separating  knife,  I  feel  divide 

The  tender  IxHid  tliat  binds  my  soul  to  earths 

Yes,  I  must  diia-— I  feel  that  I  imnst  die ; 

And  though  to  me  has  life  been  dark  and  dreary^ 

Though  hope  for  me  has  smiled  but  to  deceive, 

And  dkappoitttiteBt  still  pursued  her  blandishments, 

Yet  do  I  fed  my  soul. recoil  withii)  me 

As  I  contemplate  the  dim  gulf  of  death. 

The  shuddering  void,  the  awful  blank — futurity. 

Ay,  I  had  planned  full  many  a  sanguine  scheme  . 

Of  earthJy  happiness — ^romantic  schemes. 

And  fraught  with  loveliness ;  and  it  is  hard 

To  feel  the  hand  of  death  arrest  one's  steps, 

Tlirow  a  chill  blight  o*er  all  one's  budding  hopes,     ' 

And  hurl  one's  soul  untimely  to  the  shades. 

Lost  in  the  gaping  gulf  of  blank  oblivion. 

Fifry  years  hence,  and  who  will  hear  of  Henry  ? 

Oh  !  none  ; — another  busy  brood  of  beings     - 

Will  shoot  up  in  the  interim,  and  none 

Will  hold  him  in  remembrance.    I  shall  sink^ 
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As  sinks  a  straagev  m  did  crawded  streets 
Of  busy  London  :--*Scnie  sksvi  bi»d»*t 
A  few  TtqtAtmif  atndthe  elowii  dote  iB> 
And  all's  forgotteih-^-Oa  my  gmssy  gnnx^ 
The  men  of  fittttre  times  wUI  carden  tnady 
And  read  my  fiflme  upon  tbe  scdptweil  stxme ; 
Nor  will  the  sound,  Innitiav  to  tlmr  esn> 
Recall  my  twdsbed  mciiMry*^  did  iMpe 
For  better  dntfgs  I-^  hsped  I  shmdd  AOl  kave 
The  e«fth  widiovt  a  T«Hti^  ;'-*&le  deereea 
It  shan lie  ocbennse,  «mII  sobmit. 
Heiicciibnh,  eh  world,  no  mora  of  tiiy  dHova ; 
No  more  of  hope  I  tbe  wanten  vagnnt  bope ! 
I  abjure  all. — ^Now  otW  cams  ongrMO  me, 
And  my  tired  aoid,  widt  omuktiTo  hatte, 
Looks  to  its  Grod,  and  prmes  its  wings  for  keaTea. 

B.K  WhiU. 


AFFECTATION. 

In  man  or  woman,  but  fieur  most  in  man, 
And  most  of  all  in  man  that  ministers 
And  serves  the  altar,  in  my  soul  I  loathe 
AH  affectation.    "Us  my  perfect  scorn, 
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Object  of  my  implaGable  disgust. 

What  I — ^will  a  man  play  tricks,  will  he  indulge 

A  silly  fond  conceit  of  his  fair  form 

And  just  ^Mf»ortion,  fashionable  mein 

And  pretty  face,  in  presence  of  his  God  ? 

Or  will  he  seek  to  dazzle  me  with  tropes, 

As  with  the  diamond  on  his  lily  hand, 

And  play  his  brilliant  parts  before  my  eyes, 

When  I  am  hungry  for  the  bread  of  life  ? 

He  mocks  his  Maker,  prostitutes  and  shames 

His  noble  office,  and,  instead  of  truth, 

Displaying  his  own  beauty,  starves  his  flock. 

Therefore  avamit  all  attitude,  and  stare. 

And  start  theatric,  practised  at  the  glass  ! 

I  seek  divine  simplicity  in  him. 

Who  handles  things  divine ;  ami  all  besides, 

Though  learned  with  labour,  and  tho'  much  admired 

By  curious  eyes  and  judgments  iU  informed. 

To  me  is  odious  as  the  nasal  twang 

Heard  at  conventicle,  where  worthy  men, 

Misled  by  custom,  strain  celestial  themes 

Through  the  pressed  nostril,  spectacle-bestrid. 

Cowper. 
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COMPLAINT  OF  SOLITUDE. 

It  is  not  tbat  my  lot  u  low, 
That  bids  this  silent  tear  to  flow ; 
It  is  not  grief  that  bids  me  moan, 
It  is  that  I  am  all  alone. 

In  woods  and  glens  I  love  to  roam, 
When  the  tired  hedger  hies  him  home ; 
Or  by  the  woodland  pool  to  rest, 
When  pale  the  star  looks  on  its  breast. 

Yet  when  the  silent  evening  sighs 
With  hallowed  airs,  and  sympathies, 
My  spirit  takes  another  tone. 
And  sighs  that  it  is  all  alone. 

The  Autumn  leaf  is  seai*  and  dead. 
It  floats  upon  the  water's  bed ; 
I  would  not  be  a  leaf  to  die. 
Without  recording  sorrow's  sigh. 

The  woods  and  winds,  with  sudden  wail, 
Tell  all  the  same  unvaried  tale  ; 
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IVe  none  ta  amile  when  I  am  free. 
And,  when  I  tigh,  to  sigh  with  me. 

Yet  in  my  dreamt  a  focm  I  view. 
That  thinks  on  me,  and  loves  me  too : 
I  start,  and  when  the  visionls  flown, 
I  weep  that  I  am  all  alona. 

H.  K.  White. 


THE  REPLY. 

Child  of  the  dust,  I  heard  thee  mourn, 
'  Will  God  forsake,  and  not  return  ? 
Unhealed  my  wounds,  my  woes  unknown, 
Down  to  the  grave  I  sink  alone.' 

But  art  thou  thus  indeed  alone, 
Quite  unhelHended  and  unknown  ? 
And  hast  thou  then  His  love  forgot. 
Who  fomaed  thy  frame  and  fixed  thy  lot  ? 

Who  laid  his  Son  within  the  gravoyr 
Thy  soul  from  endless  death  ta  save,. 
And  gave  his  Spirit  to  console, 
And  make  thy  wounded  hosom  whole  ? 
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Is  not  Ilk  Toice  im  mr€omg*9  gdb  ? 
Beams  not  in  him  the  afevs  to  prie  ? 
Is  there  a  leaf  can  fiuiei  or  die, 
Unnotioed  by  his  watehfal  eye  ? 

Each  fliMAeriBg  hope>  eMhanziDiiB  fear. 
Each  lonely  sigh,  each  silent  tear. 
To  thine  Almighty  Mend  are  known. 
And  say'st  thou,  thou  art  all  alone  ? 

Conder. 


OK  THE  DEATH  OW 

LORD  BYRON, 

WHO  EXFIRSO  AT  MIS80L02IGHI  ON  TBUB  19SH  AP&IL  1824>. 

He's  gone !  the  glorious  spirit'ci  fled  ! 

The  miiiitreUs  strains  ave  hu^ied  and  o'er. 
And  lowly  lies  the  mighty  dead 

Upon  a  hjp  and  foreign  shi»ei 
Still  as  the  harp  o'er  Babel's  streams, 

For  ev w  haa^  his  tuneful  lyre, 
And  he>  wiith  all  his  glowing  dreams. 

Quenched  like  a  meteor's  fire  I 
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So  fideep»-die  grmib^  the  yoong,  the  brave. 

Of  dl  beoesth  the  drelmg  sub, 
A  mifflcd  8hroiid--~ft  daageon  graye-* 

To  bim,  ^  bard,  remam  alone. 
So,  geoiiW)  ends  tliy  biasing  reign — 

So  nvte  ike  mwac  of  the  tongue, 
Which  poanred  hurt  late  the  kltieet^  strain 

That  ever  mortal  t«ng. 

Yet  mining  on  bis  early  doom, 

Metliinks  for  him  no  tears  should  be. 
Above  whose  bed  of  itet  shall  bloom 

The  laurels  (tf  eternity. 
But,  oh !  while  glory  gUds  his  sleep, 

How  shall  the  heart  its  loss  forget  ? 
His  v^ftmie  must  bid  it  weep, 

His  praises^  wake  regret. 

His  memory  in  the  tears  of  Greece 

Shall  be  embalmed  for  evermore, 
And  till  her  tale  of  troubles  cease, 

His  spirit  walk  her  silent  shore. 
Then  even  the  winds  that  wake  in  sighs, 

Shall  stiU  se«m  wfa]a|Miring  of  his  name ;: 
And  lonely^roeks  and  awgntaiag  rise 

Hie  noimmeitta  of  fipoae  I 
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But  where  is  he  ?— ye  deed — je  dead. 

How  aecret  and  how  mlent  all  I 
No  y<Mce  comes  from  the  narrow  bed — 

No  answer  &om  the  dreary  paU. 
It  bath  no  tale  of  future  trust. 

No  morning  beam,  no  wakening  eye. 
It  only  speaks  of '  dust  to  dust,* . 

Of  trees  that  £ril-— to  Ue« 

'  My  barit  is  yet  upon  the  shore,* 

And  thine  is  kundbed  upon  tlw  sea. 
Which  eye  of  man  may  not  explore, 

Of  fathomless  eternity  I 
Perchance,  in  some  far  future  land. 

We  yet  may  meet — we  yet  may^well ; 
If  not,  from  off  thi»  mortal  strand, 

Immortal,  fve  thee  well  I 

John  Malcolm y  Esq^ 


SLAVERY. 

O  ftn*  a  lodge  in  soine  vast  wilderness. 
Some  boundless  contiguity  of  shade,  : 
Where  rumour  of  oppression  and  deceit,. 
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Of  imsace^ssftil,  or  snccesalxri  war, 

M^t  never  reaich  me  more  1  My  ear  is  pained, 

My  soul  is^  sick,  with  erery  day's  report 

Of  wrong  and  outrage,  with  w\nch  earth  is  filled. 

There  is  no  flesh  in  man's  obdurate  heart. 

It  does  not  feel  for  roan ;  the  natural  bond 

Of  brotherhood  is  severed  as  the  flax 

That  falls  asunder  at  the  touch  of  fire. 

He  finds  bis  fellow  guilty  of  a  skin 

Not  coloured  like  his  own ;  and  having  power 

To  enforce  the  wrcmg,  for  such  a  worthy  cause 

Dooms  and  devotes  him  as  his  lawful  prey. 

Lands  intersected  by  a  narrow  fiith 

Abhor  each  other.     Mountains  interposed 

Make  enemies  of  nations,  who  had  else 

Like  kindred  drops  been  mingled  into  one^ 

Thus  man  devotes  his  brother,  and  destroys ; 

And,  worse  than  all,  and  most  to  be  deplored, 

As  human  nature's  broadest,  foulest  blot, 

Chains  him,  and  tasks  him,  and  exacts  his  sweat 

With  stripes,  that  mercy^  with  a  bleeding  heart, 

Weeps  when  she  sees  inflicted  on  a  beast. 

Then  wbat  is  tnan  ?  and  what  man,  seeing  this, 

And  having  human  feelings,  does  not  blush. 

And  hang  his  head,  to  think  himself  a  man  ? 

I  would  not  have  a  slave  to  tiU.  my  ground^ 

t 
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To  carry  me,  toiuime  wkile  I  «leep, 

And  trevUe  wl^n  I  wdse^for  all  the  weahli 

That  ffloewiB  bovglit  and  sold  haTe  ever  earned. 

N*:  dear  as  freedom  1%  aad  m  my  hearths 

Just  esdnMdtieii  prised  abore  all  price, 

I  had  much  rather  he  myadlf  4he  ahiTe 

And  wear  the  hoada,  thaalnteii  them  to  bim. 

We  have  no  slaFes  at  home— then  why  abrettd  ? 

And  they  themselves  once  feiiied  e'er  the  wa«« 

That  parts  as,  are  emancipate  and  loosed. 

Slaves  csttttot  hreaidie  in  EngpSand ;  if  their  lung» 

Receive  onr  air,  that  moment  thef  are  free ; 

They  touch  <»ir  country,  and  their  shackles  ia\L 

That's  nohle,  and  bespeaks  a  nation  proud 

And  jealous  of  the  blessing.     I^iead  it  then. 

And  let  it  ciradate  through  every  vein 

Of  all  your  emf^e ;  that,  where  Britain's  power 

Is  felt,  mankind  may  feel  her  merey  to. 

Cotcper. 


IMMORTALITY  OF  THE  SOUL. 

The  fiTfve  is  mft  a  place  of  rest, 
As  nnbdieveiB  teach, 
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Where  grief  ctti  oever  win  'n  tesr, 
Nor  sorrow  ti9er  retath. 

The  eye  that  shed  llie  tesa-  is  doeed^ 

The  heaving  hreast  is  cold ; 
But  that  which  suffers  and  enjoys^ 

Ne  nanrow  gnye  can  bold. 

The  mouldering  eardi  and  httngry  worm 

Hie  dust  they  lent  may  claim ; 
But  the  endttring  spirit  Htbs 

Eternally  the  same. 

Caroline  Fry^    % 


k**«^*M 


COMFORT  IN  AFFLICTION. 

The  path  of  sorrow,  and  that  path  alone, 

Leads  to  the  land  where  sorrow  is  unknown ; 

No  traveller  ever  reached  diat  blest  abode, 

Who  foimd  not  thorns  and  briers  on  his  road. 

For  he,  who  knew  what  human  hearts  would  prove^ 

How  slow  to  learn  the  dictates  of  his  love ; 

That,  hard  by  nature,  and  of  stubborn  will, 

A  life  of  ease  would  make  them  harder  still ;     , 
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In  pity  to  the  souk  his  grace  designed. 
To  rescue  from  the  ruins  of  mankind, 
Called  for  a  cloud  to  darken  all  their  years, 
And  said,  ^  Go  spend  them  in  llie  vale  of  tears  t' 
O  balmy  gales  of  soul-reyiTing  air  I 
O  salutary  streams  that  murmnr  there  I 
These  flowing  from  the  fount  of  grace  above. 
Those  breathed  from  lips  of  everlasting  love. 
The  flinty  soil  indeed  their  feet  annoys, 
Chill  blasts  of  trouble  nip  their  springing  joys. 
An  envious  world  will  interpose  its  frown 
To  mar  delights  superior  to  its  own ; 
And  many  a  pang  experienced  still  withm^ 
Reminds  them  of  their  hated  inmate,  sin ; 
But  Dls  of  every  shape  and  every  name, 
Transformed  to  blessings,  miss  their  cruel  aim ; 
And  every  moment's  calm  that  soothes  the  breast, 
Is  ffiven  in  earnest  of  eternal  rest. 


Caicper, 


HUMAN  LIFE, 

T})e  lark  has  sung  his  carol  in  the  ^y  ;. 

The  bees  have  hummed  their  noon-tide  lullaby ; 
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Still  ia  the  Tale  the  village-bella  ring  roiandy 

Still  in  Llewellyn-h$U  the  jests  resoaiid ; 

For  now  the  candle-cup  is  circling  thare. 

Now,  glad  at  heart,  the  gossips  breathe  their  prayer, 

And,  crowding,  stop  the  cradle  to  admire 

The  babe,  the  sleeping  image  of  his  sire. 

A  few  short  years — and  then  these  sounds  shall  hail 
The  day  again^  and  gladness  fill  the  yak ; 
So  soon  the  child  a  youth,  the  youth  a  man, 
Eager  to  run  the  race  his  Others  ran. 
Then  the  huge  ox  shall  yield  the  broad  sirloin ; 
The  ale,  now  brewed,  in  £oods  of  amber  shine : 
^And  baskmg  in  the.  ohimiiey's  ample  btla^. 
Mid  many  a  tale  told  of  his  bojdsh  days. 
The  nurse  shall  cry,  of  all  her  ills  beguiled, 
^  'Twas  on  these  knees  he  sat  so  oft  and  smiled/ 

And  soon  again  shall  music  swell  the  breeze  : 
Soon,  issuing  forth,  shall  glitter  through  the  trees 
Vestures  of  nuptial  white  ;  and  hynms  be  sung, 
And  violets  scattered  round  ;  and  old  and  young, 
In  every  cottage-porch  with  garlands  green, 
Stand  still  to  gaae,  and,  gazing,  bless  the  scene ; 
While,  her  dark  eyes  declining,  by  his  side  ^  - 

Moves  in  her  virgin-veil  the  gentle  bride« 
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And  once,  ate  1  nor  in  a  dialint  Immt, 
Another  voice  i^iall  come  from  yonder  tower ; 
When  in  dim  chaiffberB  kmg  black  weeds  are  eeen. 
And  weeping's  heard  where  only  joy  baa  been ; 
When  by  his  children  bome,  and  from  his  door 
Slowly  departing  to  retmn  no  more, 
He  rests  in  holy  earth  with  them  that  went  before* 

And  snch  is  human  Itfe  ^-hm>  gliding  on. 
It  glimmers  like  a  meteor,  and  is  gone  I 
Yet  is  the  tale,  brief  iJioag^  it  bo>  as  strange, 
As  full  methinks  of  wild  and  wondrous  change^ 
As  any  that  the  wandering  tribes  require^ 
Stretched  in  the  desert  round  their  evenii^-ire ; 
As  any  sung  of  old  in  Ul  or  bower 
To  minstrel-harps  at  midnight's  wifeehing-hoatr  I 


Bog^s. 


WALKING  WITH  GOD. 

Oh  !  for  a  closer  walk  with  God, 
A  calm  and  heavenly  frame, 

A  light,  to  shine  upon  the  road. 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb ; 
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Where  is  the  blessedness  I  knew 

When  first  I  saw  the  Lord  ? 
Where  is  the  sonl-refreshing  view 

Of  Jesus  and  bis  word  ? 

What  peacefiil  Wins  I  once  ^joyed, 

How  sweet  their  msiaory  atiU ; 
But  they  ksvie  left  aa  aehing  void» 

The  wofld  €•»  neviev  filL 

Retnm,  O  kofy  Dove^  fetwiif 

Sweet  mesaeBger  of  nst; 
I  hate  the  sins  that  BHuk  Tjhae  aMuni, 
And  drove  Thee  6tom  ay  hrea84. 


The  dearest  idol  I  have 

Whate'ertbatiMbe, 
Help  me  to  tear  it  from  thy  throne. 

And  worship  only  Thee. 

So  shall  my  walk  be  close  with  God, 
Cahn  and  serene  my  frame ; 

So  purer  light  shall  mark  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 


Chwper. 
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A  FRAGMENT. 

Vhen  to  their  airy  halls,  my  father  s  voice 
ihall  call  my  spirit,  joyful  in  their  choice'; 
tVhen,  poised  upon  the  gale,  my  form  shall  ride^ 
Ivy  dark  in  mist,  descend  the  mountain  s  side ; 
')h  !  may  my  shade  behold  no  sculptured  urns 
To  mark  the  spot  where  earth  to  earth  returns ; 
!^o  lengthened  scroll  of  virtue  and  renown  ; 
My  epitaph  shall  be  my  name  alone  : 
(f  that  with  honour  fiul  to  crown  my  day, 
Oh  I  may  no  other  fame  my  deeds  repay ; 
That,  only  that,  shall  single  out  the  spot. 
By  that  remembered,  or  with  that  fcnrgot. 

Byron* 


COMMUNION  WITH  CHRIST. 

When  in  the  hours  of  lonely  woe, 
I  give  my  sorrows  leave  to  flow ; 
And  anxious  fear,  and  dark  distrust, 
Weigh  down  my  spirit  to  the  dust. 
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When  not  even  friendship's  gentle  aid  « 
Can  heal  the  wounds  the  world  has  made, 
O  this  shall  check  each  rising  sigh, 
That  Jesus  is  for  ever  nigh. 

His  counsels  and  upholding  care, 
My  safety  and  my  comfort  are ; 
And  he  shall  guide  me  all  my  days, 
Till  glory  crown  the  work  of  grace. 

Jesus  I  in  whom  but  thee  alone 
Can  I  repose  my  trusty  my  love  ? 
And  shall  an  earthly  object  be 
Loved  in  comparison  with  thee  ? 

My  flesh  is  hastening  to  decay, 

Soon  shall  this  world  have  passed  away ; 

And  what  can  mortal  friends  avail, 

When  heart,  and  strength,  and  tife  shall  fail  ? 


But,  oh  I  be  thou,  my  Saviour,  nigh, 
And  I  wiU  triumph  while  I  die ; 
My  strength,  my  portion,  is  divine, 
And  Jesus  S&foreoer  mine. 

Conder, 
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RESIGNATION. 

When  mnsing  sorrow  weeps  die  pasif 
And  mourns  the  present  pain ; 

How  sweet  to  dunk  of  peace  at  last, 
And  fee]  that  death  is  gain  I 

'Tis  not  that  mnrm'ring  thoughts  arise, 

And  dread  a  father's  unll ; 
*Tis  not  that  meek  sabmission  flies, 

And  would  not  suffer  stiU. 

It  is  that  heayen-taught^tM  surreys, 
The  path  to  reahns  of  light ; 

And  longs  her  eagle  plumes  to  raise, 
And  lose  herself  in  sight 

It  is  that  hope  with  ardour  glows, 

So  see  Him  hce  to  hce, 
Whose  dying  love  no  language  knows 

Sufficient  art  to  trace. 
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It  is  that  harassed  anucienee  feels 

The  pangs  of  stroggli^  sin; 
Sees,  though  a&r,  the  hand  that  heab. 

And  ends  her  war  within. 

Oh !  let  me  wing  my  hallowed  flight 

From  ear^-bom  woe  and  care ; 
And  soar  beyond  these  realms  of  night, 

My  SaWour  s  bliss  to  share. 

Noel, 


LANDING  OF  THE  BRITISH  ARMY 

IN  PORTUGAL. 

The  shout  grew  loud — 


A  varied  scene  the  changeful  vision  showed, 
For,  where  the  ocean  mingled  with  the  cloud, 
A  gallant  navy  stemmed  the  billows  broad. 
From  mast  and  stem  St  George's  symbol  flowed, 
Blent  with  the  silver  cross  to  Scotland  dear ; 
Mottling  the  sea  their  landward  badges  rowed. 
And  flashed  the  sim  on  bayonet,  brand,  and  spear, 
And  the  wild  beach  returned  the  seaman's  jovial  cheer. 

VOL.  I.  E 
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It  was  a  dread)  ^^t  «)Hckk«liiTitig  aiglkt  I . 
The  billows  foamod  bentathm  liiiramid  own ; 
Fast  as  they  land  the  •redicfots  nirics  unite, 
Legions  on  legions  bri^lteuiBg  aU  the  shores^ 
Then  banners  rise,  aYid  cannon's  signal  roars, 
Then  peals  the  wtoiikeiihonder  of  the  drum,: 
Thrills  the  loud  fife,  the  tntmpet^fllMirkh.  pours, 
And  patriotiiopes  annioe)  and  doabts  are. dumb, 
For,  bold  in  freedom's  otast^  (htxbaiida  of  ooeto  come ! 

A  vaiious  host  they  came — whose  ranks  display 
Each  mode  in  which  the  warrior  meets  the  fight ; 
The  deep  battalion  locks  its  firm  array. 
And  meditates  his  aim  the  marksman  light : 
Far  glance  the  lines  <ff  mbree^  flashing  bright, 
'Where  mounted  squadrons  shake  the  echoing  mead— 
Lacks  not  artillery  breathing  flame  and  night, 
Nor  the  fleet  ordnance  whirled  l^y  rapid  steed. 
That  rivals  lightning's  flajsh,  in  ruin  and  in  speed. 

A  various  host — from  kindted  realms  they  came, 

Brethren  in  arms,  but  rivals  in  renown — 

For  yon  fair  banicls  shs^l  merry  England  claim. 

And  with  their  d^eds  of  valour  deck  her  crown. 

Her  8  their  bold  port,  and  her's  their  martial  frown, 

'  ■■■■■.  ••.'.'. 

And  her's  their  scorn  of  death  in  freedom*s  cause, 

:        ■  •  ■.!■»».         ,  I  ■     .    .      ■ 
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Their  eyes  of  azure,  and  their  locks  of  brown, 
And  the  blnnt  speech  that  bursts  without  a  pause, 
-^nd  fi'eeborn  thoughts,  which  league  the  soldier  with  the 
laws. 

And  oh !  loved  warriors  of  the  minstrels  land ! 
Yonder  your  bonnets  nod,  your  tartans  wave ! 
The  rugged  form  may  mark  the  mountain  band, 
And  harsher  features*  and  a  mien  more  grave ; 
But  ne'er  in  battle-field  throbbed  heart  so  brave 
Ar  that  which  beats  beneath  the  Seotti^  plmd  ; 
And  when  the  pibroch  bids  the. battle  rave, 
And  level  for  the  charge  your  arm^  are  laid, 
^A^here  lives  the  desperate  Jfoe^  that  for  such  onset  staid  ? 

Hark !  from  yon  stately  ranks  what  laughter  rings, 
Mingling  wild  mirth  with  war's  stem  minstrelsy  - 
His  jest,  while  each  blithe  comrade  round  him  flings, 
And  moves  to  death  with  military  glee : 
Boast,  Erin,  boast  them !  tameless,  frank,  and  free, 
In  kindness  warm,  and  fierce  in  danger  known. 
Hough  Nature's  duldrea,  humorous  as  she ; 
And  he,  yon  chieftain — strike  the  proudest  tmke 
Of  thy  bold  harp,  green  iela  I — ^the  hero  is  thine  own. 

Sir  W.  Scott. 
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THE  FLIGHT  OF  FAITH. 

The  dore  let  loode  m  eastern  skies, 

Retnming  fondly  home. 
Ne'er  stoops  to  earth  her  wing,  nor  flies 

Where  idle  waiblere  roam. 

Bat  high  she  shoots  through  air  and  lights 

Ahore  all  low  delay, 
Where  nothing  earthly  hounds  her  flight, ' 

Nor  shadow  dims  her  way. 

So  grant  me,  God,  froin  earthly  care, 

From  pride  and  passion  free, 
Aloft  through  fiEuth  and  loTe*s  pure  air^ 

To  hold  my  course  to  tliee. 

No  lure  to  tempt,  no  art  to  stay 
My  soul,  as  home  she  springs ; 

Thy  sunshine  on  her  joyful  way, 
Thy  freedom  on  her  wings. 


Moore. 
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VIRTUE. 


Sweet  day  l-^^eo  cool,  so  eahn,  so  bright, 

The  bridal  of  the  earth  and  sky ; 
The  dew  shall  ireep  thy  fid!  to  lu^t ; 
For  tfaott  most  4ie ! 

Sweet  rose !— ^whose  hue,  angry  aad  brave, 

Bids  the  radh  gaser  wipe  his  e^ : 
Thy  root  isevar  in  its  grave. 

And  tbott  must  die ! 

Gay  spring  I  so  fiill  of  sweets  and  bloom, 

A  Gf^ket  stored  with  every  joy ; 
Thy^venjuDg  music  tolls  thy  doom ; 
For  thou  must  die  I 

Virtue  fdone  unfading  flower ! 

Whose  root  nor  time  nor  death  can  sever, 
Though  final  flames  all  else  devour. 
Shall  live  for  ever  I 

4 

Herbert. 

e3 
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PARADISE  AND  THE  PERI. 

TKOM  LALI^  BOOKS. 

One  numi  a  Pi^  at  the  gme  ' 
Of  Eden  stood,  discoiiMiBt^; 
And  as  she  listened  to  the  springs 

Of  fife  witliiii,  Hki  orasie  flowing, 
And  caugbt  the  li^  upo*  her  wings. 

Through  thohal^open  pwtal  glowing, 
She  wept  to  think  her  recreant  race 

Should  ere  have  lost  that  glorious  place. 

■/  .    ■  ■   ■  ■         ■■•-.'. 

<  How  happy,*  exclaimed  this  child  of  air, 
'  Are  thef  holy  spirits  that  wand^  there, 

'Mid  flowers  that  never  shidl  fade  or  fall ; 
Though  mine  are  the  gardens  of  earth  and  sea, 
And  the  stars  themseires  hare  flowers  for  me, 
'  One  hlossom  of  hesren  Out^IbOfitis  them  all ! 

'  Though  sunny  the  lake  of  icool  Cashmere, 
With  its  plane-tree  isle  reflected  clear, 
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And  sweetly  the  fonnta  of  that  y(iUay  fall ; 
Though  bright  are  the  tvali^rs  of  Sbg-Su*Hay, 
And  the  golden  floods  that  thitherward  stray, 
Yet— oh 'tis  only  the  blestkiea^itayt. 

How  the  watera  ofiwaTfen  outohi^  them  all ! 


c-    ■  ■♦•; 


^  Go  wing  thy  flight  from  s^  jM^  stu-, 
From  world  to  lumil^us^  W0^4i  as  far     .. 

As  the  uniyer^  sppeafls  itG^  Aaffiii^g  ,wa^ ;,   , 
Take  all  the  plea$i^e0;ofr|dltb#  spheres,^ 
And  multiply  each  through  i^fKUe^s  y^i?s< — : 

One  nunute  of  boftven.^  wor^iih  iimm  all  l\  , 

The  glorious  angel,  who  was  keeping 
The  gates  of  light,  be^l^  t^eo;  w^P^^f.l .,    r 
•  And  as  he  nearer  drew,  >^id  li^^ened  . 
To  her  sad  song,,  a  tear-dj:qp  .glistened 
Within  his  eyelids  Uli^e  the  ^cay   : 

From  Eden's  fom^taia  wlfpigi  it.  Ues,. 
On  the  blue  flower  wJiijcbr-*J^ramiP3  say^-: . 
Blooms  no  where  .but,  in  jParadise  I .        .,,., 
,  *  Nymph  of  a  fair^rbut^ipg.Upo!' 
Gently  he  said-^*  On^  hope  i$  thine. 
'  Tis  writtejjL  in  tb«  bofik  pf  fat^  ,,..... 

The  Peri  yet  mfiyi  be  forgiven ,         ,  -. .  r ' 
Who  brings  ix)  this  eterrial  gfit^ 
The  gift  that  is  most  dear  to  heaven  ! 
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Go,  seek  it,  and  redeem  ^y  siti; — 
'Tb  sweet  ta  let  tiie  pardoned  in  !' 

Rapidly  as  comets  ran 

To  the  embraces  of  tlie  son ; — 

Fleeter  than  the  starry  brands, 

Flnng  at  night  from  angel  hands 

At  those  dark  and  darii^  spirits 

Who  would  dimb  ihe  empyreal  heights, 

Down  the  blue  yanlt^ie  P^  flies, 

And  lighted  earthward  by  a  glance  . 

That  jnst  then  broke  from  nunming's  eyes. 

Hung  hovering  o*er  our  world's  expanse. 

But  whither  diall  the  spirit  go 

To  find  this  gift  for  heaven  ? — '  I  know 

'  The  wealth,'  she  cries,  ^  of  every  urn, 

In  which  unnumberod  rubies  bum, 

Beneath  the  pillars  of  Chilminar ; 

I  know  where  the  isles  of  perfume  are, 

Many  a  fathom  down  in  the  sea, 

To  the  south  of  sun-bright  Araby ; 

I  know  too  where  the  Genii  hid 

The  jewelled  cup  of  their  King  Jamshid 

With  life's  elixir  sparkling  high—* 

But  gifts  like  these  are  not  for  the  sky. 
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Where  was  there  ever  a  gem  that  abone 
Like  the  steps  of  Alla's  wondeiful  throne  I 
And  the  dropa  of  life— oh  what  would  they  be 
In  the.  bomidlesa  deep  of  eternity  ?' 

While  thus  she  mused,  her  pinions  fisnaed 
The  air  of  that  sweet  Indian  land. 
Whose  air  is  balm ;  whose  ocean  spreads 
0*er  coral  rocks  and  amber  beds  ; 
Whose  momtains,  pregnant  by  the  beam 
Of  the  warm  smi,  with  diamonds  teem ; 
Whose  rivulets  are  like  rich  brides, 
Lovely,  with  goid  beneath  their  tides. 
Whose  sandal  groves  and  bowers  €i  spice 
Might  be  a  Peri's  Ftoidise  I 
But  crimson  now  her  rivers  ran 

M^th  human  blood — the  smell  of  death 
Came  reeking  from  those  ^icy  bowers, 
And  man,  the  sacrifice  of  man, 

Mingled  his  taint  with  every  breath 
Upwafted  from  the  innocent  flowers  ! 
Land  of  the  sun !  what  foot  invades 
Thy  Pagods  and  thy  pillared  shades, — 
Tliy  cavern  shrines  and  idol  stonesj 
Thy  monarchs  and  their  thousand  thrones  ? 
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Tis  he  of  OfleMl^*^-sfl«fc«  in  wi«^ 
He  comM,  iMd  India's  duMtoniB 

Lio  acikttesfed  hi  hki  f  uinoiid  piilli.-^ 
His  blood -homidB  he  adonn  witb 

Tom  from  the  violated  necks 

Of  m$ttj  a  yewy  and  loved  Sidiana  ;«^ 
Maidens  wilkni'their  pore  Zenana,  -  • 
Priests  in  the  reiy  tee  he  tlaiigbters^  < 

,And  choaks  up  wilii  the  glittering  irredcs 
Of  goUen  shnneft  tfaeBBcredivvtenl 

Downward  the  Peri  turns  her  gaze ; 
And,  through  the  wBr-4^'s  hloody  hase^ 
Beholds  a  yovthful  wuiior  stand  '  '■  .  ■ 

Alone,  beside  his  naliye  liret^^ 
The  red  blade  broken  in  his  hand. 

And  the  last  arrow  in  his  quiven  ■ 
<  Live/  said  the  cooqueroTy '  Live  to  bbare 
The  trophies  and  the  crowns  I  bear  !' 
Silent  that  youthful  wa^w  stood-^ 
Silent  he  pointed  to  the  flood 
All  crimson  with  his  country*^  bloQdi 
Then  sent  his  last  remaining  dart 
For  answer  to  the  invader's  heart. 
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False  flew  the  shaHi^  Am^  liMm^d/arett ;.  •• 

The  tyrant  lived,  the lieBif^»tt2H-<t»-r /(Ml. 

Yet  marked  the '  Peri  ivlieiei  l^Iay;! 

And  when  the  mahtof  unaEt-wBt  patty : -. , 
Swiftly  descending  on  a  ray 

Of  momiiigl^giit^  dieoaiigklilheijbet-^  . 
Last  glorioas-drop  hiahelB]^- had. shed, .. 
Before  its  he^-haai  spiik.flmdil..' 

'  Be  this/  she  caried^  aft.«he<wingttd  Iper  l^f^U 

^  My  welcome  gift  al  the  gates:  of  light ; 

Though  foul  are  the  idrops^  that;  ^  distil . 

On  the  field  of  wavfiaiie,  hbodliko.tibia^.;  ...       . ; 

For  liberty  shed^^jot  hdly  it^ .- 1:  ^. ' .  . 

It  would  notfiftain  thepunaait  riti^.;  y.-.: 

That  sparkles  anQiig.th&:  howqiA'Cif  i^Uss ! 

Oh  I  if  there  be,  oiii  tiii»'earthl|f  A0bm'e>'  >.- 

A  boon,  an  offering  heaTeaMds  deai!, 

Tis  the  last  UhatidniibertiyilviKivQ  ..■ .    ..\,. 

From  the  heart  ihait  bleeds  and?bi?eftk9  m  Mr  cause  !' 

^  Sweet,'  said  thaBOgel,  ias  sbegftye.    . 

The  gift  into  hianditol h9ikd, 
'  Sweet  is  our  welcQitt»'«if  the  htvave^ 

Who  die  thus  far  their  native' bsid.-^ 


THE  POITICAL  MILAKGE. 

'Tis  he  of  firmw,     fitrrr  in  wtvdi 
He  comM,  utd  India's  diukmB 

Lie  acattered  in  bit  rninom  ptdw— 
His  blood-hound*  he  mdtiBi  with  gena, 

Tom  from  the  violated  necks 

Of  HMBy  a  yoaaf  and  towd  Sahana  ;-» 
Maidens  witUn  their  pnre  Zenana, 
PriestB  in  the  very  Au»  he  dantrhttis, 

And  choaks  up  with  the  f^iitering  wrecka 
Of  gMea  thrioes  tfas  mend  inten  l 

Downward  the  Peti  tons  her  vase : 
And,  through  the  war-firid'a  Moody  )iaze, 
Deholdi  a  yoadifnl  wanim-  atand 

Alone,  beside  his  natire  rirer, — 
Tlie  red  bhkde  hnken  in  hia  hand. 

And  the  iMt  arrow  in  hia  quiver. 
'  Live,'  aaid  the  csnqiierar, '  Lire  to  aban- 
The  trophies  and  the  crowna  I  bear  V 
Silent  tliat  yonthfial  wanior  stood — 
Silent  lie  p«nted  to  the  flood 
All  crimson  with  hia  coontry'a  bloqd, 
Theu  sent  hit  laat  remaining  dart 
jfm  bWiWet  tb  the  inntder'a  heart. 
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False  flew  the  shafts  thM^  fMMdavett ;.  > 
The  tyrant  liyed,  thelieBif£»ttlii^:.'(Mi. 
Yet  marked  the  Peri ivdiwei  ^  Jay.;'. 

And  vfhen  the  mahof  i«air.wn  past,  -. 
Swiftly  descending  on  a  ray 

Of  momiiig  Hgiit^  Bheciaiiglu^lli^jbet-^ 
Last  glorioos  drofi  hia  hetai^ had  sbed^.,. 
Before  its  free-tocu  4>uit<fl«d  I.  * 


.'i*' 


'  Be  this/  she  faried^  aa>«he<«riiigod;  Iper  K§^U 

'  My  welcome  gift  al  the  giateaof  light ; 

Though  foul  are  the  drops  that!  ^  distil 

On  the  field  of  wav£B]ie>  hbod  liko  tibia^.:  ,-. 

For  liberty  shed,. sot  holy  ia^  ::    .'. 

It  would  not  stain  the  punaatriti^ .  ^.;: 

That  sparkles  aauuigthti:  howeiAof  kirn  I 

Oh  I  if  there  be»  oui tU^earthtif  >apbere»*  *v 

A  boon,  an  offering  heareii  Mds  dear^ 

Tis  the  last  libation  liberty  ilvmw^   . .    ..\, 

From  the  heart  thai  bleedti  andvhveato  m  her  cause  !' 

<  Sweeti'  said  the.  aogel»  as  she  gaye     . 

The  gift  into  hia. raditol  hand,. 
^  Sweet  is  our  welcaia»'«if  the  hvave^ 

Who  die  thus  far  their  native'  bwd.-^ 

'      '  .       ■■'.•■•.'■•  i>!  I   ; 
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Tis  he  of  OfleMl^*^-sfl«fc«  in  wi«^ 
He  comM,  iMd  Indift's  dia^mB 

Lio  acdtteirad  hi  hki  fiiinovHt  piilli*-^^ 
His  blood-houndB  he  adonn  witb 

Tom  from  the  yiolated  necks 
Of  m$ttf  a  ymiBgr  and  loved  Sidiana  ;*^ 
Maidens  wiiUb' their  pare  Zenana,    ■ 
PrieatB  in  the  reiy  iiMie  he  ilaagbters^  > 

And  choaks  up  Willi  the  glittering  irredcs 
Of  goUen  fhiruMife  tfaa  sKredivvten  1 

Downward  the  Peri  turns  her  gaze ; 
Andy  through  the  wbt'SMlb hloody  hase^ 
Beholds  a  yovthfol  wanior  stand 

Alone,  beside  his  naliye  rirer^-^ 
The  red  blade  broken  in  his  hand. 

And  the  last  arrow  in  his  quiver. 
'  Live/  said  the  cooqnerory '  Live  to  bbare 
The  trophies  and  the  (Drowns  I  bear  !* 
Silent  that  youthful  waftiw  stood*^ 
Silent  be  pointed  to  the  flood 
All  crimson  with  his  country'^  bloQd, 
Tlieu  sent  his  last  remaining  dart 
For  answer  to  the  invader's  heart* 
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False  flew  the  shafts  thoigii  pdlltttorett;  ■> 
The  tyrant  lired,  tfae :h8Mf^»tt2H-<trr  Mm. 
Yet  marked  the  Peri ivdiwei  l^.Iay  ;i. 

And  wbieia  the  mah^of  ximv-.-wm  past,  • . 
Swiftly  descending  on  a  ray 

Of  momiiigl^giit^  Bheciaiiglil)4kbeijbet-^.. 
■  Last  ^oriooa  drofi  hia  hdai^tifid.sbedy... 
Before  its  free-^bem  (E^jtrit^fltdl.  '  . 

'  Be  this/  she  cried^  aa.«he<wiiigi0d:  Iper  Kf^U 

*  My  welcome  gift  al  the  gates  of  light ; 

Though  foul  are  the  drops- tbiiti  ^  distil 

On  the  field  of  wav^BJiey  Uood  liko  tibia^/  .. 

For  libei-ty  shed,  .sot  hofyia^  :; 

It  would  notsftain  the.irunaflit'r^  ;  .,;:: 

That  sparkles  anong.  thb:  howaiA'Qf  kim  I 

Oh  I  if  there  be»  oui tU^-earthlif  Apbore,*  .< 

A  booiiy  an  offering  heayea  Mds  deai', 

Tis  the  last  libfttid]i>Uber(iyjiiaiw§  :,.    .:,.. 

From  the  heart  thai  Ueed4  andj::breftk9  i»  her  cause !' 

'  Sweeti'  said  thaaogel»  as  she  gave.    . 

The  gift  into  hiasadiiuii h9ikdr 
'  Sweet  is  our  welcon^^if  the  hvave^ 

Who  die  thus  far  their  native  bwd.-^ 

■    ,  •  ••  'J  '     :>;«   : 


\ 
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l;'t  •.  , 


But  woo  I  ahi^tiwihy  €iyrtii  bas  '•:  m.  i 
Of  Eden  more»-90tMJMlki>iMr 
Than  even  thk  drop  tfas  iiocm  ttuat  iifty  1 1.  • . . 
That  ope»  the  9«left«Cheftiiai  for  idniU  '    / 

Her  fint  food  li0p»joffitei  fa%btod^.:  .^     < 

Now  among  AfiicB  htau:  wtmantmwm^u. 
Far  to  tlie  sontbytiieiPerii^gfatedf  ti    -:   r.-.  • 
And  sleeked  her  pluma^  at  the  fountains 
Of  that  i^tba«tt4ey'«*4»lio^  Inrtiii,^^  . 
Is  bidden  from  the hmis  of  aarth^  ■■>:.    .; v  /  .  i • 
Deep  in  those  aolilary  woodoi - •     '-!/:<>'.    >  ; 
Whereof  the  €r«iii  of  tbe.floodr-   I    .'^o  .  >  •!  i.« 
Dance  ronnd  the  cra^  o£tboir.Niier''.i  '' 
And  hail  the  new^hani  giant'e  awUe I  >.  .  n>     ^ 
Thence  ovef  figypt's-palmy^gnMrae^i:.  u:-.  -. 
Her  grots  and sepukhreooiBkingay  -    n  ,  ., 
The  exiled  q»irit  si|(hing;roFesi;  inu  tr.r  ;(>  .;• 
And  now  hangs  Uateniag  to  the  doves:  ;i  •        '! 
In  warm  Roselia*s  vaie-^-aow  loves    i  >>  i    •  i . ; . 
To  watch  the  moonlight  on  the  wings 
Of  the  white  pelicans  thait  break . 
The  azure  calm  of  Mms'  lake.        ^  .n. 
Twas  a  fair  scenes— «  lami  more>  blight^  : 

Never  did  mortal  eye  befaokl !    .!j  > ::  'm 
Who  could  have  thought  that  saw  this  night, 
Tbo8e  valleys  and  their  fruits  of  gold 
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Baskii^  in  lieaven's  JAnenest  Ugbt.f«-f      . 
Those  groups  of  hiweHef  4atB*tcoe8[  bendiiig 

Languidly  their  leaf-crowned  heads, 
Like  youthfol  muds^  when  sleep  des^jendingy    < 

Warns  them  to  their  sijkeia  beds ;. 

Those  virgin  lilies^  all  the  night- \ 

Bathing^  their  b^uties  inthe  lake^ 
That  they  may  rise  more  fresh  and  bright^ 

When  their  beloved  san*s.a^ake^*^ 
Those  ruined  shriA^  aod:  jtp^en  that/  seen 
The  relics  of  a  splendid  dr^am  ;> 

Amid  whose  fairy  lonelugMSS  ^ 
Nought  but  the  lap-wing*8  cry  iftheafdy 
Nought  seen  but  (when  tha  shadows  ^iuing» 
Fast  from  the  moon,  ttQ6heftth;ilB  gleam). 
Some  purple-win^^  Sultana  fitting 

Upon  a  column.mqtieiBki^  i- 
And  glittering  like  an  idoFbird  I — 
Who  could  hft>ve  thoughty.thajb  there,  ^v«in  there, 
Amid  those  scenes  so  still  and  Iciir, .  .... 
The  demon  of  th^plagi^e. bath  cast        .>>  ..  . 
From  his  hot  wing«  d^liev  blast> 
More  mortal  hr  thm  ever,  caipe 
From  the  red  desqrtls  eandsi  of  flame ! 
So  quick,  tliat  etery  living  thing  r  .  . 
Of  human  shi^ie  t4uohed  by  i^  wing, .  ,> . 


' .' 
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Deserted  yoath  I  one  fthought  aloue 

Shed  joy  around  his  sool  m  deaths— 
That  she,  whom  he  for  years  had  known, 
^  And  loved,  and  might  ha^e  called  his  own» 
Was. safe  from  this  foul  midnight's  breath  ;—*• 
Safe  in  her  father  s  princely  halls, 
Where  the  cool  air  firom  fountain-fidls, 
Freshly  perfumed  by  many  a  brand 
Of  the  sweet  wood  from  India  s  land. 
Were  pure  as  she  whose  brow  they  &mied. 

But  see, — ^who  yonder  comes  by  stealth, 

This  melancholy  bower  to  seek, 
Like  a  yoimg  envoy,  sent  by  health, 

With  rosy  gifts  upon  her  cheek  ? 
Tis  she — ^iiar  off  through  <  moonlight  dim, 

He  knew  his  own  betrothed  bride. 
She,  who  would  rather  die  with  him. 

Than  live  to  gain  the  world  beside  ! — 
Her  arms  are  round  her  lover  now, 

His  livid  cheek  to  hers  she  presses, 
And  dips,  to  bind  his  burning  brow, 

In  the  cool  lake  her  loosened  tresses. 
Ah  !  once  how  little  did  he  diink 
An  hour  would  come,  when  he  should  shrink 
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With  horror  from  that  dear  embraee^ 

Those  gen^  arms  that  w«ro  to  him 
Holy  as  is  die  cradHng  place 

Of  Eden's  intot  cbembim  f 
And  now  he  yields— -novvr  turns  away. 

Shuddering  as  if  the  yenom  lay 

All  in  those  proffered  lips  alone— 

Those  lipa  that,  then  so  fearless  growny 

Never  until  that  instant  canie 

Near  his  unasked  or  without  «hame« 
*  Oh !  let  me  only  breathe  the  air^ 

The  blessed  air,  that^s  breathed  by  tliee^ 
And  whether  on  its  wings  it  bear 

Healing  or  deatl^  'tis  sweet  to  me ! 
There,— -drink  my  tears,  while  yet  they  iall,-^ 

Would  that  my  bosom  s  blood  weia  balm, 
And  well  thou  know'st,  I'd  shed  it  all. 
To  give  thy  brow  one  minnte^s  calm : 
Nay,  turn  not  from  me  that  dear  face — 

Am  I  not  thine— *^y  own  loved  bride— « 
The  one,  the  diosen  one^  whose  place 

In  life  or  death  is  by  thy  side  I 
Think'st  thou  that  she,  whose  oidy  light 

In  this  dim  world  from  thee  hath  shone. 
Could  bear  the  long  the  cheerless  night. 

That  must  be  bar's,  when  thou  an  gone  ? 
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Go,  seek  it,  and  redeem  diy  till ; — 
'Tifl  sweet  to  let  the  pardoned  in  !' 

Rapidly  as  coQiets  ran 

To  the  embraces  of  the  son ; — 

Fleeter  than  the  starry  brands, 

FInng  at  night  from  angel  handa 

At  those  diffk  and  daring  spirits 

Who  would  dimb  the  ^^q^yred  heights, 

Down  the  blue  vawlt-tihe  Feri  flies, 

And  lifted  earthward  by  a  ^anoe . 

That  just  then  broke  from  morning's  eyes. 

Hung  hovering  o*er  oar  wwld's  expanse. 

But  whither  shaH  the  spirit  go 

To  find  this  gift  for  heaven  ?— '  I  know 

'  The  wea^h,*  she  cries,  ^  of  every  urn, 

In  which  unnumbered  rubies  bum. 

Beneath  the  pillars  of  Chilminar ; 

I  know  where  the  isles  of  perfume  are, 

Many  a  fathom  down  in  the  sea, 

To  the  south  of  sun-bright  Araby; 

I  know  too  where  the  Genit  hid 

The  jewelled  cup  of  their  King  Jamshid 

With  life's  elixir  sparkling  high-* 

But  gifts  like  these  are  not  for  the  sky. 
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Where  was  there  ev«r  a  gem  thai  shone 
Like  the  steps  of  Alla's  wonderful  throne  I 
And  the  drops  of  life — oh  what  would  they  he 
In  the.  boundless  deep  of  eternity  ?' 

While  thus  she  mused,  her  pkmHis  ^Euomed 
The  air  of  that  sweet  Indian  land» 
Whose  air  is  balm ;  whose  ocean  spreads 
0  er  conl  rocks  and  tunber  beds  ; 
Whose  mountains,  pregnant  by  the  beam 
Of  the  warm  sim,  with  diamonds  teem ; 
Whose  rivulets  are  like  rich  brides. 
Lovely,  with  gold  beneath  their  tides, 
Whose  sandal  groves  and  bowers  of  spice 
Might  be  a  Peri's  Paradise  I 
But  crimson  now  her  rivers  ran 

With  human  blood — the  smell  of  death 
Came  reeking  from  those  spicy  bowers, 
And  man,  the  sacrifice  of  man, 

Mingled  his  taint  with  every  breath 
Upwafned  from  the  innocent  flowers  ! 
Land  of  the  sun !  what  foot  invades 
Thy  Pagods  and  thy  pillared  shades, — 
Hiy  cavern  shrines  uid  idol  stones, 
Thy  monarchs  and  their  thousand  thrones  ? 
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Tis  he  of  OfleM^-^-^l«ic«  Id  wi«yi 
He  cotiiM,  Mid  Iiidi»'8  ^Badems 

Lie  acHttefred  la  hiii  miafoiis  piilli.-^ 
His  blood-hottndB  he  adons  witb  gcwsr 

Torn  from  the  violated  necks 

Of  may  a  ymamg  and  loved  Sahana  ;-^ 
Maidens  wiAin' their  piore  Zenana,  ■• 
PriedtB  in  the  veiy  hue  he  ifaiaghtera»  > 

And  choaks  up  Willi  the  glittering  wredce 
Of  golden  dnine^  thia  sacred  walers  I 


Downward  the  Peri  tunnr  ber  gaze ; 
And,  through  the  war-fiirid's  hloody  haze^ 
Beholds  a  yovdiful  wander  atand     :  . 

Alone,  beside  his  nalive  riyer^*^ 
The  red  blade  broken  in  his  hand. 

And  the  last  arrow  in  his  quiver.  ■ 
'  Live,'  said  the  cooqueroTy '  Live  to  bbare 
The  trophies  and  the  crowns  I  bear  !' 
Silent  that  youthful  warrior  stood*^- 
Silent  he  pointed  to  the  flood 
All  ci'imson  with  his  country *d  bloQd, 
Then  sent  his  last  remaining  dart 
For  answer  to  the  invader's  hesjt. 
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False  flew  the  shaftj  ttoagk  ptfmi  Aarett  '^  » 
The  tyrant  lived,  the  :hei)ii~^  Ih^^nm .    ' 
Yet  marked  the  P^riivheifii  ^.lay  ;l  ■ 

And  when  the  nuhjofiiauMfM  pasty  •, 
Swiftly  descending  on  a  ray 

Of  momiii^  l^iit,  dieoaiighlillleiJbet--*^ . 
Last  glorious  drop  his  hebrt  had.sbed^  -,. 
Before  its  free4KHnL  spirit,  fled  I..' 


I     ■  _  .  >     I .  •  1 1      .  •  ;        -.,.', 


'  Be  this/  she  cried),  aajshe^wingod:  Iper  di^U 

*■  My  welcome  gift  al  the  gates jof  light ; 

Though  foul  are  the  drops  that;  ^t  distil 

On  the  field  of  ww&m,  bbod  like.tfais^  i  ... 

For  liberty  shed)  \<soi  holy  k^: 

h,  would  notstaia  thepunasU'riyy  ■.  j  ■,-.'. 

That  sparkles  among,  thalpowaii^isf  Uiss ! 

Oh  I  if  there  be,  oiiitlM»  earthly  Ashore,* .. 

A  boon,  an  offering  henTexiMcb  deai^ 

Tis  the  last  Uhatidn iiberty  jdivw^  j .    .!^„ 

From  the  heart  thai  bleediy.andi  breaks  io  h>i^T  cause  !' 

1  *  II*'  M  *  (     • 

'  Sweet,'  said  thaaogel^  ias  she  ^re.    . 

The  gift  into  his  raditot  hmoid^ 
'  Sweet  is  our  welcome 4if  the  hvave^ 

Who  die  thus  lor  their  native  land. — 
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But  800  I  nkuWdif  mij/aM  bic  ' 
Of  Edea  movea-wKi  ■ihnlkfriMr 
Than  even  tbivJrop  tkalNraattiiat  bsy  .  . 
That  opet- the  gile»  of  hwnen  f or  idHe  I' 

.:  I   1,  III     •  .1  .»('    *  '  •       •   " 

Her  first  food  hfiptudi  Etei  UigbkeiU.    ' 
Now  among  AfiicV  LttMc  vmntatM^-. 
Far  to  the  80iith,.tbe:Peii(tiglrt8d;  ,> 
And  sleeked  her  plumagiB  at  the  fountain* 
Of  tha$  £gypttaa4ifie,-*««<«iMfte  hirtk 
Is  hidden  from  the  )Seii8  of  earthy     :.  >• 

Deep  in  those  solitary  wodd». 
Whereofthe  Genii  of  the.  ftoodr^      ..     •  i  i< 
Dance  round  the  cnufle  of  tboir-Niler-    '>    : 
And  hail  the  new«bem  giant's  am^I       i. 
Thence  ovet  Egypt's  palmar- grovas,.'-.  u    .   <  ,' 
Her  grots  and  sepulchres  o^kingSy  ■    ;:  .    . 
The  exiled  spirit  sighing  rovesi;    ;><;  n- 
And  now  hangs  listening  to  the  doves  w  ■  1 

In  warm  Rosetta*s-vale'«-noir  loves   i    m    <<..• 
To  watch  the  moonlight  on  the  wings 
Of  the  white  pelicans  thait  break  .       , 

The  azure  calm  of  Mstria*  lake. 
'Twas  a  fair  sceno— a  land  moee>  bnght. 

Never  did  mortal  eye  behold !     'i     :  >  i  ' 
Who  could  have  thought  that  saw  this  nighty 
Those  valleys  and  their  fruits  of  gold 
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Baskii^  in  Jiearen'^^ttieiiesl  li§^< 

Those  groups  of  te^vd^  ^t8-tiMN(  bendiiig    , 

Langnidly  their  leaf-crowned  beads, 
Like  youthfoi  maidsy  when  de^des^^endingy    > 

Warsft  them  to  their  silken  beds ;. 
Those  virgin  liUes*  aU  the  nigbt 

Batbing^  Uiek.  beauties  in  the  lake» 
That  they  may  rise. more  fresh  and  bright^ 

When  their  beloved  sunV  a^irake^**- 
Those  ruined  sbrimeei  anfi:)M^<Bir»  tfaftt/Seem 
The  relics  of  a  splendid  dream ;. 

Amid  whose  fairy  hHielia»ess  - ; 
Nought  but  the  lap-wing's  cry  ifr  beard, 
Nought  seen  but  (when  the.  shadowa  ^itting» 
Fast  from  the  moon,  unsheath^itB  gleam  )> 
Some  pm*ple-win|pej4  Sultana  sitting 

Upon  a  column  jnqti«Blttpy  h    . 
And  glittering  like  an  idoFbird  ! — 
Wbo  could  bave  thoug^t^.tbat  the|^,,even  there, 
Amid  those  scenes  so  still  andjf««tr,     ,  ,,. 
The  demon  of  the  plague  bath,  cast      ..>  ^^ 
From  bis  hot  wing  n  d^Uev  blasrt, 
More  mortal  far  than  eTer  came 
From  the  red  desertls  sands  of  flam^ !  . 
So  quick,  tl)at  et^ery  living  tbing  r  .  . 
Of  human  sbi^  touched  by  l^  wiog^.; 


1.^' 


\ 
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Like  plaiit8riviM»«  the'Simoatti  iiM^  fB$i^ 
At  onoeflflt'blMk«id'wil3H»ing!  .  •     • 

The  sun  nient  down  <yti  Maity*  n  brioWy 

Which  full  6f  bI^iM»ftiid  iiieahiiiMs^Miil,' 
Is  rankling  in  the  pest4ie«Me^  iloii%    • 

And  ne'er  wilI4eel  that'^n  agftiii  I- "  ' 
And  oh  I  to  see  the  imbtu^^'  heap^ 
On  which  the  kmel  f  lalooi^ht  ftkepe — 
The  very  vnkiupw^  turn  awayy     ■ 
And  sicken  at  so  ftrtd  a  prfey! '  -  ■.■:■■.'. 

Only  the  fierce  hyfena  stalkn  '  •' 
Tbroogltout  the  citif  s  deeokrto- Walks 
At  midnight^  tsoA  hk  carnage  plies-^ 

Woe  to  the  half-^tead  wretch,  who  meets 
The  glaring  of  those  krg^  bhi^  eyee  :     . 

Amid  the  darkaeaa  ef  Ihe-sti^tB  ! 

*  PoorTace  of  men  V  aaid  the  pitying  ephnt, 

*  Dearly  ye  pay  for  yotir  primal  fall ;  ,       '  - 
Some  flowerets  of  Eden  ye'^till  inherit, 

But  the  trail  of  t^  sclent  is  over  them  >aH  !* 
She  wept — ^the  air -grew  pave  and  clear 

Around  her,  as  the  bright  drops  ran, 
For  there's  a  ma^  in  each  tear,' 

•Such  kindly  splits  we^  for  man  I 
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JuBt  then,  beseatk  mow  orsn^  tieea^ . 
Whose  frttit  i&d  blossoms  in  tebreese 
Were  waatonitig  t6ge^er^  free. 
Like  age  at  plajr  with  iii£uicy<*«* 
Beneath  that  froth  and  springing  bower. 

Close  by  the  lake  she  heard  the  moan 
Of  one  who,  at  ^is  siknt  boor, 

Had  thither  stolen  to  die  akme*^  . 
One  who  in  life  whiere*er  he  moved, 

Drew  after  him  the  hearts  of  many ; 
Yet,  now,  as  though  he  ne'er  were  loved, 

Dies  here  unseen,  imwept  by  any ; 
None  to  watcb  near  him^^-none  to  slake 

The  fire  that  in  his  bosom  lies, 
With  even  a  sprinkle  £rom.  that  lake 

Which  shines  so  cool  before  his; eyes. 
No  voice,  well  known  through  many  «  diiy^ 

To  speak  the  last,  the  parting  word,      / 
Which,  when  all  other  sontads  decay, 

Is  still  like  distant  music  heard.  * 
That  tender  farewell  on  the  shore 
Of  this  nide  world  wheflor  all  is  o  er^  . 

Which  cheers  tlie  spirit,  ere  its  bark 
Pats  off  into  the  Unknown  dark. . 
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Deserted  yoath  I  one  fthought  alone 

Shed  joy  aFoand  his  sool  in  death— 
That  she,  whom  be  for  years  had  known,  ^ 

'  And  loved,  and  might  have  called  his  own» 
Was. safe  from  this  foul  midi%bt*8  breath ;— *• 
Safe  in  her  father  s  princely  halls, 
Where  the  cool  air  from  loontain-fidls, 
Freshly  perfumed  by  many  a  brand 
Of  the  sweet  wood  from  India  s  land, 
Were  pure  as  she  whose  brow  they  fiumed. 

But  see, — ^who  yonder  comes  by  stealth, 

This  melancholy  bower  to  seek, 
Like  a  yoimg  envoy,  sent  by  health, 

With  rosy  gifts  upon  her  cheek  ? 
'Tis  she — ^iiar  off  through  moonlight  dim. 

He  knew  his  own  betrothed  bride, 
She,  who  would  rather  die  with  him, 

Than  live  to  gain  the  world  beside  ! — 
Her  arms  are  round  hex  lover  now. 

His  livid  cheek  to  hers  she  presses, 
And  dips,  to  bind  his  burning  brow. 

In  the  cod  lake  her  loosened  ti-esses. 
Ah  !  once  how  little  did  he  think 
An  hour  would  come,  when  he  should  shrink 
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With  horror  from  that  dear  embrace, 

Those  gentle  arms  that  vmni  to  him 
Holy  as  is  die  cradHng  place 

Of  Eden's  infant  cbertibim  f 
And  now  he  yields— -novr  tmns  away. 

Shuddering  as  if  the  yenom  lay 

All  in  those  proffered  lips  alone— 

Those  lips  that,  then  so  fearless  growoy 

Never  mstil  that  instant  came 

Near  his  unasked  or  without  shame. 
^  Oh !  let  me  only  breathe  the  air^ 

The  blessed  air,  that's  breathed  by  thee^ 
And  whether  on  its  wings  it  bear 

Healing  or  deaths  'tis  sweet  to  me ! 
There,— -drink  my  tears,  while  yet  they  iall,--^ 

Would  that  my  bosom  s  blood  were  balm, 
And  well  thou  know'st,  Td  shed  it  all. 
To  give  thy  brow  one  minnte^s  calm : 
Nay,  turn  not  from  me  that  dear  face — 

Am  I  not  thine — ^y  own  loved  bride— « 
The  one,  the  chosen  one^  whose  place 

In  life  or  death  is  by  thy  side  I 
Think'st  thou  that  she,  whose  only  light 

In  this  dim  world  from  thee  hath  shone. 
Could  bear  the  long  the  cheerless  night. 

That  must  be  her's,  when  thou  an  gone  ? 
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That  I  can  Itfse,  tiul  let  thee  go» 
Who  art  my  li£e  itaelf  ?-*-No,  no-^ 
When  the  stem  tlies>  the  leaf  that  grew 
Out  of  its  heart  must  perish  too ! 
Then  turn  to  mci  my  own  loTe^  turn. 
Before  like  thee  I  fiide  and  bum ; 
Cling  to  these  yet  cool  lipe^  ud  share 
The  last  pure  life  that  Ungen  there.' 
She  fails — she  8iiike--^as  dies  the  lamp 
In  chamel  airs  or  caTenoL-damp^ 
So  quickly  do  his  balefiil  aiifhi 
Quench  all  the  sweet  light  of  her  eyes : 
One  struggle, — and  his  pain  is  past*-* 

Her  lover  is  ao  kmger  living  I 
One  kbis  the  maiden  gives^  one  last. 

Long  kiss,  which  she  expires  in  giidag ! 

'  Sleep/  said  the  P&ij  ai  softly  she  stole 
The  farewell  sigh  of  that  vanishing  eoul^. 
As  true  as  e*cr  warmed  a  woman^s  hreast — 
*  Sleep  on,  in  visions  of  odour  rest, 
In  halmier  airs  than  ever  yet  stiired 
Th*  enchanted  pile  of  that  lonely  hird. 
Who  sings  at  the  last  his  own' death  lay. 
And  in  nnisic  and  peifbme  dim  owayT  • 
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Thus  saying,  from  faer  JUfM  she  spread 

Unearthly  breathings  througb  Urn  pkiee^ 
And  shook  her  spacklkig  WDesdi,  and  shed 
Snch  lustre  o'er  each  paly  fymte,    .    . 
That  like  two  lovely  saiatSi.  they  seemed 

Upon  the  eve  of  doomsday  .taken 
From  their  dim  graves,  in  odour  sleeping ; — 

While  that  bcaevekait  Pert  beamed: 
Like  their  good  anged,  calmly  beepisg 

Watch  o'er  them»  tttttb^  souls  weuldwitkeB! 


But  mom  is  blushing  in  the  sky.;    .' 

Again  the  Peri  soars  above, 
Bearing  to  heaven  that  precious  si{^    . 

Of  pure,  self-sacrificing  kive,     /    i    .  ■  • 
High  throbbed  her  heart*  widi  hope  elat0> 

The  Elysian  palm  she  soon  shall  win» 
For  the  bright  spirit  at  the  gate 

Smiled  as  she  gave  that  offering  in ;  , 
And  she  already  hears  the  trees 

Of  Eden  with  their  ciystal  bells, 
Ringing  in  that  ambrosial  breeze 

That  from  the  throne  of  Alia  swells } 
And  she  can  eee  the  stairy  bowls  .        , 

That  lie  around  that  lueid  lake^' 
Upon  whose  basks  admitted  souk 

Their  first  sweet  draught  of  glory  t^ike ! 


• 
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But  ah !  6V«ii'P^riVlMiipe6  taps  mn— • 
Again  thelfttw  IMmmI«,  wgan   «^ 
The  immortri  bttrHer  doKwii^-^*  Net  yet,' 
The  angel  said,  as  with  ngtety 
He  shut  from  h«r  that  gfiiApfle  of  giery-^ 
'  True  was  the niaideih  andher eteiy, 
Written  in  KghtdVAlla's  head,  ' 
By  seraph  eyea  citaill  long  he  read. ' 
But,  Peri,  aeei  the  crystal  bar 
Of  Eden  neves  not-— lioH^r  hx 
Than  even  this  sigh  the  boon  must  be 
That  opes  the  gates  of  heaven  for 'diee.' 

Now,  npon  Syria's  land  of  roses 
Softly  the  light  of  eve  reposes, 
And,  like  a  glory,  ^e  broad  sun 
Hangs  over  sainted  Lebanon  ^ 
Whose  head  in  wintry  grandlsnr  towers. 

And  whitens  witli  etertaal  eteet. 
While  summer,  in  a  vale  of  dowers, 

Is  sleeping  rosy  at  his  feet. 

To  one,  who  looked  from  upper  air, 
O  er  all  the  endianted  regions  there, 
How  beauteous  must  have  been  the  glow, 
The  life,  the  sparkling  from  below 
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Fair  gardens,  fining  sUieaiiMy  with  tuaks 
Of  golden  melons  on  ,$beju:  l^ksy  .  - 
More  golden  wbere  the8anlJ£^t|ilU&; .   . 
Gay  lizards  glittering  on  Oie  walls 
Of  mined  abiinesy  bosy  and  l»igbt, 
As  they  were  aU  alive  with  light  ;<*^ 
And,  yet  more  splendid,  numerous  4ocks 
Of  pigeons,  settling  on  the  rocks,. 
With  their  rich  resdess  wings,  tbat.gleam 

Variously  in  the  cpmson  beam,  w     >  . 
Of  the  warin  w^t, — ^  if  inlaid 

With  brilliajEa»  from  the.  mbe^  or  made 
Of  tearless  rainbows,  such  as  span 
The  unclouded  skies  of  Feristan  I  • 
And  then  the  minglmg  sounds  tl^kt  come, 
Of  shepherd's  ancient  reed,  with  hum 
Of  the  wild  bees  of  Palestine, 
Banquetting  through  the  flowery  yale^-rr 
And,  Jordan,  thps^  sweet  bs^ks  of  jfchine, 
And  woods,  so  full  of  nightingales  ! 

But  nought  can  charm  the  luckless  Peri ; 
Her  soul  is  sad — ^her  wpigs  are  weary-*- 
Joyless  she  sees  thcs  sun  look  dowQ . 
On  that  great  temple  once  bis  own, 
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Whose  hmtAf  <»taiBR»«tiai4mil 

Flmgiiig  their  sfaftdoWB  froiii'iMi' 'high 
Like  diak,  wlnek  the  wtetd,  ^Ektie^'  '>" 
Had  raised  to  oettit  Ms  «geft%y  I 

Yet  haply  there  naiy  Ke^coneoled 
Beneath  those  chaxnlNirB  df  the  swer, 

Some  amulet  of  gems,  ttuieaM-  ' 

In  upper  fires,  some  tablet  seided        •    > ' 
With  the  great  namerof'SQlonKm, 
Which,  spelled  by  her  ifinxmned  eyes, 

May  teach  her  where^  beteeath  the  noon, 
In  earth  or  ocean  lies  ihe  bomr,' 

The  charm  that  eflEn'rectt<M:e  so  soon,  - 
An  erring  spirit  to  the  skies! 


»» ..  ■ 


Cheered  by  this  hope  she  bends  hi^r  thither; — 
Still  laughs  the  tadiant  eye  of  heaviin, 
Nor  have  the  gohien  bowers  of  eten    * 

In  the  rich  west  begtm  to  wither ; — 

When,  o*er  the  vale  of  Balbec  winging 

Slowly,  she  seeeca  child  ht  pifay, 

Among  the-  tOsy  wild-flowers  singing, 
As  rosy  and  as  wild  as  they  i 

Chasing,  with  eager  hands' ahd  6ye8,     '^  "  ' 

The  beautiful  blue  damsel-flies 
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That  flattePMl  round  the  jumiMi  vtaniB, 

• 

Like  winged  fl<nr«ff».or.fl|n]ig  gemBA--^ 
And,  near  the  hoy ^  wiiotitcd  miAt  fluff 
Now  nestling  'mid  Ah»TM(e8  kif^ : 
She  saw  a  wearied.maB.disiMiiiU; 

From  his  iMtsteedy  and  un.  tile  (Mritik 
Of  a  small  imaret's  rustic  fount, 

Impatient  ffiag- him  down  <)0  driak.     . 
Then  swift  hk  baggafd  bn>w  ho  tunled 

To  the*  fair  child,  wboiotiiN^.flM^ 
Though  nev^  jet  hitth  ^bay^iMun-  burned 

Upon  a  brow  Hiore  'fitwe  thaftthat^^'— 
Sullenly  fierce— 41  nnxtliiv  diiey       .  ■       • 
Like  thunder-ckMids,iof'£|kM)Mp«fid  fire  I  ■ 
In  which  the  Peri's  eye  caM  ned 
Dark  tales  of  many  a  nrtMwsdeed ; 
The  ruined  maid«*-^theaiiniio-|iro£iQied — 
Oaths  broken— 4md  ihe'tkNtshold  ^tiifted'  • 
With  blood  of  gueals  l-^'thorfr  written,  all, 
Black  as  the  damning  dropf  that  Ml 
From  the  denoniicing  angoTB  pen, 
Ere  mercy  weeps  tliem  ont^again ! 

Yet  tranquil  now  thBtman  o€  crime' 

(As  if  the  balmy  eytaing  time  . .   .  >  . 

Softened  his  spirit),  looked  .and  lay,  • 
Watching  the  rosy  infant's  play : — 
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Thoiigh  B^,  wkene'w  hkefB'bif  ciMBCe 

Fell  on  the  boy'%  ili  IfidghieB  •     ^       >       '^ 

Met  that  wMiimdadf  jojMis  g»e^ 
As  torches,  that  k«re  him|:aU'Mgfat 
Through  some  iwyw>anAgodlwiiite, 

Enconnteff '  nianiiag**  gkiMiM  Myis. 

BmharkI  the  ▼etper-^all  to pn^ner, 

As  slotr  tke  oib  Qi6Bf4tf^  aali, 
Is  rising  sweetly  «ftlkBaii^ 

From  Syria's  thoQaaad  nmiapgf ! 
The  boy  has  started  from  tha  hed 
Of  flowers,  where  W  had  knd  hk  head. 
And  down  upon  tha  fragrant  aod  : 

Kneels,  vith  his  fordiead  to  the  scmth, 
Lisping  the  eternal  nane  of  God 

From  purity's  own  chflmh  moathy 
And  loMagy  while^  hands  and  eyea  - 
Are  lifted  to  the  glowing  akaee, 
Like  a  stray  babe  of  paradise, 
Just  lighted  on  that  flowery  plam, 
And  seeking  for  its  home  i^in  ! 
Oh  Was  a  sight— that  heaven — ^that  child— 
A  scene,  which  might  have  well  beguiled 
Even  haughty  Eblia  of  a  sigh, 
For  glories  lost  and  peace  gone  by  I 

1 
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And  liow  M%  ^.the;  mratdied. 
RediniBg  <iheTO-fn«faile»Bi«iiMiy:  m 
0*er  many  «  jrwi  o£  gdlt  and  stnUe^' . 
Mew  o'er  die^daiio^o^d  ef  Ut  Mfe». 
Nor  foond  0i»nnMi3ri«eiliBgpTfiiliiqe^> 
Nor  broBg^  (hinb^^dk.  oae  bnBdbi«o£  pace  I 
^  There  «%»  a  time^*  he  said  ia  mild 
Heart-humbled  itonea-«-^  thmi  Uesaed  efaildl 
When  young  md  happy,  pure  as  thou, 
I  looked  and  prayed  tik»  thee  ■■ibut  now' — 
He  hui^  his  head^t^each  nobler  aim 

And  hope  and  feeKngy.  which  had  slept 
From  boyhood  hour,  that  instant  came 

Fresh  o'er  himyjmd.fae  wept-^he  wepti 

Bl^t  tears  of  soulffeltpemtence. 

In  whose  bemgn^-  redeeming  flmr- 
Is  felt  the  first,  the  only  sense 

Of  guiltless  joy  t^at  guilt  can  know. 

^  There  is  a  drq»,'  said  the  Peri,  <  tba^  down  from 

the  moon 
Falls  through  the  widMcing  aire  of  Jwie 
Upon  Egypt's  land,  of  so  healing  a  power, 
So  balmy  a  virtue,  that  even  in  the  ho«r 

VOL.  I.  F 
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That  drop  descends,  contagion  idiesy 

And  health  reanimates  earth.and  skies  !— ^ 

Oh  I  is  it  not  thns,  thou  man  of  sin,  . 

The  precious  tears  of  repentance  fidil 
Though  foul  thy  fiery  plagnes  irithin, 

One  heayenly  drop  hath  dispelled  them  all  V 
And  now  hehold  him  kneeling  there. 
By  the  child*s  side  in  humble  prayer. 
While  the  same  sun-beam  shines  upon 
The  guilty  and  the  gnikless.  one, 
And  hymns  of  joy  proclaim  through  heayen. 
The  triumph  of  a  soul  forgiyen  ! 

'Twas  when  the  golden  orb  had  set, 
While  on  their  knees  they  lingered  yet. 
There  fell  a  light,  more  lovely  far  • 

Than  ever  came  from  sun  or  star. 
Upon  the  tear  that  warm  and  meek. 
Dewed  that  repentant  sinner  s  cheek : 
To  mortal  eye  this  light  might  seem 
A  northern  flash  or  meteor  beam — 
But  well  the  enraptured  Peri  knew 
Twas  a  bri^t  smile  the  Angel  threw 
From  heaven  6  gate,  to  hail  that  t^ 
Her  harbinger  of  glory  near  I 
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*  Joy,  joy,  for  eyer  I  my  task  is  done — 
The  gates  are  passed,  and  heaven  is  won ! 
Oh  I  am  I  not  lu4>py  ?  I  am,  I  am — 

To  thee,  sweet  Eden !  how  dark  and  sad 
Are  the  diamond  tmrets  of  Shadukiam, 
And  the  fragrant  bowers  oi  Amberabad  ! 

^  FareweU,  ye  ^ours  of  earth,  that  die, 
Passing  away  like  a  lorer's  sigh  !— 
My  feast  is  now  of  the  Tooba  tree, 
Whose  scent  is  the  breath  of  Eternity ! 

*  FareweU,  ye  vanishing  flowers,  that  i^ne 
In  my  fairy  wreath,  so  bright  and  brief, — 

Oh  I  what  ai'e  the  biightest  that  e*er  have  blown, 
To  the  lota  tree,  springing  by  AUa's  throne, 
Whose  flowers  have  a  soul  in  every  leaf ! 
Joy,  joy,  for  ever  1  my  task  is  done — 
The  gates  are  passed,  and  heaven  is  won  I' 

Moore, 


^2 
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THE  BETRei^PSEW* 


'  Bwiuld*  W  'UJtiMiii^  'Miifwe ' 


Of  early  love,  and  then  infer  its  worth. 
It  was  an  eve  of  Avtomn^s  faofiest  nfood ; 
The  com  fields,  bathed  in  Cynthia's  silver  Kglfty 
Stood  ready  for  the  reaper  s  gathering  httvd  t 
And  all  the  winds  slept  soondly^  nature  seemed; 
In  silent  contemplation,  to  adore 
Its  Maker :  now  and  then  the  aged  leaf 
Fell  horn  its  feflows,  rostling  to  the  gvoond ; 
And,  as  it  fell,  bade  man  think  on  his  end. 
On  vale  and  lake^  on  wood  and  monntain  higfa^ 
With  pensive  wing  outspread,-  sat  heavenly  thought 
Conversing  with  itself:  Vesper  looked  forth ' 
From  ont  her  western  hermitage,  and  smiled ; 
And  up  the  east  unclouded  rode  the  Moon 
With  all  her  stars,  gazing  on  earth  intense, 
As  if  she  saw  some  wonder  walking  there. 
Such  was  the  night — so  lovely,  still,  serene ; 
When  by  a  hermit  thorn  that  on  the  hill 
Had  seen  a  hundred  flowery  ages  pass, 
A  damsel  kneeled  to  offer  up  her  prayer ; 
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Her  prayer  nig^y  ofiered,  nightly,  beard. 
This  ancient  thorn  hid/been  the.  nMeting  phu;e 
Of  love,  before  hiseovntry's  voice  had  caUed 
The  ardent.yinlh:ta£«kig  of  honour  iiu* 
Beyond  the  jtmwe.  -iJknd  hither  bow  lepamd, 
%htly,  thofiyudiyJby.  God's  aU.4neing^ye 
Seen  only,  whikiehevapiig^t  this. boon  alonie  *-^ 
Her  lover  8  sflfi^yveBdr  his  quick  return. 

^11  holy,  humbl^ialtttiide  she  kneded ; 

A.nd  to  her  hoamOfiiui^m  moon^beain,  pressed 

One  hand,  the  other  lifted  np  to  Heaven ; 

^er  eyes  uptomed,  br^t  as  the  star  of  mom, 

<*^s  violet  meek,  exoessive  ardour  screamed, 

A^afting  away  her  earnest  heart  to  God. 

ller  voice  scarce  uttered ;  <  soft  as  -sephyr  sighs 

On  m(Hi2ing<  lily's  dieek ;  tho*  soft  and  kyw — 
^et  heard  in  heaven,  heard  at  the  merey^seat. 
A  tear-drop^  wandered  on  her  lovely  face ;  - 
It  was  a  tear  of  faith,  and  holy^^  ifear, 
Pare  as  the  drops  that  hang  at  dawning-time, 
On  yonder  willows  by  the  stream  of  life. 
On  her  the  moon  looked  stedfastly ;  the  stars, 
That  circle  nightly  round  the  eternal  throne. 
Glanced  down,  well  pleased ;  and  everlasting  love 
Gave  gracious  audience  to  her  prayer  sincere. 
0  had  her  lover  seen  her  thus  alone, 

f3 
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Thns  holy,  wrestliiig  thus,  and  aU  for  him  t 

Nor  did  he  not :  for  oft-times  Providenoe, 

With  unexpected  joy  the  fervent  pimyer 

Of  &ith  surprised  :«^retiiraed'fn>m  long  d^y^ 

With  glory  crowned  of  righteous  actions  won^ 

The  sacred  thom  to  memory  dear,  first  sought 

The  youth,  and  found  it  at  the  hi4>py  hour, 

Just  when  the  damsel  kneded  herself  to  pray* 

Wrapt  in  devotion,  pleading  with  her  God, 

She  saw  him  not,  heard  not  his  foot  appsoach. 

All  holy  images  seemed  teo  impmre 

To  emblem,  her  he  saw.    A  seraph  kneeled^ 

Beseeching  for  his  ward,  before  the  thccme' 

Seemed  fittest,  pleased  hka  beet.     Sweet  was  the  though 

But  sweetei^stiU  the  kind,  remembrance  came. 

That  she  was  flei^  and  blood,  formed  for  himself,. 

The  plighted  partner  <^  his  future  life. 

And  as  they  met,  embraced,  and  sat  embow^ed 

In  woody  chambers  of  the  starry  night ; — 

Spirits  of  love  about  them  ministered. 

And  God  approving,  blessed  the  holy  joy. — 
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TO  MY  MOTHER. 

* 

And  canst  thou,  Mbtlier,  for  n  moment  think, 
That  we,  thy  children,  when  old  age  shim  d^d 
Its  blanching  honours  on  thy  weary  head. 

Could  from  our  best  of  duties  e^er  shrink  ? 

Sooner  l^e  sun  from  his  high  sphefe  should  sink 
Than  we  ungmtelVil,  lea^e  ihee  in  that  day, 
To  pine  in  solitude  thy  life  away. 

Or  shun  thee,  tottering  on  the  grave  s  cold  brink : 

Banish  the  thought ! — ^where'er  our  steps  may  roan, 
O'er  smiling  plains,  or  wastes  without  a  tree. 
Still  will  fond  memory  point  oar  hearts  to  thee, 

And  paint  the  pleasures  of  thy  peaceful  home ; 
While  duty  bids  us  all  thy  grief  assuage, 
And  smooth  the  pillow  of  thy  sinking  age* — 

ff.K.  WhiU. 


TO  A  DYING  CHRISTIAN, 

Parting  soul !  the  flood  awaits  thee, 
And  the  billows  round  thee  roar ; 


Yet  look  on — ^the  crystal  city 
Stands  on  yon  celestial  shore  I 
There  are  crowns  and  thrones  of  |^lory> 
,  There  the  liTing  waters  glide. 
There  the  just  i»  shining  lainenl^ 
Wandar  hy  EmmmmeXa  nde. 

Linger  not-^^^ie  streani^  is  narrow^ 
Though:  its  ooM  dark  wipers  rise ; 
He  who  passed  the  flebd  hetoe  the^ 
Guides  thy  path  to  yender  skies  i 
Hark  I  the  sound  of  Angels  hynlmng* 
RoUs^  hannenio«»  oW  thine-  ear ; 
Seel  the  walls«iid^ldenp<Mrtals 
Through  the  mist  of  death  a^ear. 

Soul  adieu — this  glodmy  sojourn 
Holds  thy  captive  feet  no  more ;. 
FMi  is  dropt,  and  sin  forsaken^ 
Sorrow  done,  and  weeping  o*er. 
Thro'  the  tears  thy  friends  are  shedding^ 
Smiles  of  hope  serenely  shine  ; 
Not  a  friend  i^emains  behind  thee, 
But  would  change  his  lot  for  thine. 

JEdmeston, 
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PRAYER. 

Prayer  is  the-soml's  6iiic«:<e  desire, 

Unuttered'*er  ^expressed ; 
The  motion  of  n-  hidden  fire, 

That  trembles  in  the  breast. 

Phiy^  is  the  burtlien  of  a  sigh, 

The  foUiag  of  a  tc^ ; 
The  upward  glancing  of  an  eye, 

When  none  but  God  is  near. 

Prayer  is  the  simplest  form  of  speech 

That  iniiEmt  lips  can  try; 
Prayer  the  svd>limest  strains  that  reach 

The  Majesty  on  high. 

Prayer  is  the  Christian's  vital  breath, 
The  Christian's  native  air ; 

His  watchword  at  the  gates  of  death  ; 
He  enters  heaven  by  prayer. 

Pmyer.  ia  the  contrite  sinner  s  voice, 
Retumii^  from  his  ways ; 
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While  Angels  in  their  songs  rejoice. 
And  say,  *  Behold,  he  prays  V 

The  saints  in  prayer  appear  as  one 

In  word,  and  deed^  and  muM^ 
When  with  the  Father  a^d  his  Son 

Their  fellowship  they  find^ 

Nor  prayer  is  made  on  earth  alone> 

The  Holy  Spirit  plettdft; 
And  Jesus  on  the  eternal  dirone 

For  sinners  intercedes*. 

O  thou  hy  whom  we  come  to  God, 

The  Life,  the  Truth,  the  Way  ; 
The  path  of  pray^  thyself  hath  trode  ; 

Lord  ieadi  us  bow  to  pttiy. 

Montgomery. 


THE  MOTHER'S  LAMENT. 

Pale  and  cold  is  the  che^k  that  fny  kisses  x>ft  pressed, 
And  quenched  is  the  beam  ^  tham  brigivt' sparkling  eye ' 
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For  the  aonli  wfaiok  its  iimoceiU.g^«l|CM  confessed, 
Has  flown  to  its  God  and  its  Father  on  high. 

No  more  shall  the  accents,  whose  tones  were  more  dear 
Than  the  sweetest  of  sounds  eren  mnsic.can  make, 

In  notes  full  of  tenderness  fall  on  my  ear ; 

If  I  catch  them  in  dreams,  all  is  still  when  J  wake ! 

Nd  more  the  gay  smiles  that  those  features  displayed, 
Shall  transiently  light  up  their  own  mirth  in  mine; 

Yet,  though  these,  and  much  more,  be  now  covered  in 
shade^ 
I  must  not,  I  cannot,  and  dare  not  repine. 

However  enchantingly  flattering  and  fair. 

Were  the  hopes,  that  for  thee,  I  had  ventured  to  build. 
Can  a  frail,  finite  mortal  presume  to  declare 

That  the  future  those  hopes  would  have  ever  fulfilled  ? 

In  the  world  thou  hast  left,  there  is  much  to  allure 
The  most  innocent  spirit  from  virtue  and  peace : 

Hadst.  thou  lived^  would  thy  own  have  been  equally  pure» 
And  guileless,  and  baj^y^  in  age's  increase  ? 

Temptatip^  or  sooner  or  l^r,  tuid  fpund  ,thee ; 
Perhaps  had  seduce^  thee  from  pathways  of  light ; 
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Till  the  d«ik  doad^of  t«ee^f;allieiiiig'gioo»Oyim«idtl^ 
Had  enwfapt  thee  toir  evdr  in  honror  «&d  night. 

Bat  now^*  ia  the  loreUest  bloom  of  the  soul. 
While  the  heart  yet  wai  panglessy  laid  trae^  and  ma» 
stained ; 

Ere  the  -world  one  Tain  wish  hj  its  witcheriee  stole^ 
What  it  could  not  confer,  thou  for  ever  hast  gained  ! 

Like  a  dew^drop^  idssed  off  by  the  aiihV  morning  beanie 
A  brief,  but  a  bettnteoos  exmtence  mm  given ; 

Thy  soul  seemed  to  come  down  to  earth,  in  a  dream, 
And  only  to  wake,  when  ascended  to  heaven  I 

Barton. 


THE  HOUR  OF  DISTRESS, 

O  'tis  not  v^hile  the  fairy-breeze  fans  the  green  ocean. 
That  the  safety  and  strength  of  the  hktk  can  be  shewn  ; 

And  'tis  not  in  prosperity's  hour  the  devotion, 
The  fervour  and  troth  df  a  friend  can  be  known. 
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No !  ibeinHDliinitt  beproyed  wkenVfte  tempest  it  howl* 

Wheft'dangien  and  monntain^wftTBiB  dose  on  her  jNresa ; 
Hie  friendy  when  ike^  tky  of  udwetnisfB  seowling, 

For  the  touchstone  of  friendship's — ^the  honr  of  disfress. 


When  prosperity  8  day-star  beams  clear  and  nncloudedy 
Then- ^thonsaads  : will  mingle  (heir  ahonts  ronnd  its 
throne. 

But  oh  I  let  it»  Kgkt  for  one  iBoment  be  shrouded, 

And  the  smiles  of  thefidthlescM-^Iike  shadows  are  gone. 

Then  comes  the  tme  ^end,  who  to  gnile  is  a  stranger, 
The  lone  one  benignly  to  sooth  and  caress, 

While  his  smile  like  the  beacon -light  blazing  in  danger^ 
Sheds  a  beam  o*er  the  gloom  of  the  hour  of  distress. 

O  *ti8  sweet  'mid  the  horrors  of  bleak-  desolation. 
While  pleasure  and  hope  seem  eternally  flown. 

When  the  heart  is  first  lit  by  the  dear  consolation. 
That  a  haven  of  happiness  yet  may  be  won. 

Grief  fades  like  the  night^dovid,  bliss  midges  with  sorrows, 
When  the  first 'sunny  rays  linrough  the  daxicness  appear. 

And  the  rainbow  of  hope  beameiii  brighi  as  it  borrows 
All  its  splendour  and  light  from  a  mnlo^nd  a  tear. 


1S4  d(HE  POtTICAtmLAVGlC. 

O  'tis  lliey  whose life'spalli Ins  been  donded and  die«r- 
les8 
That  can  feel  the  Ml  bvrat  of  pwe  transport  sad  bliss. 
When  the  trusted  and  tried  fiiend  conies  ready  and  fear- 
less 
Their  woes  to  relieve  in  the  hour  of  distress. 

P^t  griefs  may  yet  dease  to  be  thought  on,  bat  never 
Can  time  make  the  feeling  of  gratitude  leas ; 

May  the  blessing  of  God  rest  fmr  ever  and  ever 
On  him  who  forsook  not  in  honrs  ^  distress  ! 

Goldie. 


A  FRAGMENT. 

O  leave  the  lily  on  its  stem, 

O  leave  the  rose  upon  the  spray, 

O  leave  the  elder'^'bloom}  fair  maid^ 
And  listen  to  my  lay. 

A  cypress  and- a  myrtle  bough 

This  morn  around  my  harp  you  twined, 
Because  it  fashioned  mournfully, 

Its  murmurs  in  the  wind. 
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And  now  a  tale  of  love  and  woe, 

A  woeful  tale  of  love  I  sing ; 
Hark,  gentle  maidensy  hark  I  it  ogbsy 

And  trembles  on  the  atring. 

But  most,  my  own  dear  Grenevieve, 

It  sighs  and  trembles  most  for  thee  I 
O  come  and  hear  what  cruel  wrongs. 

Befell  the  dark  Ladie. 

Few  sorrows  hath  she  of  her  awn, 

My  hope,  my  joy,  my  Genevieve,. 
She  loves  me  best  whene'er  1  sing 

The  songs  that  made  her  grieve. 

AH  thoughts,  aU  passions,  all  deiiglitsv 

Whatev«*  stirs  this  mortal  frame, 
All  are  but  ministers  of  love, 

And  feed  his  sacred  flame^ 

O  ever  in  my  waking  dreams 

I  dwell  upon  that  happy  hour. 
When  midway  on  the  mount  I  sat, 

Beside  the  ruined  tower. 


1^  THB  rOSTIOAL'MKrAMOK* 


Tlie  moonshine  tldaliBg 

Had  blended  witii  ihe  %ht»  ol«Te ; 
And  she  was  AeiPByiaf  h€f^'4Uf  jof^ 

My  own  dear  Geaevievei. 

She  leaned  agaumtthe  aniieil  Maut 
The  statne  of  liltf  an&«d*4Miig4it ; 

She  stood  aad  tistened  ta*  ny  harp. 
Amid  the  lingering  light. 

I  played  a  sadoRd doleM air, 
I  sung  an  old  and  moring.  story ; 

An  old  rude  song,  that  fitted  wdl 
The  ruins  wild  and  hoary. 

She  listened  with  a  flitting  hhishy 

With  downcast  eyes  and  modest  grace^ 

For  well  she  knew  I^could-not  choose 
But  gaze  upon  her  face. 

I  told  her  of  the  kn^t  who  wore 
Upon  his  shield  a  bmrniag  bisnd : 

And  how  for.  ten  long  yeaca  he  wooed 
The  Ladie  of  the  land. 
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I  tddher  konviJieipmed:  tiidali^ 
The  deep,  thelow,  the  jdeaduig  t«iie> 

In  which  I  tM  another  ftioye» 
Interpreted  my  own  I 

She  listened  with  miktia^hlnAf 
With  downcast  eyes  and* modest  gxace ; 

And  she  forgave  me  that  I  gaaed 
Too  fondly  on  her  fooe.  ' 

But  when  I  told  the  Gnid>  seofn^ 
That  crazed  diis  bold  and  loirely  koight^ 

And  how  he  roamed  the  nKrantaiB  woodsy 
Not  rested  tlay  nor  night : 

And  how  he  erossed  the  woodiaan  s  path^ 
Through  briars  and  swampy  miosses  beat» 

How  boughs,  reboimdiiig^  scoorg^  his-  lindis». 
And  low  stubs  gored  his  feet  i 

How  som^imes  from'  the  savaga  dan, 
And  scaiiBtimes^fvom-'thefdarkaome-shade^ 

And  sometiBMB  sSarting  >up  atimce 
In  green  and  sunny  |^e» 
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There  came  and  loolndlKni  in  ifto  ime  • : 
Ad  Aagsl  beantifiil  and  Wiglity 

And  how  he  knew  it'^pata  ind) 
This  miserable  knight  I 

And  how,  anknowingwha*  he  did, 
He  \eupt  amid  a  lawless  band, 

And  saved,  from  oatrage  worse  than  dealh^ 
The  Laudie  of  the  land. 

And  how  she  wep*  and  elasped  bis  kneesy. 

And  bow  she  tended  hkn  in  wn, 
And  meekly  sunve  to  expiate 

The  scorn  that  craned  bis  brain : 

And  how  she  nnned  him  in  a  cave. 
And  how  his  madness  went  away> 

When,  on  the  yellow  forest  leayes, 
A  dying  man  he  lay  r 

His  dying  words— -bnt  when  I  reached 
That  tendroeat  stndn  of  all  the  ditty. 

My  fiinltering  voicei  and  pansing  harp. 
Disturbed  her  soul  with  pity. 
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All  impulses  of  soul  and  sense 

Had  ^Drilled  my  g^aildess  Grenenere, 
The  music  and  the  d<Mal  tale, 

The  rich  and  bahny  eve  ; 

And  hopes,  and  fears  that  kindle  kopey 

An  undistingttishahle  throngs  ' 
And  gentle  wishes  long  subdued, 

Subdued  and  cherished  long : 

She  wept  with  pity  and  delight:— 
She  bhuhed  with  lore  and  maiden  sfaame^ 

And,  like  the  murmur  of  a  dream, 
I  heard  her  breathe  my  name. 

I  saw  her  bosom  heare  and  swdl, 

Heave  and  swell  with  inward  sighs — 
I  could  not  choose  but  love  to  see 

Her  gentle  bosom  rise. 

Her  wet  cheek  glowed,  nhe-  steptt  aside^ 

As  conscious  of  my  look  she  stept. 
Then  suddenly  wilJi  timorous  eje- 

She  flew  to  me  and  wepU. 
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She  half  inclosed  bm^  witb-fait  anBs— 
She  pfa89^d.llle<  iri^Mimotk'  embfKe, 

And  bending  back  heft  hid»  lariced  up. 
And  gazed  upon  m|F  fiwe. 

Twas  partlyldveaiid  partiisf  fear, 
And  partly  'tim  «  faaihftil  art. 

That  1  might  rathw^fiMlsjlhaa  see 
The  swelling  oCAMhr, heart ! 

I  calmed  her  fears^  and  aba  was  cahn. 
And  tfftld- her  love iwith  virgin  pride; 

And  thus  I  won. my  Genevieve, 
My  bright  and  beanteoua  bride  ! 

And  now  once  more  a  tale  of  woe, 

A  woeful  tale  of  love  I  sing, 
For  thee,  my  Gnenevieve  I  it  sighs 

And  trembles  on  the  string. 

When  kst  I  sung  the  cruel  acorn 

That  erased  this  bold  and  lovely  knight, 

And  how  he  roamed  the  mountain  woods, 
Nor  rested  day  nor  night : 
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I  promised  thee  a  nsteivtale 

Of  mni'e  perfidious  cmdty; 
Come,  then,  and  hear  what  cmel  wroog 

Befell  the  dark  Ladies 

^        *        *        *        *        * 

Coleridge, 


KILMENY. 

Bomiy  KUmeny  gaed  up  the  glen  ? 

But  it  wasna  to  meet  Dtitiemi'»iiiea,-' 

Nor  the  rosy  monk  of  the  ide  to«see^ 

For  Kihneny  was  pore  as>  pui^  conld^be. 

It  was  only  to  hear  the  Yorlin  sibi^, 

And  pn'  the  cress^flower  )roimd  the'Sprm^ ; 

The  scarlet  hypp  and  ihe^hindherrye, 

And  the  nut  that  hang  frae  the  hazel  tree ; 

For  Kilroeny  was  puce  as  puM  could' hei>  - 

But  lang  may  her  nmmy 'lo«k< o'er  the  "wa^ 

And  lang  may  she  seek-i'^thei  green•^Aroed'shaw;' 

Lang  the  laird  of  DummhbiiM^ 

And  lang,  lang  greet  orK^ilMieiiy  oeme-hame!' 

When  many  a  day  IumI  coifte  aad'flei^ 
When  grief  grew  calm,  and  hope  was  dead, 
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When  mass  for  Kilmeny's  soul  had  been  ianing/ 

When  the  bedes-man  had  |Nrayed,  and  the  dead-bell  rottii-'/ 

Late,  late  in  a  gloamin  when  all  was  still, 

When  the  innge  was  red  on  the  weettin  hill, 

The  wood  was  sere,  the  moon  i  the  wane, 

The  reek  o'  liie  cot  hnng  over  the  plain. 

Like  a  little  wee  cloud  in  the  world  its  lane ; 

When  the  ingle  glowed  with  an  eiry  leme. 

Late,  late  in  the  gloamin  Kilmeny  came  hame ! 

*  Kilmeny,  Kilmeny,  where  have  you  been  ? 
Lang  hae  we  sought  baith  holt  and  den : 
By  linn,  by  ford,  and  green-wood  tree. 
Yet  yoti  are  halesome  and  fair  to  see. 
Wh«^  gat  you  that  joup  o*  the  lily  scheen  ? 
That  bonny  snood  of  the  birk  so  green  I 
And  these  roses,  the  fairest  that  ever  were  seen  ? 
Kilmeny,  Kilmeny,  where  have  you  been  ?* 

Kilmeny  looked  up  with  a  lovely  grace, 
But  nae  smile  was  seen  on  Kilmeny*s  face ; 
As  still  was  her  look^  and  as  still  was  her  ee. 
As  the  stillness  that  lay  on  the  emerant  lea, 
Or  the  mist  that  sleeps  on  a  wavelees  sea ; 
For  Kilmeny  had  been  she  knew  not  where. 
And  Kilmeny  had  seen  what  she  could  not  dedare ; 
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^  j^    Kilmeny  had  l>een  where  the  cock  noYer  crew, 

AWhprc  the  rain  never  fell^  and  the  wind  never  blew : 

But  it  seemed  as  the  harp,  of  the  aky  ksid  rung, 

And  the  airs  of  heaven  played  round  her  tongue^ 

When  she  spake  of  the  lovely  forms  she  had  seen, 

And  a  land  where  sin  had.  never  been ; 

A  land  of  love,  and  a  land  of  light, 

Withouten  sun,  or  moon,  or  night ; 

Where  the  river  swa'd  a  living  stream, 

And  the  light  a  pure  celestial  beam : 

The  land  of  vision  it  would  seem, 

A  still,  an  everlasting  dream. 

In  yon  green-wood  there  is  a  waik. 
And  in  that  waik  there  is  a  wene,  ^ 

And  ^  that  wene  there  is  a  maike, 
That  neither  has  flesh,  blood,  nor  bane ; 

And  down  in  yon  green-wood  he  walks  his  lane. 

In  that  green  wene  Kilmeny  lay. 
Her  bosom  happed  wi'  the  flowerets  gay ; 
But  the  air  was  soft  and  the  silence  deep. 
And  bonny  Kilmeny  fell  sound  asleep, 
She  kend  nae  mair,  nor  opened  her  ee, 
*Iin  waked  by  the  hymns  of  a  fiur  countrye. 


•  1*  I, 


144  THE  POBTIGAI.  lifBLANOE. 

She  'wakened  cm  a  covoli  of  the  ailkvae^iiiiit 
All  striped  wi*  the  ban  of  4fae  rakilMir'^nni ;  l|pf 

And  lovely  beings  ronnd  wMrerifet 
Who  erst  had  tiwrdled  mortal  l^fie^ 
And  aye  they  smiled,  and>-gaii  to  apeer,- 
'  What  spirit  has  broaght  this  mortal  iwre  ?' 

'  Lang  have  I  jonmeyed  the  wwld' wide/ 
A  meek  and  reverend  toe  repHed ; 
^  Baith  night  and  day  I  have  watth^d  the  ^ur, 
Eident  a  thousand  years  and  mair. 
Yes,  I  have  watched  o*er  ilk  degree,' 
Wherever  blooms  femenitye ; 
But  sinless  virgin,  free  of  stain 
In  mind  and  body,  fend  I  nane. 
Never,  since  the  banquet  of  time, 
Found  I  VL,  virgin  in  her  prime, 
Till  late  thin  bonny  maidm  I  saw 
As  spotless  as  the  morning  snaw : 
Full  twenty  years  she  has  lived  as  £ree 
As  the  spirits  that  sojourn  this  cooatrye : 
I  have  brought  her  away  frae  ^e  snttres  of  men, 
That  sin  or  death  she  never  may  kMi/-— 

They  clasped  her  waist  and- her  handft  aae  fan*, 

They  kissed  her  cheek,  and  they  kemed  her  hair, 

2 
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And  round  came  numy  a  Uoooniig  fett^i 

a^lkg, '  Bonny  KflmM]^  ye*P6'^tpelnoMQi  tet  I 

Women  are  freed  of  the  Jittoid  aooras 

Oy  blessed  be  tbe  day  Kilmeiiy  itrosimrm  I 

Now  shall  the  land  of  ihespirite  see. 

Now  shall  it  ken  what  a  wmnan  nagp  ba  I 

Many  a  lang  year  in  sorrow  and  pain, 

Many  a  lang  year  throaf^  the  world  we've  ganO)  . . 

Commissioned  to  watch  fair  woBimkind^ 

For  it*8  they  who  nurice  the  iramortel  JDmd» 

*  We  have  watched  their  «t^  as  the  dnrnhig  ihaneiy 

And  deep  in  the  green-wiood  wattn  akae ; 

By  lily  bower  and  silken  bed, 

The  viewless  tears  have  o*er  them  shed ; 

Have  soothed  their  ardent  mindB  to  sleepy 

Or  left  the  couch  of  love  to  weep. 

We  have  seen  I  we  have  seen  1  hmt  the  time  must  oome. 

And  the  angels  will  weep  at  the  day  of  doom  ! 


<  O,  would  the  fairest  of  mortal  kind 
Aye  keep  the  hoiy  truths  in  nind. 
That  kindred  spirits  their  BiotioBs  aee, 
Who  watch  their  ways  wifth  aoixious  ee» 
And  grieve  for  the  gwflt  of  bmaaBitye  I 

VOL.  I.  e 
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O,  sweet  to  heaven  the  imddai'i  jnrayer,  ,.,.. 

And  the  aigh  thittheaves  a  bosom  «ae  ftk  I.  . .  4||^. 

And  dear  to  heaven  the  words  of  tnith, 
And  the  praise  of  virtne  ftae  beanty^s  .ngK>uth  I 
And  dear  to  the  viewless  forms,  of  air. 
The  minds  that  kyA  as  the  body  ftdr  I  . 

^  Oy  homy  Kihneny  I  &ee  frae  stain. 
If  ever  you  seek  the  worid  again. 
That  world  of  sin,  of  sorrow  and  fear, 
O,  tell  of  the  joys  that  are  waiting  here ; 
And  tell  of  the  signs  you  shall  shortly  see ; 
Of  the  times  that  are  now^  and  the  limes  that  diall  be.'-^ 

♦ 

They  lifted  Kilmeny,  they  led  her  away« 
And  she  walked  in  die  tight  of  a  sunless  day : 
The  sky  was  a  dome  of  crystal  bright, 
The  fomitain  of  vision,  and  fountain  of  light : 
The  emerald  fields  were  of  dazaliug  glow,- 
And  the  flowers  of  everlasting  blow. 
Then  deep  in  the  stream  her  body  they  laid, 
Hm*  her  youth  and  beauty  never  might  fade ; 
And  they  smiled  on  heaven,  when  they  saw  her  lie  , , 

In  the  stream  of  life  that  wand^^  bye. 
And  she  heard  a  song,  she  heard  it  sung. 
She  kend  not  where ;  but  sae  sweetly  it  rung, 
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It  fell  on  her  ear  like  a  dream  of  the  mom : 
*  0 !  blessed  be  the  day  Kilmeny  was  borli  I 
Now  shall  the  land  of  the  spirits  see, 
Now  shall  it  ken  what  a  woman  may  be ! 
The  sun  that  ishines  on  the  world  sae  bright, 
A  borrowed  gleid  frae  the  fountain  of  light ; 
And  the  moon  that  sleeks  the  sky  sae  dun, 
Like  a  gouden  bow,  or  a  beamless  sun, 
Shall  wear  away,  and  be  seen  nae  mair. 
And  the  angels  shall  miss  ^em  travelling  the  air. 
But  lang,  lang  after  baitk  night  and  day. 
When  the  sun  and  the  world  hare  died  away ; 
When  the  sinner  has  gane  to  his  waesome  doom, 
Kilmeny  shall  smile  in  eternal  bloom  I* — 

They  bore  her  away,  she  wist  not  how. 
For  she  felt  not  arm  nor  rest  below ; 
But  so  swift  they  wained  her  through  the  light, 
*Twa8  like  the  motion  of  sound  or  sight ; 
They  seemed  to  split  the  gales  of  air. 
And  yet  nor  gale  nor  breeze  was  there. 
Unnumbered  groves  below  them  grew. 
They  came,  they  past,  and  backward  flew, 
Like  floods  of  blossoms  gliding  on. 
In  moment  seen,  in  moment  gone. 

g2  , 
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O,  never  vales  to  mortal  view» 

Appeared  like  thoee  o'er  which  thejr  flew  I 

That  land  to  human  spirils  givfSy 

The  lowermost  vales  of  the  ■ftoviiid  heaven ; 

From  thence  they  ean  view  the  world  below. 

And  heavens  blue  gates  with  sapphins  grow. 

More  glory  yet  viuneat  to  know. 

They  bore  her  far  to  a  moaatain  green, 
To  see  what  mortal  never  had  aeea ; 
And  they  seated  her  higli  on  a  purple  sward. 
And  bade  her  heed  what  she  saw  and  heard. 
And  note  the  changes  the  spirifeB  wrought. 
For  now  she  lived  in  the  land  of  thoaght. 
She  looked,  and  she  saw  nor  sun  nor  sides, 
But  a  crystal  dome  of  a  thovtand  dies : 
She  looked,  and  she  saw  nae  land  aright. 
But  an  endless  whiri  of  glory  and  li^t : 
And  radiant  beings  went  and  came 
Far  swifter  than  wind,  or  the  linked  flame. 
She  hid  her  een  frae  the  dazaling  view ; 
She  looked  again,  and  the  scene  was  new. 

She  saw  a  sun  on  a  summer  sky, 
And  clouds  of  amber  sailing  bye; 
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A  lovely  land  beneath  her  lay, 

And  that  land  had  gleng  and  nwimtaiiii  gray ; 

And  that  land  had  valieys  and  hoiury  piles, 

And  marled  seas,  and  a  thottMnd  \»\m ; 

Its  fields  were  speckled,  its  forests  green, 

And  its  lakes  were  aU  of  the  daanHSmg  she^n, 

Like  magic  mirrors,  where  slumbering  lay 

The  sun  and  the  sky  and  the  ck)iidlet  gray ; 

Which  heaved  and  trembled,  and  gently  swung, 

On  every  shore  they  seedied  to  be  iiung  i    . 

For  there  they  were  seen  oa  their  dewnward  Iplaui 

A  thousand  t}mit»  aifed  «  thousand  a^^ ; 

In  winding  lake  and  {ikeid  ficdi,. 

Little  peaceful  heavens,  iii  the.  bosein  of  earth. 


Kilmeny  sighed,. amd  seemed  to  grieve, 
For  she  fomid  her  haarl  to  that  land  did  cleave; 
She  saw  the  corn  wave  on  the  vale, 
She  saw  the  deer  run  down  the  dale ; 
She  •saw  the  pkid  and  the  bvoa4  ckyriidre^ 
And  the  brows  that  the  badge  of  freedom  here ; 
And  she  thoi^ht  she  had  seen  the  land  befbfe«4' 

'  ■  .  ■ 

She  saw  a  lady  sit  ^  ■»  tfaraae, 
The  fairest  that  ever  the  sail  sAfeone  o*  { 
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A  li<m  licked  her  hand  of  n\i&, 
And  she  held  him  in  a  leiah  of  lilk ; 
And  a  leifu*  maiden  stood  at  h&  knee^ 
With  a  silver  wand  and  melting  ee ; 
Her  sovereign  shield  till  love  stole  in» 
And  poisoned  all  the  fount  within.. 

Then  a  gruff  vntoward  bede»-Bi«n  came. 
And  hundit  the  Hon  on  his  dame ; 
And  the  guardian  macid  wi'  the  daumtlesfr  ee^ 
She  dropped  a  tear,  and  lefi  her  knee ; 
And  she  saw  till  the  queen  firae  the  Hen  fled. 
Till  the  bonniest  flower  of  the  world  lay  dead ; 
A  coffin  was  set  on  a  distant  plain. 
And  she  saw  the  red  blood  fall  like  rain : 
Then  bonny  Kilmeny «  heart  grew  sair. 
And  she  turned  away,  and  could  look  hae  mair. 

Then  the  gruff  grim  carie  gimed  amain, 
And  they  trampled  him.  down,  but  he  rose  again  ; 
And  he  baited  the  lion  to  deeds  of  weir. 
Till  he  lapped  the  blood  to  the  kingdom  dear ; 
And  weening  his  head  was  danger-preef, 
When  crowned  with  the  rose  and  dover  leaf, 
He  gowled  at  the  carle,  and  chased  him  away 
To  feed  wi'  the  deer  on  the  mountain  gray. 


.■  f 


THE  POETICAL  MELANGE.  1$1 

He  gowled  at  the  earle,  and  he  gecked  at  heaven^ 
But  his  mark  was  aet,  and  his  arlea  f^rm* 
Kilmeny  a  while  her  een  withdreiilr ;  ><  ^ 

She  looked  again,  and  the  scene 'Wis 


She  saw  below  her  i«r  unfiuied 
One  half  of  all  the  glowing  worlds 
Where  oceans  rolled,  and  risers  ran^ 
!f o  bound  the  aims  of  sinful  man. 
She  saw  a  people,  fierce  and  felly  • 
Burst  frae  their  bounds  like  fiends  «f  heUl ;  '  > 
There  lilies  grew,  and.  the  eUgle  "flew. 
And  she  herked  on  ]ierfa(feiiing'Ci*ewv 
Till  the  cities  and  towers  were  wrapt  in  a  blaze, 
And  the  thunder  it  roiared  o'er  llie  kuKk  and  the  seas.  ' 
The  widows  they  waHed^  and  the  red  blood  ran, 
Add  she  threatened  an  end  to  the^rabe  of  man*:    - 
She  never  lened,  nor  stood  in  awie, 
Till  claught  by  the  lion's  deacHypaw.: 
Oh  I  then  the  eagle  swmked  for  life, 
And  brainzelled  up  a  mortal  strife ; 
But  flew  she  north,  or  flew  she  souths 
She  met  wi'  the  gowl  of  the  lion's  mouth. 

■  •'  '  .  .  . 

With  a  mooted  wing  and  waefii'  maen^ 
The  eagle  sought  her  eiry  again ; 
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Bat  lang  riisjr  iKe  cMrtr  in  het  Uoodj  aett^ 
And  lang,  lang  skek'lier  wovidM  breHl^ 
Before  she  sey  another  iiglit» 
To  play  wi*  the  iNnteid  Monl^  nig&t. 


Bat  to  sing  the  sights  KSmeay 
So  far  surpassing  natore'ar  Ikw> 
The  singer^B  roice  wad  nnk  away. 
And  the  string  of  his  harp  wad  oeaae  to  play. 
But  she  saw  till  the  sorrows  «f  nut  wore  bf9y 
And  all  was  lo^e  knd  hamioiiy : 
Till  the  stars  of  hearea  Ml  cahnly  away. 
Like  the  flakes  of  sna«r  on  a  wnitvr^by* 


Than  Kilmeny  b^iggid  again  tt 
The  friendaiiriie  had  left  iftherowii  conntrye, 
To  tell  of  die  piaee  where  she  had  been, 
And  the  glories  that  lay  in  the  land  aneeen ; 
To  warn  the  living  moiieni  futy 
The  loyed  of  heaven,  the  sptrits'  care^ 
That  all  whose  minds  oxuneled  rennin 
Shall  bloom  in  beauty  when  time  is  gane.. 

With  distant  mnsic,  soft  and  deep, 
They  lulled  Kilmeny  sound  asleep ; 
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And  when  she  awakMied,  she  iay  hat  Inw,  •>  / 

An  happed  with  fla«rorB  in  the  gnea^imod 

When  seven  lang  years  had  oMM^ttuA  isil ; 

When  grief  was  cabn,  and  hope  Wit  detd ;    . 

When  scarce  was  rememlieited  Kiinieiiy's'nanie^ 

Late,  late  in  agloiuiiin  Kifatteny  oattie haiie-I    - 

And  0»  her  beautf  was  ilur  to  teey 

But  still  and  stedfast  was  har  ee  I  ^ 

Such  beauty  h«rd  may  never  dedat^ 

For  there  was  no  pride  tror  pas^on:  there ; 

And  the  soft  desire  of  ttaideti%  «eii> 

In  that  mild  face  could  never i>eaeeB.\ 

Her  seymar  was  the  lily  flgwery 

And  her  cheek  the  moss-rose  ^io  the  diswer; 

And  her  voice  like  the  distMrt  oMftidjnBi 

That  floats  along  the  twilig^  se&t^ : 

But  she  loved  to  raike  tiio  knety  ghH) 

And  keeped  a&r  irae  tfae  hauats  of  men ; 

Her  holy  hymns  unheard  to-emg, 

To  suck  the  flowers,  and*  drink  the  spring. 

But  wherever  her  peaceful  form  appeared, 

The  wild  beasts  of  the  hiU  weiie  cheered ; 

The  wolf  played  blythly  roond  the  field, 

The  lordly  byaon  lowed  and  kneeled ; 

The  dun  deer  wooed  with  auner  bhuHl, 

And  cowered  aneath  her  lily  hand. 
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And  when  at  evin  tiie  woodlands  nrng. 

When  hyauHi  of  other  worlda  she  sung 

In  ecstacy  of  sweet  doTotioo^ 

Oy  then  the  g]«i  was  all  in  motkn  I 

The  wild  beasts  of  the  forest  Game*. 

Broke  from  their  bughts  and  faialds  the  tame. 

And  goved  around,  channed.  and  amiized  ;* 

Even  the  dull  cattle  crooned  and  gazed» 

And  murmured  and  looiked  with  anxious  pain 

For  something  the  mystery  to  e&plauDu 

The  buzzard  came  witb  the  thvoetle^^ock ; 

The  corby  lefi  her  houf  in  the  rock ; 

The  blackbird  alai^  wi*  the  eagle  iow ; 

The  hind  came  tripping  Q*er  the  dew ; 

The  wolf  and  the  kid  dieir  raike  began. 

And  the  tod,  and  the  lamb,  and  the  leveret  ran ; 

The  hawk  and  the  hem  attour  them  hung. 

And  the  merl  and  the  maris  forhooyed  their  young  ; 

And  all  in  a  peaceful  ring  were  buried : 

It  was  like  an  eve  in  a  sinless  world ! 

When  a  month  and  a  day  had  come  and  gane,, 
Kilmeny  sought  the  green-wood  weae  ; 
There  laid  her  down  on  the  leaves  so  green. 
And  Kilmeny  on  earth  was  never  mair  seen. 
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Bnt  O,  the  words  that  feU  from  her  nHHUh^ ,    .  . 
Were  words  of  wopder^  and  worda.of  troth  I 
Bnt  all  the  land  were  in.fear  and  dv^^d^ ,   .-    . . 
For  they  kendna  whether  she  wa0  jiFu^  4^.dQi|d. 
It  wasna  her  hame,  and  she  couldna  remam ; 
She  left  this  world  oif. sorrow  andpaiipt  ^  ... 
And  returned  to  the  land  of  thought  agyttn* . 


ON  A  TEAR; 

Oh  that  the  chemist's  r  magic  art 
Coold  oystidlize.^^is  sacred  ti^easm'e ! 

Long  should  it  glitter  near  my  heart, 
A  secret  som'ce  of  pensive  pleasure. 

The  little  brilliant,  ere  it  fell, 
Its  lustre  caught  from  Chloe*s  eye ; 

Then,  tremhling,  left  its  coral  cell— 
The  spring  of  sensibility. 

Sweet  drop  of  pure  and  peaiiy  light  I 
In  thee  t}^e  rays  of  virtue  stone ; 

More  calmly  clear,  more  mildly  brigbty 
Than  any  gem  that  gilds  the  mine. 


Bopg. 
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Benigft  t«Mdi^  ^  tli^iMd, 

When  first  w«  fe^^  ftide  emitrol 
€#lotiB  ^  pitfy  joy  w  gyief. 

The  sage's  «M  tJi(»  poet's  tlleitte, 
In  e^r«ty  tlini%  tft  everf  «ge  ;^ 

^Thou  chann*8t  in  ^EUicy's  idle  dream. 
In  reason  8  philosophic  page. 


That  yery  laiv  whkfa  moMa  a  tear, 
And  bids  it  trickle  from  its  sonrce, 

That  law  presemes  the  earth  a  sphere, 
And  gmdee  tiie  planets  in  iheir  otmrse. 

Rogers, 
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Oh  I  snatched  away  in  beauty's  bloom, 
On  thee  Bhall  press  no  ponderous'  tomb, 
But  on  thy  tnrf  shall  roses  Y^r 
Their  leaves,  the  earliest  of  the  year, 
And  the  wild  cypress  Wave  in  tender  gloom. 


THE  POfiTICAL  MfttAV^ifc.  11^7 

And  oft  hj  ytm  bhUB  gtxsMng^  fl(nNihi»  ' 
Shall  sorrow  l^n  hef  dftxi^in^  )ieftcl» 

And  feed  deep  i^ougiit  wiHk  nMaay  "a  dr^^am ; 
And  lingering  pause,  tind  !i^)y  tmid, 

Fond  wretch  !  as  if  her  steps  disturbed  the  dead. 

Away  I — ^we  know  timt  tears  art  v^n, 
That  Death  nor  heeds  nor  hears  distr^ : 

Will  this  unteaeh  OS  to  complain,  ' 
Or  make  one  mourner  weep  the  less  ? 

And  tboa,  who  telM  me  to  forget, 

Thy  looks  aire  wan-i— thrjr  'eyes 'art  wet  ? 

'  \Byron, 
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Beneath  otxr  feet,  and  o*er  our  head, 

Is  equal  warning  given ; 
Beneath  us  lie  the  countless  dead, 

Above  us  is  thie  heaven ! 

Their  names  are  graven  on  tTie  stone, 
Their  bones  fi^e  in  the  clay ; 

And  ert  another  day  is  done, 
Ourselves  may  be  as  they. 
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Death  rides  on  every  poiyiUig  breeze. 

He  lurks  in  erery  flower ; 
Each  season  has  its  own  disease. 

Its  peril  every  hour  1 . 

Our  eyes  have  seen  the  rosy  light 

Of  youth's  soft  cheek  rdecay. 
And  &te  descend  in  stidden  ttight 

On  manl^iod's  middle  day. 

Our  eyes  have  seen  the  steps  of  age 

Halt  feebly  t  wards  the  tomby 
And  yet  shall  earth  our  hearts  engage, 

And  dreams  of  days  to  come  ? 

Turn,  mortal,  turn  I  thy  danger  know ; 

Where'er  thy  foot  can  tread, 
The  earth  rings  hollow  from  b^oWf 

And  warns  thee  of  her  dead  I 

Turn,  Christian,  turn  !  thy  soul  apply 

To  truths  divinely  given ; 
The  bones  tha,t  undem^th  thee  lie 

Shall  live  for  hell  or  heaven. 

Bishop  Heber, 
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-■  I  'I  ■■  . 


CONTENTMENT. 

Fierce  passions  discoiiipose  tfa^  lintidf 

As  tempests  vex  the  sea^ 
But  calm  content  and  peace  wefind^ 

When,  Lord,  we  turn  to  thee. 

In  vain  by  reason  and  by  nde^  ^   * 

We  try  to  bend  the  Ti^ill; 
For  none  but  in  the  Sarioiir'*  8cho<^] 

Can  learn  the  heavenly  skill. 

Since  at  his  feet  my  soul  has  valf 
His  gracious  words  to  hear. 

Contented  with  my  present  state^ 
I  cast  on  him  my  care. 

*  Art  thou  a  sinner,  soul  ?*  he  said ; 

<  Then  how  canst  thou  compkun ; 
How  light  thy  troubles  here^  if  weighed 

With  everlasting  pais* 
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*  If  thou  of  murmiirmg  would^st  be  cured. 

Compare  tby  griefe  with  mine ; 
Think  what  my  love  for  thee  endured, 
And  thou  wilt  not  repine. 

*  Tis  I  appoint  thy  daily  lot, 

And  I  d6  aM  things  well  t 
Thou  soon  shalt  leave  ifaia  tiretclied  wjfKfC, 
And  rise  with  metm  dwittt. 

*  In  life  my  grace  shall  strength  supply, 

Proportioned  to  ihy  day-;    - 
At  death  thou  still  shalt  find  me  aigh. 
To  wipe  thy  tears  away.' 

Thus  I,  who  once  my  wretched  dayft 

In  vain  repining  apent  $ 
Taught  in  my  SaTi<Mir*8  sdiool  of  grace, 

Have  learned  to  be  coBtent. 

Cewper. 
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Brother,  thou  art  gone  before  us, 
And  thy  saintly  soul  is  flown,. 
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Where  tears  are  wiped  from  every  eye, 

And  sorrow  k  ttnknown ; 
From  the  burthen  of  flie  fli^, 

And  irom  care  and  fear  r^eased, 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  tnmhlin^^ 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest. 

The  toilsome  way  thtra'st  travelled  o'er^ 

And  borne  the  heavy  load^ 
But  Christ  hath  tsnght  thy  litfignid  feet 

To  reach  his  blest  abode  ; 
Thou'rt  sleeping  now,  like  Lus^htos^ 

Upon  his  father's  bi«ast> 
Where  Ae  wicked  cease  from  troubling. 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest* 

Sin  can  never  taint  thee  now, 

Nor  doubt  thy  faith' assail, 
Nor  thy  meek  trust  in  Jesus  Christ 

And  the  Holy  Spirit  foil : 
And  there  thou'rt  sure  to  meet  the  good. 

Whom  on  earth  thou  lovedst  best, 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling^ 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest. 

*  Earth  to  earth,*  and  *  dust  to  dust,' 
The  solemn  priest  hath  said  : 
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So  we  lay  the  turf  ajiove  the^  bow^ 
And  we  seal  thy  narrow  1»ed : 

But  thy  spirit,  hro^ier,  soars  away 
Among  the  faithfiil  blest. 

Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling. 
And  the  weary  are  at  rest. 

And  when  the  Lord  ahaK  smimoe  «s, 

Whom  thou  hast  left  bdbind. 
May  we,  untainted  by  the  world. 

As  sure  a  welcome  find : 
May  each,  like  thee,'  depart  in  peace,   ■ 

To  be  a  glorions  gnesl^. 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling. 

And  the  weary  ^ge  at  rest* 


Milman, 


A  PENITENT. 

I  would,  but  cannot  sing. 
Guilt  has  untuned  my  voice, 
The  serpent  sin^s  envenomed  sting 
Has  poisoned  all  my  joys. 


I  know  thci  Lord  is  nighy    . 
And  would,  but  cannot  pray, 
For  Satan  meets  me  wbea  X  try^ 
And  frights  my  eolil  away.  ■ 

I  would,  but  can't  repent, 
Though  I  endeavour  oft  ; 
This  stony  heart  can  ne'er  i^nt 
Till  Jesus  make  it  soft* 

I  would,  but  cannot  love, 
Though  wooed  by  love  divine:' 
No  arguments  haiw  power  W  move. 
A  soul  so  base  as  mine*^ 

I  would,  but  cannot  rest 

In  God's  most  holy  will; 

I  know  what  he  appoints  is  best^ 

Yet  murmur  at  it  still. 

0  could  I  but  believe  I 
Then  all  would  easy  he ; . 

1  would,  but  cannot-^Lordy  relieve  ; 
My  help  must  come  from  thee ! 


But  if  indeed  I  womUk 
Though  I  can  tt5lliifl|*  dt ; 
Yet  the  detir»  ift  tonKrtlilig  ifo^, 
For  which  my  pi#M  is  4mB. 

By  nature  pnme  to  i^ 
Till  thine  appointed  ii<wr) 
I  was  as  deMtaie^  wit^ 
As  now  I  am  of  power* 

Wilt  thou  not  crowfi  at  length 
The  work  tfaott  faa«t  begun  ? 
And  with  #  win  icflMj  mo  stnnagUi 
In  all  thy  ways  to  ran. 


PROVIDENCE. 

God  moves  in  a  mysterieos  way, 
His  wonders  to  pf/tffom  ; 

He  plants  his  footsteps  in  iht  sea, 
And  rides  upon  the  storm. 


Newton. 
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Deep  in  unfkthomable  mines 

Of  never-failing  skill, 
He  treasures  up  his  bright  designs, 

And  works  his  sovereign  vilL 

Ye  fearful  saints,  fresh  courage  take. 

The  clonds  ye  so  m«ch  dread 
Are  big  with  mensff  and  shall  break 

In  blessings  on  ywir  head. 

• 
Judge  not  the  lA>rd  by  feeble  sense. 

But  tmst  him  £or  his  giace ; 

Behind  a  frowning  Frevidenoe 

He  hides  a  smiling  hoe. 

His  purposes  will  ripen  feat, 

Unfolding  every  hoar ; 
The  bud  may  hnve  a  bitter  taste, 

But  sweet  will  be  the  flower. 

Blind  unbelief  is  sure  to  err. 

And  scan  his  worii  in  vam ; 
God  is  his  own  inteipfelcf , 

And  he  will  make  it  i^ain. 

Caicper. 
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LdVEST  THOU  ME  ? 

Hark,  my  s(m1,  it  is  tte  L6rd ; 

'Tis  thy  SttWcmr,  beta  his  word ; 
Jesus  ^Kaksy  and  speaks  to  thee : 

*  Say,  poor  simMk',  kirest  thoa  me  ? 

'  I  delivered  diee  wliea  bomid, 
And,  when  bleeding,  healed  thy  wound ; 
Sought  thee  wanderings  set  thee  right ; 
Turned  thy  darkness  into  lights 

'  Can  a  woman's  tender  csre  - 
Cease  towards  the  diiki  she  bare  ? 
Yes,  she  mfty  forgetful  be. 
Yet  will  I  .ramember  thee. 

*  Mine  is  an  unchanging  love. 
Higher  than  the  heights  above  ; 
Deeper  than  the  depths  beneath, 
Free  and  faitUol,  strong  as  d^th. 


I.. 
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*  Tbou  shalt  see  my  glory  toon, 
When  the  work  of  grace  is  done ; 
Partner  of  my  throne  shall  be, 
Say,  poor  smner,  lovest  thoa  me  ?* 

Lord,  it  is  my  chief  complaint, 
That  my  love  is  weak  and  £unt ; 
Yet  I  love  thee  and  adore. 
Oh  for  grace  tb  love  thee  more  I 

Cawper, 


THE  BETTER  LAND. 


■r 


<  I  hear  thee  speak  of  the  better  land, 
Thou  cairst  its  children  a  happy  band ; 
Mother !  O  where  is  that  radiant  shore  ? — 
Shall  we  not  seek  it,  and  weep  no  more  ? — 
Is  it  where  the  flower  of  the  orange  blows. 
And  the  fire-flies  dance  through  the  myrtle  boughs  ?' 
*  Not  there,  not  there,  my  child  !* 

*  Is  it  where  the  feathery  pahn  trees  rise, 
And  the  date  grows  ripe  under  sunny  skies  ?— • 
Or  'midst  the  green  islands  on  glittering  seaSr 
Where  fragrant  foreata  perfume  the  breeaey    . 
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And  strange  bright  birdsi  <m  their  starry  wings, 
Bear  the  rich  hues  of  all  gloriovs  thiags?' 

*  Not  there,  not  tbere,  my  child !' 

*  Is  it  far  away,  in  some  region  old. 
Where  the  rivers  wander  o'ar  aands  cf  gold  ?«~- 
Where  the  burning  raya  of  the  ruby  slnne, 
And  the  diamond  lights  up  the  aecMfe  mine, 
And  the  pearl  gleama  finrfth  from  the  coral  atrand, 
Is  it  there,  sweet  mother,  that  better  land  ?' 

*  Not  there,  not  there,  my  child ! 

'  Eye  hath  not  seen  it,  my  gentle  boy !. 
Ear  hath  not  heard  its  deep  songs  of  joy ; 
Dreams  cannot  picture  a  world  ao  fair<— . 
Sorrow  and  death  may  not  enter  there : 
Time  doth  not  breathe  on  its  fadeless  Uoom, 
For  beyond  the  clouds,  and  beyond  the  tomb, 
It  is  there,  it  k  there,  my  child  T 

Mrs  Hemaua. 


FAREWELL; 

Farewell !  if  evvr  fondeBt  porayer 
.    For  othei-^s  weal  availed  on  high, 


Mine  will  ii«kI  iW  be  kwl  itt  fqF» 
But  waft  thy  iiaqfi^  beyoji4  tjhc)  pky. 

'Twas  TQiii  IQ  tpeaki  t#  sii^,  tA  «i^ ; 
Oh  I  more  than  tem»  of  Uood  can  trit> 

When  wrung  from  guilt's  expiring  eye 

Are  in  that  wmiwvbmsw^  |-T-£Mr?w^n  I 

These  lips  are  mjit^  ibeae  tf^Si  «ff^  dl^y : 

But  in  my  brfiMil  mA  ill  n»y  bn^n 
Awake  the  pangs  that  pass  not  by, 

The  thought,  that  ii9*«r  ^l  sleep  Mgm? 
My  soul  nor  dej^ns  Wf  ditre  eompbons 

Though  grief  and  prnkm  tbm^  rehol; 
I  only  know  we  loved  ia  vaiji-rrT 

I  only  feel — Farewell  I — Farewell  I 


THE  DESERTER. 

By  others,  blest  wkl^  genius^  rays, 

Let  noble  aets  be  1»eld^ 
While  I,  content  with  hunMer  pnisey 

A  simple  tale  unfold : 

VOL.  I.  H 
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The  Spaniard  left  the  hostile  plara 

To  seek  his  native  land ; 
Beneath  the  sails  that  swept  the  main^ 

Cabeysa  joined  the  band, 

Who,  as  he  met  his  odontiy's  foes 

Within  the  field  of  fame, 
Above  his  rank  obseare  arose, 

And  graced  his  humble  name. 

Yet  not  the  early  wreath  of  fame 
With  haughtiness  was  twined ; 

Nor  pride  nor  fickleness  could  claim 
The  empire  of  his  mind. 

The  lowly  hut,  beneath  whose  roof 

He  sighed  a  sad  adieu. 
Received  him  (time  and  distance  proof,) 

To  Love  and  Laura  true : 

This  hamlet-foir,  by  fortune  scorned. 
Seemed  nature's  favourite  child, 

With  hand  profuse  by  her  adorned 
— The  floweret  .of  the  wUd  I 


-\ 


THE  POETICAL  MELANGE.  171 

Her  neat  but  homely  garments  preased 

The  pure,  the  feeHng  heart ; 
Oft  sought  in  yain  behind  the  rest 

Of  decorated  art. 

*  If  sharing  all  thy  cares  (she  said), 

Has  paled  my  beauty's  rose. 
Ah  I  know,  for  thee  the  heart  that  Med, 

With  all  its  passion  glows : 

^  Blest  moment,  to  my  wish  that  ^yes 

The  long,  long,  absent  youth  I 
He  lives — th'  endeared  Cabeysa  lives, 

And  love  confirms  the  truth. 

^  When  thy  brave  comrades  fell  around, 

What  power  s  benignant  care 
Secured  thee  from  the  fetal  wound. 

And  Laura  from  do^air  ? 

<  Oft  in  the  troubling  dream  of  ni^t, 

I  saw  the  rushing  iqiear ; 
Nor  did  the  mom's  awakening  light 

Dispel  the  lingering  fear.' 

h2 
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'  Tby  lender  i&m  (the  ^pmrth  leplM), 

Ah  give  tli6iato|ik»airl 
To  happiness  we'ie  no«r  allied, 

And  pleasure  be  our  CBre« 

<  Let  06  pnmiiithejiyf  bfiguif 

Nor  lose  hf  diiU  deiay : 
Say,  Lame,  AtJX  tftanefrow'a  vol 

Illume  our  wqpliiLl  day  ? 

With  lopk  dcdfined  she  bludiad  ooiumtt-^ 

Reserve  thai  takea  akmif 
And  k>f8  and  joy  their  infineniaa  Imt 

To  raise  week  heairty's  rsham. 

The  ganrts,  to  bail  tiie  wedded  pair, 
Beneath  dieir  r^iof  lepakod ; 

With  them  the  Httle  feast  to  idiare, 
Their  scanty  puipe  prqMred. 

Tho*  ao  delidoos  wines  were  poored, 
Mirth  took  his  deetined  place, 

The  haiufcinaid  NeetMss  spvead  the  boaid, 
And  sage  CoAtent  said  fiiice. 
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Scartd  IhlV  olie  hasly  week  kii4  lofr^ 

His  gratefid  Ueatfing  «bed» 
When  bliss  (wk  ffies  Ae  frighted  ^^) 

Their  humUe  tnatskia  fled : 

Twas  at  Betttuia's  voice  it  flew. 

That  caUed  10  War's  alarms ; 
Bade  the  y«ith  fise^  to  vatew  ttiie» 

And  break  ipeni  Laura's  arms. 

But  still  she  straiiied  hia  to  h^r  heart, 

To  lengthen  the  adiea  I 
'  Ah  what,  (she  8aid)»  shoold'st  thou  depart, 

Shalll  and  sorrow  de  ? 

<  Say,  taliant  youth)  when  thoo'rt  away, 

Wholl  raise  my  drooping  hea(di  ? 
How  shail  I  chase  the  fears  that  say, 

Thy  loved  Gabeyla'a  dead  ?' 

With  thine  my  &te  I  now  itfvob^ 

Intent  thy  course  to  stettr^ 
No  words  shall  shake  my  finB  re80lve» 

Not  even  that  triddiv^  t#ar. 

h3 
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<  Framed  for  eedi  Boeiie  of  soft  defigfaV 
(He  said,)  '  thy  gentle  foAn, 

As  shrinks  the  lily  at  liie  hKglit, 
Will  droop  heneath  the  Btorm. 

^  Blest  in  thy  presence,  oTery  pain/ 
(He  added,)  ^  hringe  a  charm; 

And  love,  thongh  falls  the  beailang  nun. 
Will  keep  this  bosmn  warm/ 

E'en  as  the  walUflovrer  rears  its  heai^, 
*Mid  ruins,  wrecks,  and  tomhs, 

So  'mid  the  woes  around  that  spread^ 
True  love  unconqnered  blcnmis. 

Her  zeal  (the  enpplement  <^  jrtrength). 

Upheld  her  many  a  day. 
But  nature's  powers  subdued  at  lengA, 

On  sickness'  couch  she  lay. 

Three  painful  days  unseen  ^e  lay 
Of  him  she  held  so  dear ; 

'  Ak  I  does  he  ibus  my  love  repay  ?* 
She  said,  and  dropt  a  tear. 
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^  CabeyBS,  at  a  leagiie*8  remore. 

Dwells  on  ihe  tent-spriaad  hill ; 
Ah  !  wlierefore  did  he  vow  ttwt  loyey 

And  not  that  voiw  folfil  ?' 

Yet  net  deficiency  of  troth 

Forbade  to  yield  relief; 
Stern  powet  withheld  the  tender  youth, 

And  duty  to  his  chief : 

Who,  wisely  counselled,  drew  a  line 

To  check  the  hand  of  stealth, 
That  ravaged  wide  th*  encircling  yine^ 

The  humble  peasant*8  wealth. 

To  pass  the  line,  it  was  ordained, 

Whoever  should  presume,. 
Should  a  deserter  be  arraignedi 

And  meet  a  coward's  doom. 

The  law  by  equity  approved. 

And  to  the  peasant  dear, 
Soon  to  the  brave  Cabeysa  [H'oved 

Destructively  severoi.' 
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Now  Laura's  ange  lunml*  kis  eond^ 
In  woe'6  dark  tiiilB  anayed; 

While  to  Ilk  toeaat  cotdliiteaoii  aloH 
And  all  her  chaMnt  dkpla^. 

'  For  me,  her  nalhre  home  (he  taid)^ 
For  met  each  wtaj^iag  firiend^ 

For  in^  a  fkther^s  amts  aba  flad«-» 
And  shall  not  lot«  attend  ? 

*  Say,  ftft  a  choAm  lofter'a  aakey 
What  more  cotdd  woman  do  ?' 

And  now  that  health  and  peade  fbru^e^ 
Shall  I  foTBilce  her  Mo  ? 

<  Now  stratclMrf  «pan  the  infaed  grmi^ 
Oppressed  witii  pain  alad  ter, 

She  casts  a  Utiigiild  eye  aitniad^ 
Nor  sees  CalMyaa  Haan 

'  Now,  now  she  Wl»a^  at  toy  Meiay,. 

And  shall  neglMfk  fo^  mto  ? 
Submit,  y«  figajK^  lo^ty's  amiy,* 

He  spoke — and  crt^ned  tk6  fim*. 
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Soon  at  his  lif^  ihe  fair  Nnmiod 

Each  captiTatiiig  gnMse : 
On  her  yalo  clmedc  like  nwe  re^faioomedy 

And  smiles  illnnecl  her  fiMe. 

Te(  iio  Ifairt  duMJL  jetmmed  in  vain 
Bright  health's  yvoniUian  dye. 

For  bitter  torn  Hurt  cheek  ahall  stain. 
And  dim  Inrdbrffliant  eye. 

The  yonth  relmningllini*  the  gloom. 

At  midnight^  secret  hour. 
Was  eeiMcUHDid  te  diriieiionr  s  tomh 

Doomed  by  the  Itoartial  power. 

To  meet  Us  Me  at  wake  of  day 
(Love's  victim)^  he  was  led : 

No  weakness  did  .his  cheek  betray  ^ 
While  to  the  chief  he 


'  if  in  the  bsrttfe  death  I've  daped, 

In  all  its  hemr  drest, 
Think  not  this^oane,  by  thee  prepared^ 

Sheds  terror  «i  ray  breMt  i 
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^  Yet  then  at  Lanra's  hapleflB  &te, 

My  fortitude  impfllr% 
Unmumed  I  sink  beneath  the  weight 

Of  her  oppreeinTe 


^  Ah  I  when  her  grie^tom  heart  shall  bleed> 

Some  little  solace  grant ; 
Oh  gaard  her  in  the  hour  of  need 

From  the  rude  hand  of  waml.* 


Now,  kneeling  on  the  filial  spot. 

He  twined  the  dai^»ning  hand ; 
The  twdre  who  drew  the  onwdeome  lot^ 
.  Reluctant  took  thiair  stand* 

And  now  the  munrnmng  throng  grew  dumb, 

Twas  silent  aU — save  where, 
At  intervals  the  monmfol  drum> 

Struck  horror  on  the  ear. 

Now,  with  their  death*fraa^  tubes  up«reared. 
The  destined  twelve  were  seen — 

And  iiow  the  explosion  dire  was  heard, 
That  closed  Cabe3rsa's  scene. 
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Another  scea^.ieinainedbehiiidy . 

For  Lanta  to  mpplyr-, 
She  eo«M!Bl:  mairk  hpw.hei^. tortured  mind 

Speaks  thro*  th*  expreaaive  eye. . 

*  Forbear — ^will  ye  in  blood  (she  said), 

Your  cruel  hands  imbrue  ? 
On  me— -on  me  your  vengeance  shed, 

To  me  akme  'tis  due. . 

'  Relent^-and  to  these  arms  again 

The  valiant  youth  restore ; 
I  rave— akeady  o?  thfB:  plain 

He  welters  in  his  gore.*.  ^ 

Advandng  now^  she  pierced  the  crowd. 

And  reached  the  fatal  place, 
Where,  lifting  from  the  corse  the  shroud, 

No  semUance  could  she  trace. 

'  Is  this — Oh  blasting  view  I  (she  cried)^ 

The  yooth  who,  lovedr  too  well  ? 
His  love  for  me  the  lurjfjlefieda 

And  for  that  love,he  fell  I       ;  ;« 


<  When  will  lii^  paP^  ^Uli4Mk  Me^vt)  ? 

The  graye— to  wfasCik to^  tedl 

<  tlttlHs^tftf y  thWffe,  lit  €HiWN»  (b^gflfl^/ 

She  spokii'MM  jilted  itie^dMid. 


THE  VILLAGE  MANSfOK- 

Mark  yon  old  mttfllibny  ftdiWtiSWg  tiM'  tiie  IHeKi*^ 

Whose  hollow  turret  wOM  l^  ¥^lift)l!hg  ¥¥e(Nle ; 

That  casement,  arched  iKA  4ty^  hiem¥mill%  Bhudfe, 

First  to  these  eyes  the  l^trt  ^  iMIt^eH  ediif^fei^ 

The  mouldering  gateway  strews  the  grass-grown  courts 

Once  the  calm%(sM«  t»f  IttilM^  a'^lmfil^'siim ; 

When  nature  pleased,  'fyt  iS6  itmS  Was  1»6V, 

And  the  h«MM  j^fomis^l  #talt  tiie  ftttey  tdhsW. 

See  through  the  frttftttted  pedittMift  i^t>mMI, 

Where  moss  inlays  the  rudely  sculptured  shield. 

The  marfeikiVi  -m  he/edil»fy  HM  v 

Long  may  the  riiitt'«paf«  iift  hrflisWfNi'g^ttMt  I 

As  jars  the  hinge,  wtttit  HtJklh  MJkdiM  cIlA ! 

Oh  haste,  unfold  the  hdSpltiMe  Itttl  f 
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lliat  hall,  ifrfiere  «nee  iti  iBOiqv^^ 

Now  stained  witli  ^0#»»  vitk  fwbweAM  ibridy  kuagf. 

Oft  has  its  roof  witil  futA  oF  mf/im^  ril^i^ 

When  round  the  «lnl)le  boandy  at  dne  digre%. 

We  sweetened  ^w^  mad  with  vtMnal  glae. 

The  heart's  1^  kN^  fvttmed  the  cMHagjtt^. 

And  all  was  Bmuridne  m  «idi  litde  ibniait ; 

'Twas  here  W^  ehMMd  Ao  tri^qper  hf  iu  tonad, 

And  turned  tiM  MbifiMbli  \mo  Mfend  and  immd; 

'Twasheii^lliiB^tt)  «9%  ^(srahml  mr  Itiry  liiigr> 

And  fsudcy  fiuttfflfod  f&a  h&t  Wilteft  ikring  c 

As  o'er  th^^ttuli^lhMlMM  I  iMiiii^ 

Each  chairifWabM  iifae  feitfttgto  of « firkftid ; 

The  storied  Wtm^  Mtiroe  «f  fdwi  delij^ 

With  old  achieVMiettt  d^rnhm  the  niidwrcd  sight ; 

And  still  with  li^ialdrf^i  i^  hrm  mufBem^ 

On  the  dim  Htindov^  gtoWs  Aio  pictHInd  ^veH. 

The  screen  mrMds  to  nlauy-oslovml /charts 

The  clock  9vya  polntt  iis  ttMUd  to  Ibe  bBBFt  t 

That  faithftd  ttNiniKdr  \mt^ 4M«vin toinnr  I 

When  soft  k^poke  a  pHWdssd  plmrara 'Hbb^ ; 

And  has  its  seb^  liaMiv  ilai«ull)^  ci»aM» 

Forgot  to  trae^  ^fMtorid fent  of  <in» P 

That  massive  1»(Mifi)  tKA  tnjoimm  (mrnagB  #roiigli^ 

Whence  the  caged  ttsaiet  mftfiMA  mf  |>mnm  'ihoigbt  ^ 
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Those  muskets  cased  wifek  reasKMe  mst ; 

Those  once  loved  forms  «till  iHreatUng;  thcongh  their  diisty. 

Still  from' die  finune,  in  mould  gigantic  cast, 

Starting  to  life-^-all  whisper  of  the  past  I 

As  through  the  garden's  desert  paths  I  rov^ 

What  fond  illusions  swarm  in  ey^  grove  I 

How  oft,  when  pnrple  evening  tinged  the  west, 

We  watched  the  emmet  to  her  grainy  nest ; 

Welcomed  the  wild  hee  home  on  wearied  wing. 

Laden  with  sweets,  the  dioieest'dr  the  spring  I 

How  oft  inscribed  with  friendahip's  votive  rhyme^ 

The  bark  now  silvered  by  the  touch  of  time; 

Soared  in  the  spring,  half  pleased  and  half  a&aid, 

Thro*  sister  elms  that  waved  thar  swnmer  shade'; 

Or  strewed  with  crumbs  yon  root-inwoven  seat 

To  lure  the  redbreast'  from  his  hm  retreat  I 

Childhood's  loved  groiq>  re-visits  every  scene, 

The  tangled  wood-walk,  and  the  tufted  gre^  I 

Indulgent  memory  wakes,  and  lo  I  they  live  I 

Clothed  with  far  softer  hues  than  light  can  give. 

Thou  last,  best  friend  that  heavim.  atoigns  below. 

To  soothe  and  sweeten  all  the  cares  we  know; 

Whose  glad  suggestions  stiU  each  vain  alarm. 

When  nature  fades  and  life  foiget^  to  charm; 

Thee  Would  the  muse  invoke  I-^-to  thee  belongs 

The  sage's  precept,  and  tibe  poet*s  song., 
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What  softened  viewi  tby  magic  glaw  sevealBy 
When  o'er  the  landMape  time'a  weak  tmlight  steak. 

Rogers^ 


ANNA'S  GRAVE. 

I  wish  I  was  where  Anna  lies ; 

For  I  am  sick  of  lingering  here ; 
And  every  hour  affection  cries. 

Go  and  partake  her  hiunble  bier.- 

I  wish  I  oonld  I  for  when  she  died 
I  lost  my  all ;  and  life  has  proved 

Since  that  sad  hour  a  dreary  void, 
A  waste  unlovely,  and  unloved. — 

But  who,  when  I  am  turned  to  clay, 

Shall  duly  to  her  grave  repair, 
And  pluck  the  ragged  moss  away, 

And  weeds  that  have  no  business  there  ? 

And  who  with  pious  hand  shall  bring 

The  flowers  she  cherished,  snow-drops  cold^ 
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And  yiokfto  dial  wbMbd  «prilig, 

And  whoy  while  memory  lores  to  dwell 
Upon  her  name  for  ever  dear. 

Shall  feel  his  heart  with  pasrion  swell. 
And  pour  the  bitter,  Utter  tear  ^ 

I  did  it;  and  wotM  iiM  uboWT, 
Should  yisit  «AM,  shetiM  tttfil  4«plei«*^ 

But  health  and  staM^  1)1^  Mfc  am  no«r^ 
And  I,  alasl  idati  w«^  il» iMre. 

Take  then,  sw«M  tmdd  I  tfife  ifittiplie  mrain. 
The  last  I  ^iflSMr  *at  Hqr 'ihHfte ; 

Thy  grave  must  Aen  iflMStodted  "f^ittun, 
And  all  thy  a^ttotf  Me  nrlth  tiikie. 

And  can  thy  iff^  perMMMye  look, 
Thy  voice  that  tt^t  WHb  tttusie  vie, 

Thy  air,  that  evf»]^  i^afeertook, 
Thy  mateUesto  etoquene^  «f  ey^. 

Thy  spirits,  IhAicklrtlftie,  as  gOtfd, 

Hry  oswagts,  hy  no  ffls  ifianHiyed, 
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lif  flMieMDe^  fry  no  Wrbngs  taM«d) 
Thy  ^  g(Mi^haAkimi*'**€^  4mj  Mm  ? 

P«rfaqi4N^4mt  iMitt^  dims  iny  "eye  i 

Deal*  Maie,  wUdi  I  to  iMre  taM  «igk^ 
A  kH^^  ft  U»i  M  Md  ii<Hen  I 

GiJmH. 


HELVBLLYK 

I  climted  thd  dfok  bi^oW  bF  tbe  migfaty  Helv6^, 

Lakei^  imd  ttdatitliibs  beiielifli  me  glcrdfn«d  tfristy  ittrd 
wide, 

All  wa6  tftiUy  6a:v«  ttf  fits,  Wb^  ttk6  ei^  Was  yellbg. 
And  starting  around  me  the  echoes  replied ; 

On  the  ijght,  St^itnto^nag^  fcfttsA  Ae  ^ed  Tsm  was  beftd- 

And  Catchedi^bidn  itb  teft  ^ef^  ^^md  d^ndil^, 
One  hnge  nameless  Mndt  til  'ibA  tri^  1vti«  ittp^Mbgy 
Wh6n  I  matked  thtd  ^  ^^ttt  iditt^  the  teauflM^  had: 
died. 
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Dark  graeD  was  tl»  qwt,  mid  ike  brown  BMramaiB  iitathery 
Where  the  pilgrim  of  natoro  kiy.stratehed  indecay ; 

Like  the  corpse  of  an  outcast,  abandoned  to  weather, 
Tin  the  monntain  winds  wasted  the  tenuulessi^y ; 

Nor  yet  quite  deserted,  tiioii|^  kmely  extended^ 

For  fiuthful  in  death,  his  mute  fiiyouiite  att»idied» . 

The  much-loved  remains  of  his  master  defended, 
And  chased  the  hill-fox  and  the  raven  away. 

How  long  didst  thou  think  that  his  silence  was  slumber  ? 

When  the  wind  moved  his  garments,  how  oft  didst  thou 
start? 
How  many  long  days  and  long  nights  didst  thou  number,^ 

Ere  he  faded  before  thee,  the  friend  of  thy  heart  ? 
But  ah  I  was  it  meet»  that  no  requiem  read  o'er  him» 
No  motiber  to  weep,  and  no  friend  to  deplore  him. 
And  thou,  little  guardian,  alone  stretched  before  him, 

Unhonoured  the  pilgrkn  from  life  should  depart  ? 

When  a  prince  to  the  fitte  of  a  peasant  has  yielded, 
The  tapestry  waves  dark  through  the  dim-lighted  hall ; 

With  'scutcheons  of  silver,  the  coffin  is  shielded. 
And  pages  stand  mute  by  the  canopied  pall ; 

Through  the  courts  at  deep  midnight  the  torches  are 
gleaming, 

In  the  proudly  arched  chapel  the  banners  are  beaming, 
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Far  adown  llie  long  aisle  aacred  miisie  k  alraamiilg* 
LamodaDgftehief  of  the  peot>le  •hooMJUL 

Bnt  meeter  for  liiee,  gentle  lover  of  natnrey 

To  lay  down  thy  head  like  the  ineek  meiuitaiB  lamb^ 
When  'wildered  he  dr<^froni  some  cHff  huge  in  stature. 

And  draws  his  last  soh  by  the  side  of  his  dam  ; 
And  more  statdy  thy  conch,  by  this  distant  lake  lying, 
Thy  obseqnies  sung  by  the  gray  plover  flying, 
With  but  one  £uthfiil  fiiMid  to  witness  thee  dying. 
In  the  arms  of  Helvellyn  and  Catchedecam. 

Sir  W.Scoit. 


THE  MOTHER. 

Lo  I  at  the  couch  where  infiant  beauty  sleeps, 
Her  silent  watch  the  mournful  mother  keeps ; 
She,  while  the  lovely  babe  unconscious  Ues, 
Smiles  on  her  slumbmng  child  with  pensive  eyes. 
And  weaves  a  song  of  mekmchdy  joy — 
^  Sleep,  image  of  thy  father,  sleepi,  my  boy ! 
No  lingering  hour  of  sorrow  shall  be  thine ; 
No  sigh  that  rends  thy  father^s  heart  and  mine; 


BrigliA  i*l^  tfenidy  ik^  IIni  MI  Idifttt  be 

In  form  BUfil  (Mill  I  tHl^liiif  UMte  blteB^thHrfcei 

Thy  fJEune,  thy  worth,  thy  filial  love,  at  last, 

Shall  soothe  his  mofaiiii^  hnti  fitf  «ll  the  fasl*^ 

With  iBMtty  a  emiUi  My  tdMtnde  tapAy^ 

Aad  diaae  the  tn^eiM'*  m^genomn  flbord  timmf. 

*  And  Mqr,  when  eaHktnoied  from  tteiMMa^ 
I  lay  my  head  beneelh  the  wiUdlir  treey 
WUt  eten,  ferweet  nKmtinr  C  m  ny  eMcm*  eppottr^ 
And  soothe  my  pattei  (Spirit  In^lferiisig  a^su*  ? 
.    Ob,  wilt  ihoii  come,  at  evening  hour  to  shed 
The  tears  of  memory  o*er  my  narrow  bed ; 
With  aching  templet  on  thy  hand  redined^ 
Muse  on  the  last  jfareweli  I  leave  behind ; 
Breathe  a  deep  sigh  to  irkidi  thlit  nrannnr  low^ 
And  think  on  all  my  love^  and  all  my  woe  ?' 

So  speaks  dieelieM^«te  ^  MiftHdt  eye 
Can  look  regard^  er  Mghten  ia  refily ; 
But  when  the  tahei^  %  halJi  iJBBrtit  «6  ckkiir 
A  mother  s 'ear  by  thM  eautearirig  aaiM; 
Soon  as  the  plityM  iraoeettt  tan  pnoi^e 
A  tear  of  pi^,  tr  a  sHuIe  of  knw, 
Or  coas  hie  marmaraag  taek  toieath  her  eatfey 
Or  Usps  with  holy  look  his  evening  prayer> 
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Or  gazing,  mntaly  pMSMii^  sits  tokeir 
Tbe  mournful  Mlad  warUed  in  his  ear ; 
How  fmnSiy  looks  admiring  Hope  the  B^ile, 
At  evegf  artlesB  tear  and  every  smile ! 
How  glows  Um  jo^Baaa  parent  to  dpaerjr 
A  gailelesa  iMifaBi^  tnie  to  ■grvqpatby  1 

Campbell. 


jm  PAY  OF  BEST. 

How  still  the  monupig  e^  the  hallowed  ^7 1 
Mnte  is  the  voice  of  rural  labour,  huidied 
The  ploughhojr  f  whistle,  and  iibm  SDJlkmaid's  song. 
The  scythe  lies  glittering  in  the  dewy  wreath 
Of  tedded  grass,  n^^gled  with  fiided  flowers 
That  yesterf  mom  Meome^  weviag  in  the  foreeae ; 
Sounds  the  most  luat  attract  the  ear  ^— 4he  hfnt 
Of  early  bee,  the  trieklmg  of  the  dew. 
The  distant  Meating,  midway  up  the  hSSky 
Calmness  sits  thnmed  on  yon  ^nmoying  cloud. 
To  him,  who  wanders  o'ev  ^  inland  leas, 
The  blackbird's  ufM  emnaa  meUowier  if^m  dm  dakf, 
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And  sweeter  from  the  sky  the  gkiteome  laik 
Warbles  his  heaven-timed  song ;  the  InUing  brook    > 
Mnnmirs  more  gentiy  down  the  deep-wom  glen ; 
While  from  yon  lowly  roof,  whose  curling  smoke 
0*ermonnts  the  mist,  is  heard»  «t  intervals. 
The  voice  of  psalms,  the  simple  song  of  praise. 

With  dove-like  wings.  Peace  o'er  yon  viDage  broods 
The  dizzying  mill-wheel  rests ;  the  anvil*s  din 
Hath  ceased ;  all,  all  around  is  quietness. 
Less  fearful  on  this  day,  the  limping  hare 
Stops,  and  looks  back,  and  stops,  and  looks  on  man, 
Her  deadliest  foe.     The  toil-worn  horse,  set  free, 
Unheedful  of  the  pasture,  roams  at  large ; 
And,  as  his  stiff  unwieldly  bulk  he  roUs, 
His  ii'on-armed  hoofis  gleam  in  the  morning  ray. 

But,  chiefly  man  the  day  of  rest  enjoys : 
Hail,  Sabbath  I  thee  I  hail,  the  po(»r  man's  day  ; 
On  other  days  the  man  of  toil  is  doomed 
To  eat  his  joyless  bread,  lonely;  the  ground 
Both  seat  and  board ;  screened  from  the  winter's  cold, 
And  summer's  heat,  .by  neighbouring  hedge  <Hr  tree ; 
But  on  this  day,  embosomed  in  his  home. 
He  shares  the  frugal  meal  with  those  he  loves ;     .  . 
With  those  he  loves  he  shares  the  heartfelt  joy 
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Of  giving  thanks  to  God, — not  thanks  of  form, 
A  word  and  a  grimace,  but  reverently, 
With  covered  fiace,  and  upward  earnest  eye. 

Hail,  Sabbath  I  thee  I  haU,  the  poor  man's  day; 
The  pale  mechanic  now  has  leave  to  breathe 
The  morning  air  pure  from  the  cit/s  smoke ; 
WhUe,  wandering  slowly  up  the  river  side, 
He  meditates  on  Him,  whose  power  he  marks 
In  each  green  tree  that  proudly  spreads  the  bough. 
As  in  the  tiny  dew-bent  flowers,  that  bloom 
Around  its  root :  and  while  he  thus  surveys, 
With  elevated  joy,  each  rural  charm. 
He  hopes,  yet  fears  presumption  in  the  hope, 
That  heaven  may  be  one  Sabbath  without  end. 

•  Grahame. 


REMEMBRANCE. 

Man  hath  a  weary  pilgrimage. 
As  through  the  world  he  w^ds ; 

On  every  stage  from  youth  to  age 
Still  discontent  attends. 
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With  hef^i4Qe«9  bf^  iml^  bU  eye 

Upon  the  ro^  bafore* 
And  still  re^nemb^v  mik  ft,si|^ 

The  days  that  are  no  more. 
To  adioql  Hn^  titde  exile  goe% 

Tom  from  ha^  mothiwV  arips ; 
What  then^h^U  soothe  ih  ewrKes^  WOiW» 

When  nQvdtty  biOli  l#pt  i|s  etonps? 

Condemned  tp  unffeir  tbfo«i^  t|w)  d«y 
Restraints  wbiidillQ  rfffpi«4A  i^my? 

And  cares  where  Iofh  hasM  ccmc^rHy 
Hope  lightens  as  A»  eemtfa  the  bP9f% 

That  hastea  bis  retiuca. 
From  hard  cq^trol  and  tyiwit  mlem 
The  unfieling  discipline  of  school^ 

The  child's  sad  thoughts  will  roam ; 
And  tears  will  struggle  in  his  eye, 
While  he  remembers  with  a  sigh 

The  comforts  of  his  home. 

Youth  comes :  the  toils  and  cares  of  life 
Torment  the  resUew  VfWi  i 

Where  shall  the  tiFe4  4Rd  bw^ssf^  h^Art 
Its  consolation  fi^4  ? 
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Then  is  not  yoixdi/ai  Faney  telb». 

Life's  summer  prime  of  joy? 
Ah  I  no;  for  hopes,  too  Wngr  delay ed^ 
And  feelings  blasted  or  betrayed. 

The  fiaUed  bliss  destroy; 
And  he  remembers  with  a  sigh 
The  careless  days  of  infancy. 

Maturer  manhood  now  arrives 

And  other  thoughts  come  on, 
But  with  the  baseless  hopes  of  youth 

Its  generous  warmth  is  gone ; 
Cold  calculating  cares  succeed, 
The  timid  thought,  the  wary  deed, 

The  dull  re9lities  of  truth ; 
Back  on  the  past  be  tui*ns  his  eye ; 
Remembering  with  an  envious  sigh 

The  happy  dreams  of  youth. 

So  reaches  he  thejatter  stage 
Of  this  our  mortal  pilgrimage, 

With  feeble,  step  and  slow ; 
New  ills  that  latter  stage  await,^' . 
And  old  exp^ience  le^ms  too  laite 

That  all  is  vanity  below ;  : , 

VOL.  I.  I 
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Life's  vain  delusions  are  gone  by, 

Its  idle  hopes  are  o'er. 
Yet  age  remembers  with  a  sigh. 

The  days  that  are  no  more. 


ScwAiey. 


LOOKING  AT  THE  CROSS. 

In  evil  long  I  took  del^t> 

Unawed  by  shame  or  fear, 
Till  a  Dew  object  struck  my  sight, 

And  stopped  my  wild  career. 

I  saw  one  hanging  on  a  tree, 

In  agonies  and  blood. 
Who  fixed  his  languid  eyes  on  me, 

As  near  his  cross  I  stood. 

Sure  never  till  my  latest  breath 

Can  I  forget  that  look ; 
It  sftemed  to  dmi^  me  with  his  death, 

Though  aot  a  word  he  spoke. 
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My  conscience  felt,  and  owned  the  guilt. 

And  plunged  me  in  despair : 
1  saw  my  sins  bis  blood  had  spilt, 

And  he^ed  to  nail  him  there. 

Alas  1  I  know  not  what  I  did, 

But  now  my  tears  are  yain : 
Where  shall  my  trembling  soul  be  hid  ? 

For  I  the  Lord  have  slain. 

A  second  look  he  ga^e,  which  said, 

*  I  freely  all  foi^ye : 
This  blood  is  for  thy  ransom  paid, 

I  die,  that  thou  may'st  live.* 

Thus,  while  his  death  my  sin  displays 

In  all  its  blackest  hue, 
(Such  is  the  mystery  of  grace,) 

It  seals  ray  pardon  too. 

With  pleasing  grief  and  mournful  joy, 

My  spirit  now  is  filled, 
That  I  should  such  a  life  destroy. 
Yet  live  by  him  I  killed. 

'Newtm, 
i2 
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OSSIAN'S  HYMN  TO  THE  SUN. 

O  thou  whose  beams  the  sea-girt  eartb  array^ 
King  of  the  sky,  and  father  of  the  day  I 
O  sun  I  what  fountain^  hid  irom<hainaii«ye%  , 
Supplies  thy  circle  round  tha  radiant  skies^  .• 
For  ever  burning  and  for  ever  bright, 
With  heaven's  pure  fire  and  everlasting  light  ? 
What  awfiil  beauty  in  thy  fiehce^  appears  I 
Immortal  youth  beyond  the  power  of  years  I 

When  gloomy  darkness  to  thy  reiga  resigns,. 
And  horn  the  gates  of  mom  thy  glory  shines, 
The  conscious  stars  are  put  to  suddea  flight, 
And  all  the  planets  hide  their  heads  in  night ; 
The  Queen  of  heaven  forsakes  the  etherial  plain, 
To  sink  inglorious  in  the  western  main ; 
The  clouds  refulgent  deck  thy  golden  throne, 
High  in  the  heaveapi^  immortal  and  alone  I 
Who  can  abide  the  brightness  of  thy  face. 
Or  who  attend  thee  in  thy  rapid  race  ? 
The  mountain  oaks,  like  their  own  leaves,  decay ; 
ThemaelyeSy  the  mountains,  wear  with  age  away ; 
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The  boundless  main  that  rolls  from  land  to  land, 
Lessens  at  times  and  leaves  a  waste  of  sand  ; 
The  silver  moon,  refulgent  lamp  of  night, 
Is  lost  in  heaven,  and  emptied  of  her  light ; 
But  thou  for  ever  shalt  endure  the  same, 
Thy  light  eternal,* and  unspent  thy  flame  I 

When  tempests  with  their  train  impend  on  high, 
Darken  the  day,  and  load  the  labouring  sky ; 
When  heaven's  wide  convex  glows  with  lightnings  dire. 
All  ether  flaming,  and  all  earth  on  Are ; 
When  loud  and  long  the  deep-mouthed  thunder  rolls, 
And  peals  on  peals  redoubled  rend  the  poles ; 
If  from  the  opening  clouds  thy  form  appears, 
Her  wonted  charm  the  face  of  nature  wears  ; 
Thy  beauteous  orb  restores  departed  day, 
Looks  from  the  sky  and  laughs  the  storm  away. 

Logan* 


COMFORT  IN  AFFLICTION. 

Ob  I  thou  who  dry'st  the  mourner's  tear, 
How  dark  this  world  would  be. 
If,  when  deceived  and  wounded  here. 
We  could  not  fly  to  thee  I 

i3 
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The  friends  who  in  our  sunshine  live. 
When  wintar  ccMnes,  are  flown ; 
And  he  who  has  but  tears  to  give. 
Must  weep  those  tears  alone : 
But  thou  wilt  heal  that  broken  heart. 
Which,  like  the  plants  that  throw 
Their  fragrance  from  the  wounded  part, 
Breathes  sweetness  out  of  woe. 

When  joy  no  longer  soothes  or  cheers^ 

And  even  the  hope  that  threw 

A  moment  8  sparkle  o'er  our  tears. 

Is  dimned  and  vanished  too  I 

Oh  who  would  bear  life's  stormy  doom> 

Did  not  thy  wing  of  love 

Come  brightly  wafting  through  the  glooni. 

One  peace-branch  from  above  ? 

Then  sorrow,  touched  by  thee,  grows  bright 

With  more  that  rapture's  ray ; 

As  darkness  shows  us  worlds  of  light 

We  never  saw  by  day. 

Moore. 


THE  POETICAL  MELANGE.  199 


FORGET  ME  NOT. 

I  culled  each  floweret  for  my  fair, 

The  wild  thyme  and  the  heather  bell, 
And  romid  them  twined  a  tendril  rare  ; — 

She  said  ihe  posy  pleased  her  well. 
Bat  of  the  flowers  that  deck  the  field, 

Or  grace  the  garden  of  Uie  cot, 
Though  others  richer  perfumes  yield, 

The  sweetest  is,  *  Forget  me  not.' 

We  roamed  the  mead,  we  climbed  the  hill, 

We  rambled  o'er  the  breckan  brae, 
The  trees  that  crowned  the  mossy  riU, 

They  screened  us  from  the  glare  of  day. 
She  said  she  loved  the  sylvan  bower. 

Was  charmed  with  every  niral  sport ; 
And  when  arrived  ihe  parting  hour, 

Her  last  words  were,  '  Forget  me  not.' 

Anon* 


\ 
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THE  OLD  CUMBERLAND  BEGGAR. 

I  saw  an  aged  beggar  hi  my  walk, 

And  he  was  seated  by  the'  higfc-way  side, 

On  a  low  structure  of  rude  masonry 

Built  at  the  foot  of  a  huge  hill,  that  they 

Who  lead  tiieir  horses  down  the  steep  rough  road 

May  thence  remount  at  ease.    The  i^ed  man 

Had  placed  his  staff  across  the  broad  smooth  stone 

That  overlays  the  pile,  and  from  a  bag 

All  white  with  flour,  the  dole  of  village  dames, 

He  drew  his  scraps  and  fragments,  ctoe  by  one. 

And  scanned  them  with  a  &ced' and  serious  look 

Of  idle  cotti^ttttttion.  ' '  Vt^e  atm, 

Upont^  «etteriid  Irt^WTthat  sttaflpile. 

Surrounded  by"  thdse  ttrild  ttnp^opled  hills. 

He  sate,  and  eatius  ibb/d  ih'^olittRle ; 

And  ever,  scattered  from  his  palsied  hand, 

That  still  attempting  to  prevent  the  waste, 

Was  ba£9ed  still,  the  crumbs  in  little  showers 

Fell  on  the  ground,  and  the  small  mountain  birds. 

Not  venturing  yet  to  peck  their  destined  meal. 

Approached  within  the  length  of  half  his  staff. 
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Him  from  my  childhood  have  I  known,  and  then 
He  was  so  old,  he  ^eems  not  older  now ; 
He  travels  on,  a  solitary  man, 
So  helpless  in  appearance,  that  for  him 
The  sauntering  horsemanotraveller  does  not  throw 
\^th  careless  hand  his  alms  upon  the  groimd, 
But  stops,  that  he  may  safely  lodge  the  coin 
Within  the  old  man*s  hat ;  nor  quits  him  so, 
But  still  when  he  has  given  his  horse  the  rein, 
Towards  the  aged  beggar  turns  a  look, 
Side-long  and  half-reverted.     She  who  tends 
The  toll-gate,  when  in  summer  at  her  door 
She  turns  her  wheel,  if  on  the  road  she  sees 
The  aged  beggar  coming,  quits  her  work. 
And  lifts  the  latch  for  him  that  he  may  pass. 
The  post-boy,  when  his  rattling  wheels  o'eitake 
The  aged  beggar  in  the  woody  lane, 
Shouts  to  him  from  behind,  and,  if  perchance 
The  old  man  does  not  change  his  course,  the  boy 
Turns  with  less  noisy  wheels  to  the  road-side. 
And  passes  gently  by,  without  a  curse 
Upon  his  lips^  or  anger  at  his  heart. 
He  travels  on,  a  solitary  man. 
His  age  has  no  companion.     On  the  ground 
His  eyes  are  turned,  and,  as  he  moves  along. 
They  move  along  the  ground ;  and  evermore,. 
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Instead  of  common  and  habitual  Msight 
Of  fields  with  rural  works,  of  hill  and  dale. 
And  the  blue  sky,  one  little  span  of  eartib 
Is  all  his  prospect.     Thus,  from- day  .to  day, 
Bowbent,  his  eyes  for  ever  cm  the  ground,;^  ' 
He  plies  his  weary  journey,  seeing  still, 
And  never  knowing  that  he  sees,  some  straw, 
Some  scattered  leaf,  or  marks,  which  in  one  track,. 
The  nails  of  cart  or  chariot  wheel  have  left 
Impressed  on  the  white  road,  in  the  .same  line, 
At  distance  still  the  same.     Poor  traveller ! 
His  staff  trails  with  him,  scarcely  do  his  feet 
Disturb  the  summer  dust ;  he  is  so  still 
In  look  and  motion^  that  the  cottage  curs. 
Ere  he  have  passed  the  door,  will  turn  away 
Weary  of  barking  at  him.     Boys  and  girls, 
The  vacant  and  the  busy,  maids  and  youths. 
And  urchins  newly  breeched,  all  pass  him  by  : 
Him  even  the  slow-paced  waggon  leaves  behind. 

But  deem  not  this  man  useless. — Statesmen  !  ye 
Who  are  so  restless  in  yonr  wisdom,  ye 
Who  have  a  broom  still  ready  in  your  hands 
To  rid  the  world  of  nuisances ;  ye  proud, 
Heart-swoln,  while  in  your  pride  ye  contemplate- 
Your  talents,  power,  and  wisdom,  deem  him  not 
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A  burthen  of  the  earth.    Tis  nature's  law 
That  none,  the  meanest  of  created  things, 
Of  forms  created  the  most  vile  and  brute, 
The  dullest  or  .most  noxious,  should  exist 
Divorced  from  good,  a  spirit  and  pulse  of  good, 
A  life  and  soul,  to  every  mode  of  being 
Inseparably  linked.    While  thus  he  creeps 
From  door  to  door,  the  villagers  in  him 
Behold  a  record  which  together  binds 
Past  deeds  and  offices  of  charity, 
Else  unremembered,  and  so  keeps  alive 
The  kindly  mood  in  hearts  which  li^se  of  years. 
And  that  half-wisdom  half-experience  gives, 
Make  slow  to  feel,  and  by  sure  steps  resign 
To  selfishness  and  cold  oblivions  cares. 
Among  the  forms  and  solitary  huts, 
Hamlets,  and  thinly  scattered  villages, 
Where'er  the  aged  beggar  takes  his  rounds. 
The  mild  necessity  of  youth  compels 
To  acts  of  love ;  and  habit  does  the  work 
Of  reason ;  yet  prepares  that  after-joy 
Which  reason  cherishes.     And  thus  the  soul, 
By  that  sweet  taste  of  pleasure  unpursued. 
Doth  find  itself  insensibly  disposed 
To  virtue  and  true  goodness.     Some  there  are> 
By  their  good  works  exalted^  lofty  minda 
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And  meditatiyey  authon  of  delight 

And  happiness,  which  to  the  end  oi  time 

Will  live,  and  spread,  and  kindle ;  minds  like  these. 

In  childhood,  from  this  solitary  being. 

This  helpless  wanda«r,  ha^e  perchance  received^ 

(A  thing  more  precious  fisur  than  all  ^t  books 

Or  the  solicitudes  of  love  can  do  I) 

That  first  mild  touch  of  sympathy  and  thou^t, 

In  which  they  found  their  kindred  with,  a  world 

Where  want  and  sorrow  were.    The  easy  man 

Who  sits  at  his  own  door,— and,  like  the  pear 

Which  overhangs  his  head  ^m  the  green  wall, 

Feeds  in  the  sunshine ;  the  robust  and  young, 

The  prosperous  and  unthinking,  they  who  Uve 

Sheltered,  and  flourish  in  a  little  grove 

Of  their  own  kindred, — all  behold  in  him: 

A  sDent  monitor,  which  on  their  minds 

Must  needs  impress  a  transitory  thoU^t 

Of  self-congratulation,  to  the  heart 

Of  each  recalling  his  peculiar  boons. 

His  charters  and  exemptions ;  and  perchance. 

Though  he  to  no  one  give  the  fortitude 

And  circumspection  needful  to  preserve 

His  present  blessings,' and  to  husband  up 

The  respite  of  the  season,  he,  at  least, 

And  'tis  no  vulgar  service,  makes  them  feit;^ 
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Yet  fiirther.-*-Many,  I  believe,  diere  are 
Who  live  a  life  of  yiituous  decency, 
Men  ^o  can  hear  the  Decalogue  and  feel 
No  self-reproach,  who  of  the  moral  law 
Established  in  the  land  where  they  abide 
Are  strict  observers ;  and  not  negligent, 
Meanwhile,  in  any  tenderness  of  heart 
Or  act  of  love  to  those  with  whom  they  dwell, 
Their  kindred,  and  the  children  of  their  blood. 
Praise  be  to  such,  and  to  their  slumbers  peace  ! 
— But  of  the  poor  man  ask,  the  abject  poor, 
Go,  and  demand  of  him,  if  there  be  here. 
In  this  cold  abstinence  from  evil  deeds, 
And  these  inevitable  charities, 
Wherewith  to  satisfy  the  human  soul  ? 
No — man  is  dear  to  man :  the  poorest  poor 
Long  for  some  moments  in  a  weary  life 
When  they  can  know  and  feel  that  they  have  been 
Themselves,  the  fathers  and  the  dealers-out 
Of  some  small  blessings ;  have  been  kind  to  such 
As  needed  kindness,  for  this  single  cause, 
That  we  have  all  of  us  one  human  heart. 
— Such  pleasure  is  to  one  kind  being  known — 
My  neighbour,  when  with  punctual  care,  Bach  week 
Duly  as  Friday  comes,  though  pressed  herself 
By  her  own  wants,  she  from  her  chest  of  meal 


206  THE  POETICAL  MELANGE. 

Takes  one  nnsparing  handfnl  for  the  scrip- 
Of  this  old  mendicant,  and,  from  her  door 
Returning  with  exhilarated  heart, 
Sits  by  her  fire  and  builds  her  hope  in  heaven. 

Then  let  him  pass,  a  blessing  on  his  head  I 
And  while,  in  that  vast  solitude  to  which 
The  tide  of  things  has  led  him,  he  appears. 
To  breathe  and  live  but  for  himself  alone, 
Unbalmed,  miinjured,  let  him  bear  about 
The  good  which  the  benignant  law  of  heaven 
Has  hung  around  him  :  and,  while  life  is  his. 
Still  let  him  prompt  the  unlettered  villagers 
To  tender  offices  and  pensive  thoughts. 
Then  let  him  pass,  a  blessing  on  his  head  I 
And,  long  as  he  can  wander,  let  him  breathe 
The  freshness  of  the  valleys ;  let  his  blood 
Stru^le  with  frosty  air  and  winter  snows. 
And  let  the  chartered  wind  that  sweeps  the  heath 
Beat  his.  gray  locks  against  his  withered  face. 
Reverence  the  hope  whose  vital  anxiousness 
Gives  the  last  human  interest  to  his  heart. 
May  never  house,  misnamed  of  industry, 
Make  him  a  captive  I  for  that  pent-up  din. 
Those  life- consuming  sounds  that  clog  the  air,. 
Be  bis  the  natural  silence  of  old  age  I 
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Let  him  be  free  of  mountain  solitudes ; 
And  have  aroimd  him,  whether  heard  or  not, 
The  pleasant  melody  of  woodland  birds. 
Few  are  his  pleasures ;  if  his  eyes,  which  now 
Have  been  so  long  &miliar  with  the  earthy 
No  more  behold  the  horizontal  sun 
Rising  or  setting,  let  the  light  at  least 
find  a  free  entrance  to  their  languid  orbs. 
And  let  him,  where  and  when  he  wiU,  sit  down 
Beneath  the  trees,  or  by  the  grassy  bank 
Of  high-way  side,  and  with  the  little  birds 
Share  his  chance-gathered  meal,  and,  finally. 
As  in  the  eye  of  Nature  he  has  lived. 
So  in  the  eye  of  Nature  let  him  die. 

Wordsworih. 


RESIGNATION. 

Said  to  have  been  written  by  a  Lady  of  Rank,  nearly  two  cen- 
turies ago. 

My  father  is  dead,  and  my  mother  is  dead — 
They  sleep  beneath  the  church-yard  tree : 

And  my  brothers  so  brave,  are  all  in  the  grave, 
The  greedy  grave  that  yawns  for  me. 
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I  am  an  orphan,  without  a  friend — 
Courage,  my  heart,  for  life 'will  end. 

I  was  the  delight  of  a  gallant  knight, 
And  he  vowed  he  only  lived  for  me ; 

But  the  turtle  I  trow,  is  doomed  to  woe, 
While  her  faithless  mate  away  doth  flee. 

Courage,  my  heart,  and  bear  the  wrong — 

Life  is  short,  though  sorrow  is  strong. 

I  had  a  sweet  child,  on  me  he  smiled, 
And  bade  me  live  his  fame  to  see  ; 

But  the  death-storm  blew,  and  the  cold  night  dew 
Blasted  the  rose  so  dear  to  me. 

I  wrapped  him  in  his  winding  sheet, 

And  strewed  him  with  flowers  as  frail  and  sweet. 

My  kindred  are  dead,  my  love  is  fled  ; 

Courage,  my  heart,  thou  canst  love  no  more  ; 
Pale  is  my  cheek,  my  body  is  weak ; — 

Courage,  my  heart,  'twill  soon  be  o'er. 
Dim  are  my  eyes,  with  tears  of  sorrow ; 
They  ache  Tor  a  night,  without  a  morrow. 
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THE  LOVERS. 

As  gilded  barks  that  hover' near 
The  shores  of  sun-lit  ocean, 
Together  launched  our  hearts  shall  steer. 
To  shun  the  storm's  commotion. 

If  jealous  fortune  change  our  doom, 
And  tempests  bid  us  sever, 
True  love  shall  cheer  the  midnight's  gloom, 
Our  polar  star  forever. 

Thro'  many  s(  bright  and  cloudy  day, 
Tho'  breeze  or  blfast  be  blowing ; 
Love  still  shall  bum  with  steady  ray, 
And  every  sigh  be  glowing. 

And  when  life's  summer  suns  decline. 
And  age  brings  wintry  weather, 
Like  kindred  flowers  our  hearts  shall  twine, 
And  wither  both  together. 

Anon. 
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LORD  ULLIN'S  DAUGHTER. 

A  chieftain  to  the  Highlands  bound 
Cries,  '  Boatman,  do  not  tarry, 

'  And  ril  give  thee  a  silver  pound 
To  row  us  o'er  the  ferry. ' 

'  Now,  who  be  ye,  would  cross  Lochgyle, 

This  (lark  and  stormy  water  ?' — 
<  Oh,  I'm  the  chief  of  Ulva*B  Isle, 

And  this  Lord  Ullin*s  daughter. 

« 

'  And  fast  before  her  father's  men 
Three  days  weVe  fled  together ; 

For  should  he  find  us  in  the  glen. 
My  blood  would  stain  the  heather. 

^  His  horsemen  hard  behind  us  ride  ; 

Should  they  our  steps  discover, 
Then  who  would  cheer  my  bonny  bride» 

When  they  have  slain  her  lover  ?* — 
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Out  spoke  the  hardy  Highland  wight^ 

*  ni  go,  my  chief, — I'm  ready : — 
It  is  not  for  yonr  silver  bright, 

But  for  your  winsome  lady : 

*'  And  by  my  word,  the  bonny  bird 

In  danger  shall  not  tarry ; 
So,  though  the  waves  are  raging  white, 

I'll  row  you  o'er  the  ferry/ — 

By  this  the  storm  grew  loud  apace> 

The  water-wraith  was  shrieking, 
And  in  the  scowl  of  heaven  each  face 

Grew  dai'k  as  they  were  speaking. 

But  still  as  wilder  blew  the  wind, 

And  as  the  night  grew  drearer, 
Adown  the  glen  rode  armed  men. 

Their  trampling  sounded  nearer. — 

*■  Oh !  haste  thee,  haste  I  the  lady  cries, 

Though  tempest  round  us  gather ; 
I'll  meet  the  raging  of  the  skies ; 

But  not  an  angry  father.'—* 
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Hie  boat  has  left  a  stonny  land, 

A  stormy  sea  before  her ; 
When  oh !  too  strong  for  human  hand. 

The  tempest  gathered  o'er  her. 

And  still  they  rowed,  amidst  the  roar 

Of  waters  fast  prevailing : 
Lord  Unin  reached  that  fatal  shore, 

His  wrath  was  changed  to  wailing. 

For  sore  dismayed  through  storm  and  shade, 

His  child  he  did  discover  : 
One  lovely  hand  she  stretched  for  aid, 

And  one  was  romid  her  lover. 

'  Come  back  I  come  back  !*  he  cried  in  grief, 

'  Across  this  stormy  water : 
And  I'll  forgive  your  Highland  chief ; 

My  daughter ! — oh,  my  daughter !' 

Twas  vain :  the  loud  wsves  lashed  the  shore, 

Retmn;  or  aid  preventing  :-— 
The  waters  wild  went  o'er  his  child, 

And  he  was  left  lamenting. 

Campbell* 
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ON  THE 

BURIAL  OF  SIR  JOHN  MOORE, 

WHO  FELL  AT  THE  BATTLE  OF  CORUNNA,  1809. 

Not  a  drum  was  heard, — not  a  funeral  note, 
While  his  corse  to  the  ramparts  was  hurried : 

Not  a  soldier  discharged  his  farewell  shot, 
O'er  the  grare  where  our  hero  was  hurled  I 

We  huried  him  darkly,  at  dead  of  night, 
The  sods  with  our  bayonets  turning, 

By  the  struggling  moon-beams'  misty  light, 
And  the  lantern  dimly  burning. — 

No  useless  coffin  inclosed  his  breast, 

Nor  in  sheet  nor  in  shroud  we  bound  him,    • 

But  he  lay  like  a  warrior  taking  his  rest. 
With  his  martial  cloak  around  him. 

Few  and  short  were  the  prayers  we  said, 
And  we  spoke  not  a  word  of  sorrow ; 

But  we  stedfastly  gazed  on  the  face  of  the  dead 
And  we  bitterly  thought  of  the  morrow. 
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We  thought,  as  we  hollowed  his  narrow  bed, 

And  smoothed  down  his  lonely  pillow, 
That  the  foe  and  the  stranger  would  tread  o'er  his  head, 

And  we  to  away  on  the  billow ! 

Lightly  they'll  talk  of  the  spirit  that's  gone, 

And  o'er  his  cdd  ashes  upbraid  him  ; 
But  nothing  hell  reck,  if  they  let  him  sleep  on 

In  die  grare  where  a  Briton  has  laid  him. 

But  half  of  our  heavy  task  was  done, 

When  the  clodc  tolled  the  hour  for  retiring ; 

And  we  heard  the  distant  and  random  gun 
Of  the  enemy  sullenly  firing. 

Slowly  and  sadly  we  laid  him  down. 

From  the  field  of  his  fame  fresh  and  gory  : 

We  carved  not  a  line,  and  we  raised  not  a  stone, 
But*we  left  him  alone  with  his  glory. 
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ON  A  TOMBSTONE  IN  CHESHIRE. 

O  stranger !  let  no  ill-timed  tear 

Be  shed  for  those  idio  slumber  here ; 

But,  rather  envy  them  the  sleep 

From  which  they  ne'er  can  wake  to  weep  I 

Why  mourn  ?-*-since  freed  from  human  ill, 
The  throbbing  bosom  cold  and  still  I 
Why  mourn — since  death  presents  us  peace, 
And  in  the  grave  our  sorrows  cease  ? 

The  shattered  bark,  from  adverse  winds 
Here  her  last  anchor  drops,  and  finds — 
Safe,  where  life's  storms  no  more  molest — 
A  haven  of  untroubled  rest  I 

Then,  stranger  I — ^let  no  ill-timed  tear, 
Be  shed  for  those  who  slumber  here ; 
But,  rather  envy  them  the  sleep 
From  which  they  ne'er  can  wake— to  weep  ! 
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Yet  oh  I  if  thou  hast  leam^  to  scan, 

With  feeling  eye,  the  fate  of  man ; 

Go  weep  for  those  stiU  doomed  to  sorrow— 

Who  moam  the  past  I — ^nor  hope  the  morrow  I 

For  those,  whose  tears  must  ceaseless  flow  l*- 
Whose  round  of  pain  each  mom  renew.; 
Who — ^if  they  dream — ^but  dream  of  woe, 
And  wake  to  find  their  visions  true. 

Arum. 


LIBERTY. 

'Tis  liberty  alone  that  gives  the  flower 

Of  fleeting  life  its  lustre  and  perfume ; 

And  we  are  weeds  without  it.    All  constraint, 

Except  what  wisdom  lays  on  evil  men, 

Is  evil :  hurts  the  faculties,  impedes 

Their  progress  in  the  road  of  science ;  blinds 

The  eye-sight  of  discovery,  and  begets. 

In  those  that  suffer  it  a  sordid  mind, 

Bestial,  a  meagre  intellect,  unfit 

To  be  the  tenant  of  man*s  noble  form. 
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Thee  therefore,  stilly  blame-worthy  as  thoa  art, 
With  all  thy  loss  of  empire,  and  though  squeezed 
By  public  exigence  till  annual  food 
Fails  for  the  craying  hunger  of  the  state, 
Thee  I  account  still  happy,  and  the  chief 
Among  the  nations,  seeing  thou  art  free ; 
My  native  nook  of  earth !  Thy  clime  is  rude, 
Replete  with  vapours,  and  disposes  much 
All  hearts  to  sadness,  and  none  more  than  mine ; 
Thine  unadulterate  manners  are  less  soft 
And  plausible  than  social  life  requires. 
And  thou  hast  need  of  discipline  and  art 
To  give  thee  what  politer  France  receives 
From  Nature's  bounty — ^that  humane  address 
And  sweetness,  without  which  no  pleasure  is 
In  converse,  either  starved  by  cold  reserve. 
Or  flushed  with  fierce  dispute,  a  senseless  brawl ; 
Yet,  being  free,  I  love  thee :  For  the  sake 
Of  that  one  feature,  can  be  well  content, 
Disgraced  as  thou  hast  been«  poor  as  tbou  ai*t, 
To  seek  no  sublunary  rest  beside. 
But,  once  enslaved,  farewell  I  I  could  endure 
Chains  no  where  patiently;  and' chains  at  home, 
Where  I  am  free  by  birthright,  not  at  all. 
Then  what  were  left  of  roughness  in  the  grain 
Of  British  natures,  wanting  its  excuse, 

VOL.  I.  K 
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That  it  belongs  to  fre&aaiai,  would  disgiiat 

And  shock  me*    I  ahcmki  then  mSiL  doable  paia 

Feel  all  the  rigour  of  thy  fidde  elime; 

And  if  I  must  bewail  the  blessing  lost, 

For  which  our  Hampdens  and  our  Sidneys  bled, 

I  would  at  least  bewaO  it  under  skies 

Milder,  among  a.  people  less  austere ; 

m 

In  scenes  which  ha?iog  never  known  me  free, 
Would  not  reproadi  me  with  the  loss  I  felt. 

Whose  freedom  is  by  sufferance,  and  at  will 
Of  a  superior,  he  is  never  free. 
Who  lives,  and  is  not  weary  of  a  life 
Exposed  to  manades,  deserves  them  weil% 
The  state,  that  strives  for  liberty,  thou^  foilki. 
And  forced' to  abandon  what  she  bravely  sought. 
Deserves  at  least  af^lanse  for  her  att^npt, 
And  pity  for  her  loss.-— 

Cowper. 


EXTRACT  FROM  THE  COURSE  OF  TIME. 

Praise  God,  ye  servants  of  the  Loid !  pvaise  God, 
Ye  sDgels  strong !  pndse  God,  ye  sons  of  men  I 
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Praise  him  who  jptmUm,  aad  wkoreiiieiKcl your  Mralt I 
Who  gave  yon  hope^  ttfleetioi^  xinM^  tHll ; 
Minds  that  can  pierce  edhiityinanoCie, 
And  live  at  once  on  fatnre^Tveient^  fUttC ; 
Can  tpeoiilate  on  systems  yet'to  make, 
And  back  recoil  on  ancient  days  of  time. 
Of  time^  soon  past ;  soon  lost  among  the  shades 
Of  bmied  years*    Not  so  the  actions  done 
In  tine»  the  deeds  of  reasonable  men ; 
As  if  engraven  with  pen  of  iron  grain, 
And  laid  in  flinty  rock,  they  stand  nnchanged, 
Wtitten  on  the  variima  pages  of  the  paat ; 
If  good,  in  rosy  cbanustera  oi  lave ; 
If  bad,  in  letters  of  Tindicttve  fire.  ^^ 

God  may  forgive,  but  cannot  blot  them  out. 
Sjrstems  begin,  and  end ;  eternity 
Rolls  on  his  endless  years ;  and  men  absohred 
By  mercy  from  tlie  conaeiiiienee,  forget 
Tlie  evil  deed ;  and  Grod  in^mtea  it  not : 
But  neither  systems  ending,  nor  began ; 
Eternity  that  rolls  his  endless  years ; 
Nor  men  absolved,  and.  sanctified,  and  washed 
By  mercy  from  the  eoiBAeqaeaee ;  nor  yet 
Forgetfnlness ;  nor  God  imputiiig:  not^ 
Can  wash  the  guilty  detd.oBee  done^  from  ont 

k2 
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The  ftdtfafU  annab  of  die  pasi  r  irfio  reads, 
And  many  ready  Aere  find  it^  aa  it  ipas, 
And  is,  and  shall  for  ever  be  ■<!  daric, 
Unnatoral  and  loatUy  moral  BpoU  ' 

PoUok, 


IMAGINARY  APOSTROPHE  OF  NAPOLEON 

BONAPARTE- 

Ob  !  bury  me  deep  in  the  boundless  sea. 
Let  my  heart  have  a  limitless  grave ; 

¥oT  my  spirit  in  Hfe  was  as  fierce  and  free 
Ab  the  course  of  liie  tempest  wave. 

And  as  far  from  the  reach  of  mortal  control 
Were  the  depths  of  myfatiiomless  mind ; 

And  the  ebbs  and  flows  of  my  single  soul, 
Were  tides  to  the  rest  of  mankind. 

« 

Then  my  briny  pall  shall  engirdle  the  world, 
As  in  life  did  the  voice  of  my  fune ; 

And  each  mutinous  billow,  that  skyward  curied, 
Shall  to  fimcy  re-echo  my  name. 
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That  name  sball  be  storied  in  racofd  snblime, 

In  the  utteronoel  cornen  o£  earth : 
And  renowned,,  till  the  wreck  of  eiqmtng  time, 

Be  the  glorified  land  .of  my  birth  I 

Yes,  bnry  my  heart  in  the  bovndleas  eea  :— 
It  would  burst  from  a  narrower  tomb, 

Should  less  thaaan.ooean  my  aepulchre  be, 
Or  if  wrapped  in  leas  horrible  gloom ! 

John  Malcoim,  Esq, 


MATILDA. 

Outrageous  did  the  loud  wmd  blow 
Across  the  sounding  main ; 

The  vessel  tossing  to  and  froy   - 
Could  scarce  the  stonn  sustain* 

Matilda  to  her  fiearful  ln«ast 
Held  dose  her  infiuit  dear ; 

His  presence  allber  fears  inereased. 
And  waked  the  tender  tear. 
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Now  neavtr  to  thegiKtofol  thoro^ 
The  shtfrod  niMitdriw^; 

The  ^ni^g  ifimv«t  «9ir  Mawd  to  mm 
Now  shoal  Um  eiraltiiig  on«r. 

G»ve  tiiaaka'^irlKtvwiVfMfwer? 
How  fierreiii  dx^^  mnAtmeedhm  bof !    - 
HowUMt  ihetiifiag^lKNir  I 

O  !  much  deceiyed  and  hapless  fiair, 
Tho*  ceased  the-wares  to  roar, 

Thoa,  from  that  &tal  momaAti  ne'er 
Didst  taste  of  fkaiuna  more. 

For,  stepiMngfoB^-ironi  affithe  ctodc. 
To  reach  thevelcome  gMiou^ 

The  babe,  i:nckii(iaf  frow  hflr  aecky 
nnnged  in  the  gii^  peofoiuQid. 

Amazement— ohakied  I  her  haggard  eye 

Grave  not  a  tear  to  flaw. 
Her  bosoBi  heaved  aoconBeioua  aigh> 

She  stood  a  acuiptiived  woe. 
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To  snatch  the  diild  from  UMant  deftth. 

Some  braved  the  threatfeMPg  main, 
And  to  recall  bis  fleeting  breath 

Tried  eveiy  art  in  vain. 

But  wben  tha  corse  bad  ndet  ber  viewv 

Stretched  on  the  pebbly  eMndt 
Roused  from  ber  ezslacy  abe  flew. 

And  pierced  th*  opposing  band. 

With  tressea  diacomp<toed  and  rude. 

Fell  prostratiB  on  the  grdond^ 
To  the  infant's  Jips,  her 'Ifipa  she  ghi^ . 

And  sorrow  burst  ha  bound* 

Now  throwiilg  ^ond  a  tronbl^  glance,  - 

With  madness*  r^j  inflamed^ 
And,  breaking  filatelier  liiletittcance, 

She  wildly  thus  exdaim^ : 

^  Heard  ye  the  helpless  iil£uit  scream  ? 

Saw  ye  the  mother  bold  ? 
How,  as  shie  flnng  him  iik  the  atreaoi, 

The  billow»«'^  him  rolled  ? 
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<  But  Boft^  ttwliile — §ee  t  tiiere  lie  lies. 

Embalmed  in  infiuit  sleep ; 
Why  M  the  dew-drops  from  your  eyes  ? 
What  cause  is  heie  to  weep  ? 

<  Yes,  yes — his  HtUe  life  k  fled. 
His  heaveksB  bireast  is  eold ; 

What  tears  will  not  thy  mother  shed,* 
When  thy  sad  tale  is  teld!    ' 

'  Ah  me  I  that  che^  of  Hrid  hue — 
That  brow^^ihat  anbmrn  hair-— 

Those  Hps  where  late  the  roses  blew, 
All,  all  my  son  dedare. 

'  Strange  thrilling  horrors  chill  eadi  vein — 

A  voice  in  accoits  wild, 
Thunders  to  this  distradUd  brain, 

Matilda  slew  her  child !' 

She  added  not— but  sunk  qypressed. 

Death  on  her  eye-lids  stole ; 
While  from  her  grief-distracted  breast, 

She  Bighed  her  tortured  soul. 

Jemingham. 
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STANZAS. 

The  turf  shil!  be  my  fragraat  shruiey 
My  temple,  Lord  I  that  arch  of  thine^ 
My  censer's  breath  die  moantain  airs, 
And  silent  thoughts  my  only  prayers. 

My  choir  shall  be  the  moonlight  wares, 
When  murmuring  homeward  to  diek  caves, 
Or,  when  the  stilhteiM  of  die  sea, 
Even  more  than  music,  breathes  of  Thee^ 

I'll  seek,  by  day,  some  glade  unknown. 
All  light  and  silence  like  thy  throne  ! 
And  the  pale  stars  shall  be,  at  night,  "" 

The  only  eyes  that  watch  my  rite. 

Thy  Heaven,  on  which  'tis  bliss  to  look, 
Shall  be  my  pure  and  shining  hook. 
Where  I  shall  read,  in  words  of  flame. 
The  glories  of  thy  wtmderous  name. 


224  THK  POETICAL  MU.AVGB, 

'  But  soft,  &while--tee  t  tiiere  lie  lies. 

Embalmed  in  infiuit  sleep ; 
Why  M  the  dew-drops  from  your  eyes  ? 

What  cause  is  heie  to  weep  ? 

<  Yes,  yes — his  Httle  fife  is  fled. 

His  heavekfls  bireast  is  eold ; 
What  tears  will  not  thy  Hiother  shed, ' 

When  thy  sad  tale  is  teld!    ' 

'  Ah  me  I  that  che^  of  Hrid  hue — 
That  brow^^iliat  anbvm  hair-— 

Those  Hps  where  kte  the  roses  blew, 
All,  all  my  son  dedare. 

'  Strange  thrilling  horrors  chill  eadi  vein — 

A  voice  in  accents  wild, 
Thunders  to  this  distradUd  brain, 

Matilda  slew  her  child !' 

She  added  not— but  sunk  oppressed. 

Death  on  her  eye-lids  stole ; 
While  from  her  grief-distraeted  breast, 

She  Bigbed  her  tortured  soul. 

Jemingham. 
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STANZAS. 

The  turf  shal!  be  my  fragraat  shrine, 
My  temple,  Lord  I  that  arch  of  thine, 
My  censer's  breath  die  mountain  airs, 
And  silent  thoughts  my  only  prayers. 

My  choir  shall  be  the  moonlight  wares, 
When  murmuring  homeward  to  ^iek  caves, 
Or,  when  the  stiUness  of  die  sea, 
Even  more  than  music,  breathes  of  Tfaee^ 

111  seek,  by  day,  some  glade  unknown, 
All  light  and  silence  like  thy  throne  ! 
And  the  pale  stars  shall  be,  at  night,  "^ 

The  only  eyes  that  watch  my  rite. 

Thy  Heaven,  on  which  'tb  bliss  to  look) 
Shall  be  my  pure  and  sAiining  bode. 
Where  I  shall  read,  in  words  of  flame. 
The  glories  of  thy  wmiderous  name. 
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I'll  read  thy  anger  in  the  rack 

That  clouds  awhile  the  day-beam*8  track ; 

Thy  mercy  in  the  asnre  hoe 

Of  sunny  brightneMb  hieaking  through  ! 

There's  noAiag^  >rig)l^  aJ^Oi  below* 
From  flowepft  iHm  k^vk!^  fttuf^  |hati  gkifW, 
But  in  its  li^li  mjT  AWA  iSWil  890'  . 
Some  featiue  <tf  thyi  ,Qeity  I 

There's  Bo^g.dwili^  IhM<»^»  Bko^e^ 
But  ift  ita  |^Q«m  I  tis^^  tliyi  lovor.  . 
And  meekly  vmjki  tbfUt  mommtr  wl^n  . 
Thy  toiidi  shaU  iRupfr  9II  hns^t.^gaio.  I 


Moore. 
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DEAXil  OF  A  BBX.IEVER. 

O  thinki  th«b  while  you: i^' weepings hwe^ 
His  hand  »§|oldaQ'lnrp<ia  atnriogMif  $1 : 
And,  with  a  if»iee>  sciene^  aildi«leam< 
His  ransomfid  soui^  without  a  tear, 
His  Saviour  s  praise  is  singing  ! 
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And  think,  that  aK  Km  pfthM  ilw  fl#d, 
His  toils  and  «6mW8  dosed  ibf^fW; 

While  He,  whose  U<N>d  ft»*Han  was  rikftd, ' 

Has  placed  upon  his  servant's  head 
A  crown  that  fadeth  never ! 

And  think,  that  (in  that  awful  day, 
When  daikaess  sun  and  moon  is  shading) 

The  form  that,  'midst  its  kindred  cl&y, 

Your  trembling  hands  prqnre  to  lay, 
Shall  rise  to  life  unMing  I 


Then  weep  no  more  iim  kail^  viMb  gone  • 

Wliere  sin  and  suffering  ne'er  shall  enter ; 
But  on  that  great  Hi^  Priesi^  alone, 
Who  can  for  guilt  like  owrii  albne, 
Your  own  affections  centre  I 

For  thus,  while  round  your  lowly  bier 
Surviving  friends  are  sadly  bendiag. 
Your  souls,  like  his,  to  Jesus  dear> 
Shall  mng  their  flight  to  yonder  i^faere^ 
Faith  lightest  pinions  lending. 

And  thus,  when  to  the  silent  tomb 
Your  lifeless  dust  like  his  is  given. 
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Like  faith  shall  iriiiaper  'mUbl  the  gloom. 
That  yet  agaiii>  inyouthMhlMtii,: 
That  dust  shall  amile  in  heaven ! 


AMm- 


THE  BIRTH  OF  CHRIST. 

Brightest  and  hest  of  the  aoiM  of  the  morning. 
Dawn  on  our  darkness,  nod  lend  us  thine  aid ! 
Star  of  the  east  the  horizon  adorning, 
Gnide  where  our  infimt  Redeemer  is  laid ! 

Cold  on  his  cradle  the  dew-drops  are  shining, 
Low  lies  his  hed  with  die  beasts  of  the  stall : 
Angels  adore  him  in  slumher  reclining. 
Maker,  and  Monarch,  and  Saviour  of  all. 

Say,  shall  we  yield  him,  in  mostly  ^devotion, 
Odours  of  Eden,  and  offerings  divine : 
Gems  of  the  mountain,  and  pearls  of  the  ocean, 
Myrrh  from  the  forest,  and  gold  from  the  mine  ? 

Vainly  we  offer  each  ample  oblation ; 
Vainly  with  gold  would  his  favour  secure; 


THB  POSTICAL  MXLAVGE.  229 

Richer  by  fa  is  the  heurt*B  adoratkm, 
Dearer  to  God  are  the  prayers  of  tibe  poor ! 

Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the  morning, 
Dawn  on  our  darkness,  and  lend  ns  thine  aid  I 
Star  of  the  east  the  horizon  adorning, 
Gnide  where  our  infant  Redeemer  is  laid. 

Heber, 


LOVE  OF  GOD. 

Our  Father  sits  on  yonder  throne, 

Amidst  the  hosts  above ; 
He  reigns  throughout  the  world  alone^ 

He  reigns  the  God  of  loye. 

He  knew  us  when  we  knew  him  not, 
Was  with  us,  though  unseen ; 

His  favours  came  to  us  unsought, 
His  love  has  wonderous  been. 

He  keeps  us  now,  securely  keeps. 

Whatever  foe  assails ; 
With  vigilance  that  never  sleeps, 

With  power  that  never  fails. 


230  THE  POSTICAL  MELANGE. 

He  gives  as  hope  tiNK' we:  ^M  be, 
Ere  loogy  with  him  above;  • 

That  we  shall  all  his  glory  see, 
And  celehrste  bis-  li^ve. 

Then  let  as,  whik  w<»^wett  below^ 

Obey  oar  HMher'tf  t!0iee  ^ 
T<r  aU  his  dispensations  bow, 

And  in  his  Aame  rejoice. 

•  -      ,  - 

How  sweet  to  hear  him  say  at  last, 
'  Ye  blessed  children  come ; 

The  days  of  banishment  are  past, 
And  heaven  is  yoar  home.' 


Kelly. 


WHAT  IS  LIFE  ? 

And  what  is  life  ? — An  hoar-glass  on  the  run, 
A  mist,  retreating  from  the  moining  san, 

A  busy,  bustling,  still-repeated  dream, — 
Its  length  ? — a  minute's  pause,  a  moment's  thought 

And  happiness  ? — a  bubble  on  the  stream, 
That  in  the  act  of  seizing,  shrinks  to  nought. 
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And  what  is  hope  ? — ^the  puffing  gale  of  morn. 
That  robs  each  floweret  of  its  gem,  and  dies ; 

A  cobweb^  hiding  disappointment's  thorn, 
Which  stings  more  keenly  through  the  thin  disguise. 

And  what  is  death  ?«-*J8  still  the  cause  UB£»iuid? 
That  dark,  mysterious  name  of  horrid  sound  ? 

A  loBg,  and  UngeriDg  sleep  the  weary  crave, 
And  peace  ?-«-where  can  its  happiness  abound? 

Nowhere  at  all^  save  heaven  and  the  grave* 

Then  what  is  life  ?-~When  stripl  of  its  di8guise# 

A  thing  t^  be  desired  it  cannot  be ; 
Since  every  thing  that  meets  our  foolirii  eyes 

Gives  proof  sufficient  of  its  vimity. 

Tis  but  a  trial  all  maast  nndeigo.; 

To  teach  unthankful  mortals  how  to  prize 
Such  happiness  vaui  nto's  desired  to  know, 

Until  hels  called  to  meet  it  in  the  skies. 

Clare, 
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TO  A  TAPER. 

Tis  midn^lit— on  the  globe  dead  elimiber  sits, 

And  all  is  sflenee^^in  the  hour  of  sleep ; 
Save  when  the  hollow  gust,  that  swells  by  fits, 

In  the  dark  wood  roars  fearftiHy  and  deep. 

I  wake  alone  to  listen  and  to  weep, 
To  watch,  my  taper,  thy  pale  beacon  bum ; 

And,  as  stiH  memory  does  her  vigils  keep, 

To  think  of  days  that  never  can  retom. 
By  thy  pale  ray  I  raise  my  langaid  head. 

My  eye  surveys  the  solitary  gloom ; 
And  the  sad  tear,  unmixed  with  dread, 

Tells  thou  dost  light  me  to  the  silent  tomb. 
Like  thee  I  ^^ane  ;-*-like  thine  my  life's  last  ray 
Will  &de  in  loneliness,  unwept,  away. 

H.  K.  White. 
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CLOSE  OF  A  YEAR, 

And  it  hath  gone  into  ^  grave  of  time — 

The  past—the  mighty  sepolchre  of  all ! 

That  solemn  somid-^the  midni^t'a  mo^imfiil  chime. 

Was  its  deep  dead-bell  I — ^bnt,  within  the  hali, 

The  old  and  yonng  held  gladsome  festiyali — 

What  hath  it  left  them/thos  to  cause  ttuch  jpy  B-^ 

Gray  hairs  to  some— «ad  hearts  kss  green  to  all, 

And  fewer  steps  to  ixiiere  their  fethen  lie 

Low  in  the  church-yard  oell-^dd--darki^-4aKi  silently  T 

Strange  time  for  mirth  I-^wiien  round  llie  leafless  tree 

The  wild  winds  of  the  winter  inoan  aad  sigh, 

And^  while  the  twilight  saddens  o'er  the  lea. 

Mute  every  woodland's  evening  melody — 

Mute  the  wide  landscape— -save  where  hurrying  by 

Roars  the  dark  torrent  on  its  headlong  flight, 

Or  slowly  sailing  through  the  blackening  sky» 

Hoots  unto  solitude  the  bird  of  night ;        • 

Seeking  the  domeless  wall— the  turret's  hoary,  height  :-** 
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And  yet  with  nature,  sooth,  we  need  not  griere ; 

She  does  not  heed  the  woes  of  hnmankind ; 

No ;  for  the  tempests  howl-^the  waters  heave 

Their  hoary  hills  nnto  the  raging  wind, 

And  the  poor  bark  no  t^Bstmg-pIace  caa  find ; 

And  friends  on  shore  shall  weep-*«id  weep  in  nun, 

For,  to  the  mthless  ekikieBte  eonsignedt 

The  seaman's  corpse  is  driftilig  threvgh  llie  Main, 

Ne'er  to  be  seemlijr  Aetfr^HMtf  heard  of  e'er  agakt. 

■ 

Now  o'er  the  sldee  tiie^offba  of  iigfal  are  qvreadi 

And  through  yoii  ahovehss  sea  they  wander  ton  >^  - 

Where  is  Ae  fiaoa  of  yoix^  abode  ye  deail  ? 

To  what  far  re^anb  haVa  yomr  tpirils  gone  ? 

But  ye  are  8ilent«->«QeBt  as  the  atoiM 

That  gathers  moss  above  yonr  bed  of  rest, 

And  from  the  Jaod  of  aonla  rehnmeth  none 

To  tell  us  of  the  phwe  to  which  we  baste : 

But  time  will  tdl  oa  alK^and  time  wiU  tell  ns  best. 

How  8tilU-«J»>w  sofilH«-and  yet  how  dread  is  all 
The  scene  around ! — the  silent  earth  «id  air ! 
What  glorious  lamps  ar^  hung  in  night's  high  hall — 
Her  dome-— so  vast,  magnificent,  and  fair  I 
Oh  I  for  an  angel's  wing  to  waft  me  there ! 
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How  8weel^.ni(ithinkH»  •'en  for  ooa  M^  iffi 
To  leare  thb  cM^  dull  sphere  of  dood  and  €8ye» 
And,  'midst  the  inunortal  bowery  abavef  to  stray 
In  lands  of  light  and  love*<*«iiUighted  by.  decay. 

Surely  th^i^  .14  |i  leogvage  au  the  skyr*- 
A  voice  that  speaketfi  of  a  world  to  come ; 
It  swells  from  ont  thy  dqitha.  Immensity  I 
And  t^  HI  jtbia  ia  no^  omr  final  hosser"-* 
As  the  tossed  bark  amidst  the  ocean's  foam, 
Hails,  through  the  gloom,  the  beacon  o*er  the  wave ; 
So  from  life's  troubled  sea,  o  er  whieh  we  roam» 
The  stare,  :Hfce  beacon  lights  beyond  th^  gra9e» 
Shine  through  the  deep»  o'er  which  our  barks  we  hope 
to  save  I 

Now  gleams  the  moon  o'er  Arthurs  inighty  crest* 
That  dweller  of  the  air^->«hfnptiMnd  lope ; 
Hushed  is  the  city  in  her  ni^tjy  rest ; 
But  hark !  there  coofies  a  sweet  and  soleion  tone,. 
The  lingering  8train%that  swelled,  in  ages  gone. 
The  music  of  the  wake — Oh  I  many  an  ear 
Raised  from  the  pillow  gentle  slaqi^  hath  flown. 
Lists  with  delight,  whije  t^end  the  $mil|^  gnd  tesr» 
As  recollections  tub  oi  vodioy  a  vaiUsbedy^v    ,• 
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It  speaks  of  former  scenes-^-of  days  gone  by — 

Of  eady  ftfendsbips— <yf  the  Tdred  iind  lost— 

And  ivakes  such  music  in  the  heart  as  sigh 

Of  evening  wooes  from  harpstringB  gently  crost ; 

And  thoughts  and  feelings  crowd — a  varied  host, 

O  er  the  lone  bosom  from  their  shtmben  deep» 

Unfelt  amidst  its  whiter's  gailiering  frost 

Till  the  soft  spell  of  music  o'er  it  creep, 

And  thaw  the  ice  awiiy,  and  bid  the  dreamer  #eep ! 

Anon. 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  MUMMY  IN  BELZONrS 

EXHIBITION. 

And  thou  hast  walked  about,  (how  strange  a  story  t) 
In  Thebes's  streets  three  thousand  years  ago, 

When  the  Memnoninm  was  in  all  its  glory, 
And  time  had  not  begun  to  ov^throw 

Those  temples,  palaces,  and  piles  stupiendous, 

Of  which  the  very  ruins  are  tremendous. 

Speak  I  for  thou  long  enough  hast  acted  dummy. 
Thou  hast  a  tongue— come  let  vs  hear  its  tune ; 

Thou'rt  standing  on  thy  legs,  above  grodnd,  mummy  t 
Revisiting  the  glimpses  of  the  ipoon, 
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Not  like  thin  gbcwts  or  disembodied  creatnres, 

But  with  thy  hon^jB,  9nd  flesh,  and  limbs  and  features. 

Tell  us — ^for  doubtless  thou  canst  recollect, 
To  i^hom  should  we  assign  the  Sphinx*s  ^Eime  ? 

Was  Cheops  or  Ceplirenes  architect 
Of  either  pyramid  that  bears  his  name  ? 

Is  Pompey's  pillar  really  a  misnomer  ? 

Had  Thebes  a  t^widred  gates,  as  sung  by  Homer  ? 

Perhaps  thou  wert  a  mason,  and  Sorbidcien 
fiy  oath  to  tell  the  mysteries  of  thy  trade, 

Then  say  what  secret  melody  was  hidden     .<   . 
In  Memnon's  statue  which  at  sunrise  played  ? 

Perhaps  thou  wert  a  priest-— if  so,  my  struggles 

Are  vain,  for  priestcraft  never  owns  its  juggles. 

Perchance  that  very  handi  9PW  jnnioned  flat^. 

Has  hob-a-Dobbed  with  Pharaoh  glass  to  glass ; 
Or  dropped  a  halfpenny  in  Homer's  hat. 

Or  doffed  thine  own  to  let  Queen  Di^o  pass, 
Or  held,  by  Solomon's  own  invitation, 
A  torch  at  the  great  temple's  dedication. 

I  need  not  ask  thee  if  thai  hand,  when  armedy 
Has  any  Roman  soldier  mauled  and  knuckled. 


238  THB  PO£TICAL  NTSLANGE. 

For  thou  wert  dedd,  and  boriec^  and  embtfaned, 

Ere  Ronndits  and  Rtmits  had  bMn  gadded': — 
Antiquity  appears  to  hare  begun 
Long  after  thy  primefa}  rac^  was  ran. 


Thou  couldst  develop,  if  that  withered  t|m^ 
Might  tell  us  what  ^ose  n^^rtleta  orba  have  seen. 

How  ithe  world  looked  when  h  was  frefth  and  yom^ 
And  the  great  Deluge  ttill  had  lefc  it  Kieen— 

Or  was  it  then  so  old,  that  History*8  pages 

Contained  no  record  ef  its  eariy  agee  ? 

Still  silent,  incommunicaitive  elf  ? 

Art  sworn  to  seereey  ?  thm  keep  ^  vows ; 
But  pr  ythee  tdl  us  something  of  thyself, 

Reveal  the  secrets  of  thy  pri8da4Kin8e ; 
Since  in  the  world  of  spirits  thou  hast  slumbered. 
What  hast  thou  seen — what  stfange  adventurer  numbered. 

Since  first  thy  form  was  in  lids  box  extended, 
We  have,  above  ground,  seen  some  strange  mutations ; 

The  Roman  empire  ha^  begtm  and  ended. 
New  worlds  have  risen*-^we  have  lost  old  nations, 

And  countless  kings  have  into  dust  been  humbled. 

Whilst  not  afragasent  ef' thy 'flesh  has  ommbled. 
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Didst  tium'iM  ii«ir.die  pother  o'er  thy  btad 
When  the  gseat  Fenian  conqueror,  Gimhyset, 

Marched  armies  o*er  thy  tomb  with  thundering  tread. 
Overthrew  Osiris,  Oms,  Apis,  Isis, 

And  shook  the  pyramids  with  fear  and  wonder, 

When  the  gigantic  M emnon  fell  asunder  ? 

If  the  tomb  B  secret^  may  not  be  confessed^ 

The  nature  of  thy  private  life  unfold : 
A  heart  has  throbbed  beneath  tlipt  leathern,  breast. 

And  tears  adown  that  dusky  cheek  have  rolled  I*— 
Hare  children  climbed  those  knees,  and  kissed  that  face  r 
What  was  thy  name  and  station,  age  apd  raoe  ? 

Statue  of  flesh — ^immcqrt^l  of  the  dead ! 

Imperishable  type  of  ey^nesceDce  I 
Pos^umous  man,  who  quitt'st  thy  narrow  bed, 

And  standest  undecaye4  within  our ^  presence, 
Thoi:^  wilt  hear  nothing  till  the  judgment  morning. 
When  the  great  trump  shal)  thriU  thee  withitswaraing. 

Why  should  this  worthless  tegument  endure, 

If  its  undying  guest.be  )ost  fw  ever  ? 
O  let  us  keep  the  soul  embalmed  and  pure 

In  living  virtue,  that  when  both  wist  aever,, 
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Although  corrapdon  may  our  frame  consume, 
The  immortal  spirit  in  the  skies  may  bloom. 


Anon. 


SONG  OF  DEATH. 

Farewell,  thou  hit  day,  thou  green  earth,  and  ye  skies, 

Now  gay  with  the  bright  setting  sun ; 
Farewell  knres  and  frieiidshipay  ye  dear  tender  ties, 

Our  race  of  existence  is  ran  I  - 

Thou  grim  king  of  terrors,  thou  life's  gloomy  foe, 

Go,  frighten  the  coward  and  slave ; 
Go,  teach  them  to  tremble,  fell  tyrant !  but  know, 

No  terrors  hast  thou  to  tkm  httLwe ! 

Thou  strik'st  the  dull  peasant,  he  siYiks  in  the  dark, 

Nor  sayea  e*en  the  wreck  of  a  name ; 
Thoa  strikat  the  young  hero-^a  glorious  mark  I 

He  falls  in  the  blaze  of  his  fame  I 

In  the  field  of  proud  honour-^-our  sw<»ds  in  our  hands, 

Our  king  and  our  country- to  save-^—  - 
While  victory  shines  en  life's  last  eblmig  sanck, 

O  !  who  would  not  rest  with  the  brave  ? 

Burns. 
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KAPOLEON'S  FAREWELL. 

Farewell  to  the  land,  where  the  gloom  of  my  glory 

Arose  and  overshadowed  the  earth  with  her  name — 
She  abandons  me  now, — ^but  the  page  of  her  story, 

The  brightest  or  blackest,  is  filled  with  my  fame. 
I  hare  warred  with  a  world  which  vanquished  me  only 

When  the  meteor  of  conquest  allured  me  too  fieur ; 
I  hare  coped  with  the  Nations  which  dread  me  tlms  lonely, 

The  last  single  captive  to  miUions  in  war  ! 

Farewell  to  thee,  France  I — ^when  thy  diadem  crowned  me 

I  made  thee  the  gem  and  the  wonder  of  earth, — 
But  thy  weakness  decrees  I  should  leave  as  I  found  thee. 

Decayed  in  thy  glory,  and  simk  in  thy  worth. 
Oh  I  for  the  veteran  hearts  that  were  wasted 

In  strife  with  the  storm,  when  their  battles  yfere  won ; 
Then  the  eagle,  whose  gaase  in  that  moment  was  blasted, 

Had  still  soared  with  eyes  fixed  on  victory's  sun  I 

Farewell  to  thee,  France  I — but  when  liberty  xallies 
Once  more  in  thy  regions,  remember  metheuh^; 

The  violet  still  grows  in  l^idepth  of  ,th^  vaUieB.;[  i>ir:: 
Though  withered,  thy  tears  will  utafM  h  agiku  otif. 

VOL.  I.  L 
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Yet,  yet,  I  may  baffle  the  hosts  that  surround  us, 
And  yet  may  thy  heart  leap  awake  to  my  voice — 

There  are  links  which  must  break  in  the  diain  that  has 
boimd  us, 
Then  turn  thee  and  call  on  tlM.dhief  •£  thy  akoMf  I 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF 

THE  PRINCESS  CHARIjOTTE. 

Hark  !  forth  from  the  abyss  a  voice  proceeds, 
~A  long  low  disttttt  murmur  of  dread  sounds 
Such  as  arists  wbcm  a  nation  bleeds. 
With  some  deep  and  immedicahie  wcimd; 
Through  storm  and  darkness  yawns  the  rendin^f  grouiidy 
The  gulf  is  thick  witb  pliNBtofli%  but  ^  chief 
Seesis  royal  still,  though  with  her  head  discrowned, 
Asd  f«la^  but  lovely  with  matmiai  gviitf 
She  ciaspB:a  babe,  to  wbom  her  brMst  yidMs  no  relief. 

Scion  >ci  ohitfii  Mid  monarchs,  wbcee  art  thou  ? 
Fond  ^efe  (tf  many  nations,  art  thou  dead  ? 
Could  w*tha  grave  fbiget  thee^  and  lay  low 
Some  kMJMgeiCiCy  less  beloved  head? 
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In  the  8td  midnigfat,  while  thy  heart  stiU  bled, 

The  mother  of  a  moment,  o'er  thy  boy, 
Death  hashed  that  pang  for  ever :  with  thee  fled 
The  present  happiness,  and  promised  joy 
Whieb  ttM  .the  imperial  yes  so  full  it  seemed  to  cloy. 

Peasants  briog  Ibr4b  in  safety.-^-^an  it  be, 
O  thou  that  vert  ao  happy,  so  adored ! 
Those  who  weep  not  for  kings  shall  weep  for  thee, 
And  FraadMaa's  beart^  grown  hoa^t  cease  to  hoard 
Her  many  griefs  for  ane ;  for  Ae  had  poured 
Her  orisons  fop  thee,  imd  o'er  thy  head 
Beheld  her  Iris.-— Thoii,  too,  lonely  lord,. 
And  desolate  consort — ^vainly  wert  thou  wed  ! 
The  husband  of  a  year  I  the  father  of  the  dead ! 

Of  sackdoth  was  thy  wedd&og  gannent  made; 
Thy  bridal's  fhut  is  ashes :  in  the  dust 
The  &ir-haired  daughter  of  the  isles  is  laid, 
The  love  of  millions  I  How  we  did  entrust 
Futurity  to  her  I  and,  thou^  it  must 
Darken  above  our  bones,  yet  fondly  deemed 
Our  children  should  obey  her  child,  and  blessed 
Her,  and  her  hoped-for  seed,  whose  promise  seemed 
Like  stars  to  shepherd's  eyes ;  'twas  but  a  meteor  beamed. 

l2 
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THE  PARADOr. 

How  stiange  k  the  course  that  a  Christian  must  steer  ? 

How  perplexed  is  the  path  he  must  tread  ? 
The  hope  of  his  happiness  rises  from  fear. 

And  his  life  he  reeei^es  from  the  dead. 

His  fairest  pretensions  mast  whotty  be  wared. 

And  his  hest  resolutions  be  crost ; 
Nor  can  he  expect  to  be  perfectly' saredv 

Till  he  finds  himself  utterly  lost; 

When  all  this  is  done,  and  his  heart  is  assured 

Of  the  total  remission  of  sins ; 
When  his  pardon  is  signed^  and  his  peace  is  pvocuredV 

From  that  moment  his  conflict  begins. 


BASHFULNESS. 

I  pity  bashful  men,  who  feel  the  pain 
Of  fancied  scorn  and  undeserved  disdain, 
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And  bear  the  marks  upon  a  blushing  fiace 
Of  needless  shame,  and  self-imposed  disgrace. 
Our  sensibilities  are  so  acute. 
The  lear  of  being  silent  makes  iu  mute. 
We  sometimes  think  we  could  a  speech  produce 
Much  to  the  pnvrpose^  if  4Nur  tongues  wore  loeae ; 
But.being  tried,  it  dies  upon  the  lip, 
Faint  as  a  obidMn's  note  that  has  the  pq> : 
Our  wn^ted  f  oiL  j^m^ofitably  bums, 
Like  hidden  lawiw  w^Msepndehral  urns. 
Few  FrcaicbmeK^if  this  eTil<ba««  a^mplaiBed; 
It  saems  as  if  we  firitena  m«»  ordaioed, 
By  way  of  whofeaonei'fliiibiitKm  #«r  pride. 
To  fear  each  other,  fearing  niGine  bei^e. 
The  caaae  perbfq)a  inquiry  nay  4eaory, 
Self<searcbing  with  an  introyerted  eye, 
C<Hicealed  within  an  unsu^qnacted  part, 
The  vainest  comer  of  our  own  vain  heart : 
For  ever  aiming  at  the  world's  esteem. 
Our  self-importance  ruins  its  own  scheme ; 
In  other  eyes  our  talents  rarely  shown. 
Become  at  length  so  splendid  in  our  own, 
We  dare  not  risk  them  into  public  view, 
Lest  they  miscarry  of  what  seems  their  duet 

Cauper. 
1.3 
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OH  I  THINK  NOT  MY  SPIRITS,  &c. 

Oh  !  tiimk  not  my  spirits  are  always  as  light, 

And  as  free  from'  a  pang,  as  lliey  seem  to  you  now ; 
Nor  expect  that  the  heart«>beaming  smile  of  to-nigbt 

WDI  return  with  to-morrow  to  brighten  ray  brow ; 
No,  life  is  a  waste  of' wearisome  bo«r% 

Which  sddom  the  rose  of  enjoyment  adorns ; 
And  the  heart  that  is  soonest  awake  to  the  flowers 

Is  always  the  fitst  to  be  touched  by  the  thorns ! 
But  send  round  the  bowl,  and  be  happy  awhile ; 

May  we  nevet  meet  worse-  in  our  pilgrimage  here 
Than  the  tear  that  enjoyment  can  giht  with  a  smile, 

And  the  smile  that  compassion- can  turn  to  a  tear ! 

The  thread  of  oiu-  Kfe  would  be  dark,  heaven  knows, 

If  it  werie^not  with  friendship  and  love  intertwined, 
And  I  care  not  how  soon  I  may  sink  to  repose. 

When  these  blessings  shall  cease  to  be  dear  to  my  mind 
But  they  who  have  loved  the  fondestj  the  purest, 

Too  often  have  wept  o'er  the  dream  they  believed  ; 
And  t)ke  heart  that  has  slumbered  in  friendship  securest, 

Is  happy  indeed  if  'twas  never  deceived. 
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But  send  round  the  bowl-— while  a  rdic  of  truth 
Is  iu  man  or  in  wcHnan,  this  prayer  shall  be  mine. 

That  the  sunshine  of  love  may  illumine  our  youth, 
And  the  moomli^t  of  friendship  console  our  dedinel 


GLENARA. 

O  heard  ye  yon  pilHrach  sound  sad  in  the  gale; 
Where  a  band  cometh  slowly  with  weeping  and  waR?' 
'Tis  the  chief  of  Glenara  laments  for  his  dear; 
And  her  sire,  and  the  people,  are  called  to  her  bier. 

Glenara  came  first  with  the  mourners  and  shroud ; 
Her  kinsmen  they  followed,  but  mourned  not  aloud;' 
Their  plaids  all  their  bosoms  were  fdded  around ; 
They  marched  all  in  silence, — they  looked  on  the  ground. 

In  silence*  they  reached;  over  mountaiit  and  moorj 
To  a  heath,  where  the  oak-tree  grew  lonely  and  hoar ; 
Now  here  let  us  place  the  grey  stone  of  her  cairn : 
'  Why  speak  ye  no  word  ? — said  Glenara  the  stem  I 

^  And  tell  me,  I  charge  you  I  ye  clan  of  my  spouse, 
Why  fold  ye  your  mantles^  why  cloud  ye  your  brows  ?' 
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So  spake  tke  mde  ckMtaiB :  N«  tamrer  k  mtde. 
But  each  Hmtle  iiftiiiKng  a  diggar  dnplayed. 

'  1  amBK  01  wy^mBYf  i  dreaaK  ov  Mr  twwwHii 
Cried  m  ifoice  from  the  kinsinen,  all  wratliliil  and  loud ; 
'  And  empty  that  shroad  and  that  coffin  did  seem : 
Glenare !  Glenara !  now  read  me  my  dream  !* 

O  I  pale  grew  the  cheek  of  that  chieftain,  I  ween, 
When  the  shnmd  was  aackiae^  and  ••  ladjr  was  seen  I 
When  a  foioe  froni  tlie  kawmen  spoke  kmdet  in  sconi, 
Twas  the  yonth  who  had  loved  the  £nr  Ettsn  of  Lorn : 

'  I  dreamt  of  my  lady,  I  dreamt  of  her  grief, 
I  dreamtthather  hud  wasabarbaronBchi^: 
On  a  roek  of  the  ocean  fidr  EUen  did  seem ; 
Glenara  I  Glenaia  I  now  read  me  ray  dream !' 

In  dust,  low  the  traitor  has  knelt  to  the  ground, 
And  the  desert  rerealed  where  his  lady  was  found ; 
From  a  rock  of  the  ocean  ihat  beauty  is  home, — 
Now  joy  to  the  bouse  of  fair  EUen  of  Lorn. 

Campbell* 
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ODE. 

t 

Oh,  shame  to  thee,  land  of  the  GftuI  f 

Oh,  shame  to  thy  children  and  thee  ! 
Unwise  in  thy  glory,  and  base  in  thy  fall, 

How  wretched  thy  portion  shall  be ! 
Derision  shall  strike  thee  fcnrlom, 

A  mockery  that  never  shall  die  ; 
The  curses  of  hate^  and  the  hisses  of  seora, 

Shall  burthen  the  winda  of  thy  sky ; 
And,  proud  e'er  tliy  niin,  for  ever  be  hurled 
The  laughter  of  triumph^  the  jeers  of  the  world ! 

Oh,  where  is  thy  spirit  of  ywe, 

The  spirit  that  breathed  in  thy  dead, 
When  gallantry's  star  was  the  beac6n  befbre> 

And.  honour  the  passion  that  led  ? 
Thy  storms  have  awakened  their  sleep, 

They  groan  from  the  place  of  their  rest,^ 
And  wrathfully  murmur,  and  suHenly  weep. 

To  see  the  foul  stain  on  thy  breast : 
For  where  is  the  glory  they  left  thee  in  trust  ? — 
Tis  scattered  in  darkness^ 'tis  trampled  in  dust! 
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So  spake  the  rnde  diMftam  :  No  answer  i«  made. 
But  each  mantle  mfidding  a  dtggw  dkfilayed. 

'  I  iliiwiil  ai  nijrtUy,  I  dreamt  ol her  dinnid,' 
Cried  k  toice  from  the  kinBmen,  all  wrathfid  and  lood ; 
'  And  empty  that  ahrond  and  that  coffin  did  seem  : 
Gtenara  I  Glenora  I  now  read  me  ray  dream  !' 

0  [  pale  grew  the  cheek  of  that  chieftain,  I  ween. 
When  the  sbroBd  was  nackwedi  and  wm  bdy  wae  seen  I 
When  a  r<Ae»  ftnta  the  kJitamwi  i^ke  louder  is  econi, 
'Twas  the  yontli  who  had  kired  the  bar  £lleii  of  Lorn  : 

'  I  dreamt  of  my  lady,  I  dreamt  uf  her  grief, 

1  dreamt  that  her  kvd  was  a  barbanma  chief : 
On  a  rock  of  the  Dcecm  iair  Ellen  did  seem  ; 
Glenara  I  Gienaia  !  now  read  me  my  dream  !' 

In  dost,  low  the  tiaitor  has  knelt  to  the  ground, 
And  the  desert  rerealed  where  his  lady  was  found  : 
From  a  rock  of  the  ocaon  that  beauty  ia  bonie, — 
Now  joy  to  the  boose  of  bir  EUm  of  Lorn. 
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Go,  lode  through  the  kingdoms  of  earth, 

From  Indus,  all  round  to  the  pole» 
And  something  of  goodness,  of  honour,  and  worth, 

Shall  brighten  the  sins  of  the  soul. 
But  thou  art  akme  in  thy  shame, 

The  world  camiot  likoi  thee  there ; 
Abhorrence  and  vice  have  disfigured  thy  name 

Beyond  the  low  reach  of  compare  :— 
Stupendous  in  guilt,  tkou  shak  lend  us  through  time 
A  prorerb,  a  bye-word  lor  traadiery  and  crime. 

I 

While  conquest  illumined  his  sword, 

While  yet  in  his  prowess  he  stood. 
Thy  praises  still  followed  the  steps  of  thy  "Lardf 

And  welcomed  the  torrent  of  blood. 
Though  tyranny  sat  on  his  crown. 

And  withered  the  nations  aiitu*. 
Yet  bright  in  thy  view  was  the  despot's  renown. 

Till  fortune  deserted  his  car ; 
Then,  back  from  the  chieftain  thou  alunkest  away-^ 
The  foremost  to  insnltt  the  first  to  betray  I 

Forgot  were  the  feate  he  had  done, 
The  toils  he  had  borne  in  thy  cause ; 
Thou  tumed'st  to  worship  a  new  rising  sun, 
And  wuft  other  songs  of  applause. 
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Bnt  the  Btorm  was  beginning  to  Idwer, 

Adversity  doutM  his  beam> 
And  honour  and  fJEuth  were  the  brag  of  an  hour, 

And  loyalty's  self  but  %  dream :-~ 
To  him  thou  hadst  banished  thy  vows  were  restoml) — 
And  the  first  that  had  scefied,  were  tiie  fin^  that  adored  I 

What  tumult  thus  burthens  the  air  ? 
What  throng  that  encircles  his  throne  ? 
^Tis  the  shout  of  deHgfat,  'tis  the  nriflieiis  that  swear 
His  sceptre  shaB  rule  tiwui  alone ! 
Reverses  shall  brighten  their  ^seel, 
Mirfmtune  shidl  halkw  his  name^ 
And  the  world  that  pursues  him  shall  mournfully  feel, 

How  quenchless  ^  spirit  end  flaine 
That  Frenchmen  wiH  breathe,  when  their  hearts  are  on  fire^ 
For  the  hero  they  lere^  and  tlie  «hief  they  admire  f 

Their  hero  has  rushed  to  the  field ; 
His  laurels  are  cohered  with  'eliad(^>^ 
But  where  is  the  spirit  that  nerrer  =sboeM  yielcT,  - 
The  loyalty  never  to  fiade  ? 
In  a  moment,  desertion  and  guile 
Abandoned  him  up  to  die  ^ ; 
The  'dastards  that  flourished  and  grew  at  his  smOe, 
Forsook  and  renounced  him  in  woe ; 


/ 
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Go,  lode  through  the  kingdoms  of  earth, 

From  Indus,  all  round  to  the  pole, 
And  something  of  goodness,  of  honour,  and  worth, 

Shall  brighten  the  sins  of  the  soul. 
But  thou  art  akme  in  thy  shame. 

The  world  camiot  likoi  thee  there ; 
Abhorrence  and  vice  have  disfigured  thy  name 

Beyond  the  low  reach  of  compare  :— 
Stupendous  in  guilt,  tkoa  shaklend  us  through  time 
A  proverb,  a  bye-word  for  tvaadiery  and  crime. 

I 

/ 

While  conquest  illumiaed  his  sword. 

While  yet  in  his  prowess  he  stood. 
Thy  praises  still  followed  the  steps  of  thy  Lord, 

And  wdcomed  the  torrent  of  blood. 
Though  tyranny  sat  on  his  crown. 

And  withered  the  nations  afar, 
Yet  bright  in  thy  view  was  the  despot's  renown. 

Till  fortune  deserted  his  car ; 
Then,  back  from  the  chieftain  thou  alunkest  away-^ 
The  foremost  to  inanltt  the  first  to  beU*ay  I 

Forgot  were  the  feats  he  had  done, 
The  toils  he  had  borne  in  thy  cause ; 
Thou  tumed'st  to  worship  a  new  rising  sun, 
And  waft  other  songs  of  applause. 
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But  the  storm  was  beginning  to  lower, 

Adversity  doutM  his  beam. 
And  honour  and  faith  were  the  brag  of  an  hour, 

And  loyalty's  self  but  %  dream :-~ 
To  him  thou  hadst  banidiod  thy  vows  were  restoted, — 
And  the  first  that  had  ^Mcsffledy  were  tiie  fin^  that  adored  I 

What  tumult  thus  burthens  the  air  ? 
What  throng  that  encircles  his  throne  ? 
^Tis  the  shout  of  deHgfat,  'tis  the  nriflieiis  that  swear 
His  sceptre  shaB  vale  tiwui  alone ! 
Reverses  shall  brighten  thehr  ^seel, 
Mirfmtune  shidl  halkyw  has  name^ 
And  the  world  that  pursues  him  shall  mournfully  feel, 

How  quenchless  ^  spirit  end  flame 
That  Frenchmen  wiH  breathe,  when  their  hearts  are  on  fire, 
For  the  hero  they  lere^  and  tlie  ehief  they  admire  f 

Their  hero  has  rushed  to  the  field ; 
His  laurels  are  covered  with  'eliad(^>^ 
But  where  is  the  spirit  that  never  'shoold  yielcT,  - 
The  loyalty  never  to  ftwie  ? 
In  a  moment,  desertion  and  guile 
Abandoned  him  up  to  die  ^ ; 
The  'dastards  that  flourished  and  grew  at  his  smile^ 
Forsook  and  renounced  him  in  woe ; 
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And  the  millions  that  swore  they  would  perish  to  save, 
Beheld  him  a  fugitive,  captive,  and  slave  I 

The  savage,  all  wild  i&  his  glen, 
Is  nobler  and  better  than  thou ; 
Thou  standest  a  wonder,  a  marvel  to  men, — 
Such  perfidy  blackens  thy  brow  I 
If  thou  wert  the  place  of  my  birth 
At  once  from  thy  arms  would  I  sever ; 
Yd  fly  to  the  uttermost  ends  of  the  «arth. 
And  quit  thee  for  ever  and  ever ; — 
And  thinking  of  thee,  in  my  long  after-years, 
Should  but  kindle  my  blushes  and  waken  my  tears. 

Oh,  shame  to  thee,  land  of  tlie  Gaul  I 

Oh,  shame  to  thy  children  and  thee  I 
Unwise  in  thy  glory,  and  base  in  thy  fall, 

How  wretched  thy  portion  shall  be ! 
Derision  shall  strike  thee  forlorn, 

A  mockery  that  never  shall  die ; 
The  curses  of  hate  and  the  hisses  of  scorn 

Shall  burthen  the  winds  of  thy  sky ; 
And,  proud  o*er  thy  ruin,  for  ever  be  hurled 
The  laughter  of  triumph,  the  jeers  of  the  world  I 
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UNCERTAINTY  OF  LIFE* 

Man  like  a  flower  at  mom  appears, 
And  blooms  perhaps  a  few  short  years ; 
The  flatterer,  Hope,  still  leads  him  on, 
In  quest  of  pleasure,  finding  none  ; 
Or,  if  he  finds  it  for  a  day, 
It  soon  takes  wings  and  flies  away. 

Oft  things  which  promise  passing  fair. 
Deceive  and  yield  him  nought' but  care, 
Care,  ever  varying,  ever  new, 
Must  still  our  fallen  race  pursue ; 
Comes  joy  ?  care  with  it  comes  along, 
And  spoils  the  syren's  sweetest  song. 

See  pleasure  with  bewitching  charms, 
Man  grasps  it  in  his  eager  arms  ; 
The  vision  swift  dissolves  in  air, 
He  grasps — ^but  finds  it  is  not  there; 
The  airy  phantom  still  he  views, 
And  still  as  vainly  He  pursues. 

A  better  hope  the  Christian  cheers. 
Which  joyful  through  life's  gloom  appears ; 

VOL,  I.  M 
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OH  I  THINK  NOT  MY  SPIRITS,  &c. 

Oh  I  tiihik  not  my  dpitits  are  always  as  light, 

And  as  free  from'  a  pang,  as  ^ley  seem  to  yoiii  now ; 
Nor  expect  that  the  heart^beaming  smile  of  to-night 

Will  return  with  to-aiorrow  to  brighten  my  brow ; 
No,  life  is  a  waste  of  wearisom«  hovs^ 

Which  seldom  the  rose  •of  enjoyment  >  adorns ; 
And  the  heart  that  is  sooneist  awake  to  the  flowers 

Is  always  the  fifst  to  be  touched  by  the  thorns ! 
But  send  round  the  bowl,  and  be  happy  awhile ; 

May  we  neveH'  meet  worse'  in  our  pilgrimage-  here 
Than  the  tear  that  enjoyment  can  giht'with  a  smile, 

And  the  smile  that  compassion- can  turn  to  a  tear ! 

The  thread  of  our  fife  would  be  daric,  heaven  knows, 

If  it  wene^tiot  with  friendship  and  lore  intertwined; 
And  I  care  not  how  soon  I  may  smk  to  repose. 

When  theSe  blessings  shall  cease  to  be  dear  to  my  mind 
But  they  who  have  loved  the  fondest^  the  purest, 

Too  often  have  wept  o'er  the  dream  they  believed  ; 
And  the  heart  that  has  slumbered  in  friendship  securest, 

Is  happy  indeed  if  'twas  never  deceived. 
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But  send  round  the  bowl — ^while  a  rdic  of  troth 
Is  in  man  of  in  woman,  this  prayw  shall  be  mine. 

That  the  sunshine  of  love  may  illumine  our  youth, 
And  the  moonlight  of  friendship  conMle  our  dadine! 


GLENARA. 

O  heard  ye  yon  pibracb  soimd  sad  in  llie  gale', 
Where  a  hand  comedi  slowly  with  weeping  and  wa3,  ?" 
Tis  the  chief  of  Glenara  laments  for  his  dear ; 
And  her  sire,  and  the  people,  are  caUed  to  her  bier. 

Glenara  came  first  with  the  mourners  and  shroud ; 
Her  kinsmen  they  followed,  but  mourned  not  aloud;' 
Their  plaids  all  their  bosoms  were  fended  around ; 
They  marched  all  in  silence,— they  looked  on  the  ground. 

In  silence*  they  reached;  o^ermountaiifrand  moor^ 
To  a  heath,  where  the  oak-tree  grew  lonely  md  hoar; 
Now  here  let  us  place  the  grey  stone  of  her  eaim : 
'  Why  speak  ye  no  word  ? — said  Glenara  the  stem  I 

'  And  tell  me,  I  charge  you  I  ye  dan  of  my  spouse. 
Why  fold  ye  your  mantles^  why  cloud  ye  your  brows  ?' 
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So  spake  the  mde  duefttin :  No  answer  is  made, 
But  each  nontie  unfoldiiig  a  digger  dtsplayed. 

*  I  diPOMit  xji  myihciy,  I  dreamt  of  her  ahrond,' 
Cried  a  Toice  from  the  kinsmen,  all  wrathful  and  loud ; 
'  And  empty  that  shroud  and  that  coffin  did  seem  : 
Glenara  I  Glenara  I  now  read  me  my  dream  I' 

O  I  pale  grew  the  cheek  of  that  chief^tain,  I  ween, 
When  the  shrovd  ^ras  uiudoeed^  and  am  lady  was  seen  I 
When  a  voice  from  the  kiatmeii  qioke  lender  ia  scora, 
'Twas  the  youth  wh»  had  loved  the  fidr  Ellen  of  Lwn : 

*  I  dreamt  of  my  lady,  I  dreamt  of  her  grief, 
I  dreamt  that  her  lord  was  a  barbarons  chief: 
On  a  rock  <»f  the  ocean  ficur  Ellen  did  seem ; 
Glenara  I  Glenara  I  now  read  me  my  dream  !' 

In  dust,  low  the  traitor  has  knelt  to  the  ground, 
And  the  desert  revealed  where  his  lady  was  found ; 
From  a  rock  of  the  «cea&  ihai  beauty  is  borne, — 
Now  joy  to  the  bouse  of  fair  EUen  of  Lorn. 

Campbell. 


THB  POETICAL  MBLAHISI*  249 


ODE. 

Oh,  shame  to  thee,  land  of  the  Gaol  f 

Oh,  shame  to  thy  children  and  thee  ! 
Unwise  in  thy  gtory,  and  base  in  thy  fkU, 

How  wretched  thy  portion  shall  be  ! 
Derision  shall  strike  thee  forlorn, 

A  mockery  that  never  shall  die ; 
The  curses  of  hate%  and  the  hissee  of  scorn. 

Shall  burthen  the  winds  of  thy  sky ; 
And,  proud  e'er  iby  niin,  for  eyer  be  hvrled 
The  laughter  of  triumph^  the  jeers  of  the  worid ! 

Oh,  where  is  thy  spirit  of  yore, 

The  spirit  that  breathed  in  thy  dead, 
When  gaUantry's  star  was  the  beac(m  before. 

And.  honoar  the  passion  that  led  ? 
Thy  storms  have  awakened  their  sleep, 

They  groan  from  the  place  of  their  rest^ 
And  wrathfully  murmur,  and  suHenly  weep. 

To  see  the  foul  stain  on  thy  breast : 
For  where  is  the  glory  they  left  thee  in  trust  ? — 
Tia  scattered  in  darkness,,  'tis  trampled  in  duat  t 
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Gro,  lock  through  the  kingdoms  of  earth, 

From  Indus,  all  round  to  the  pole, 
And  something  of  goodness,  of  honour,  and  worth, 

Shall  brighten  the  sins  of  the  soul. 
But  thou  art  ahne  in  thy  shame, 

The  world  cannot  likoi  thee  there ; 
Al>horrence  and  vice  have  disfigured  thy  name 

Beyond  the  low  reach  of  compare  :— 
Stupendous  in  guilt,  tkou  shaklend  us  through  time 
A  prorerb,  a  bye-word  iac  traadiery  and  crine. 

I 

While  conquest  iliumined  his  sword, 

While  yet  in  his  prowess  he  stood, 
Thy  praises  still  fdlowed  the  steps  of  thy  Lord, 

And  welcomed  the  torrent  of  blood. 
Though  tyranny  sat  on  his  crown, 

And  withered  the  nations  afar. 
Yet  bright  in  thy  view  was  the  despot  s  renown. 

Till  fortune  deserted  his  car ; 
Then,  back  from  the  chieftain  thou  alunkest  away-^ 
The  foremost  to  insnltt  ^  ^t  to  betray  I 

Forgot  were  the  feate  he  had  done, 
The  toils  he  had  borne  in  thy  cause ; 
Thou  tumed'st  to  worship  a  new  rising  sun, 
And  waft  other  songs  of  applause. 
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But  the  Btorm  was  beginning  to  Idwer, 
Adversity  doutM  his  beam. 
And  honour  and  faith  were  the  brag  of  an  hour, 

* 

And  loyalty's  self  but  %,  dream :-~ 
To  him  thou  hadst  banished  thy  vows  were  restored,— 
And  the  first  that  had  acefied,  were  tiie  fin^  thai;  adored ! 

What  tumult  thus  burthens  the  air  ? 

What  throng  that  encircles  his  throne  ? 
'Tis  the  shout  of  deHgfat,  'tis  the  nrifliens  that  sw^ar 

His  sceptre  shaB  nde  tiwui  alone ! 
Reverses  shall  brighten  thek*  :seai, 

Mirfmtune  ehidl  halknr  has  name^ 
And  the  world  that  pursues  him  shall  mournfully  feel, 

How  quenchless  ^  spirit  end  flame 
That  Frenchmen  wiH  breathe,  when  their  hearts  are  on  fire^ 
For  the  hero  they  lere^  and  tlie  «hief  they  admire  f 

Theur  hero  has  rushed  to  the  field ; 
His  laurels  are  covered  with  'tkmdit--^ 
But  where  is  the  sjHnt  that  ncrrer  nhoold  yielcT,  - 
The  loyalty  never  to  lade  ? 
In  a  moment,  desertion  and  guile 
Abandoned  him  up  to  the  ^ ; 
The  'dastards  that  flourished  and  grew  at  his  smiTe^ 
Forsook  and  renounced  him  in  woe ; 


/ 
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And  the  millions  that  swore  they  would  perish  to  save, 
Beheld  him  a  fugitive,  captive,  and  slave  I 

The  savage,  all  wild  i&  his  glen, 

Is  nobler  and  better  than  thou ; 
Thou  standest  a  wonder,  a  marvel  to  men, — 

Such  perfidy  blackens  thy  brow  I 
If  thou  wert  the  place  of  my  birth 

At  once  from  thy  arms  would  I  sever; 
rd  fly  to  the  uttermost  ends  of  the  «arth, 

And  quit  thee  for  ever  and  ever ; — 
And  thinking  of  thee,  in  my  long  after-years. 
Should  but  kindle  my  blushes  and  waken  my  tears. 

Oh,  shame  to  thee,  land  of  the  Gaul ! 
Oh,  shame  to  thy  children  and  thee  I 
Unwise  in  thy  glory,  and  base  in  thy  fall, 
How  wretched  thy  portion  shall  be ! 
Derision  shall  strike  thee  forlorn, 
A  mockery  that  never  shall  die ; 
The  curses  of  hate  and  the  hisses  of  scorn 
Shall  burthen  the  winds  of  thy  sky ; 
And,  proud  o'er  thy  ruin,  for  ever  be  hurled 
The  laughter  of  triumph,  the  jeers  of  the  world  I 

Byron* 
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Man  like  a  flower  at  mom  appears, 
And  blooms  perhaps  a  few  short  years ; 
The  flatterer,  Hope,  still  leads  him  on, 
In  quest  of  pleasure,  finding  none  ; 
Or,  if  he  finds  it  for  a  day, 
It  soon  takes  wings  and  flies  away. 

Oft  things  which  promise  passing  fair. 
Deceive  and  yield  him  nought' but  care, 
Care,  ever  varying,  ever  new, 
Must  still  our  fallen  race  pursue ; 
Comes  joy  ?  care  with  it  comes  along, 
And  spoils  the  syren's  sweetest  song. 

See  pleasure  with  bewitching  charms, 
Man  grasps  it  in  his  eager  arms  ; 
The  vision  swift  dissolves  in  air, 
He  grasps — ^but  finds  it  is  not  there; 
The  airy  phantom  still  he  views, 
And  still  as  vainly  he  pursues. 

A  better  hope  the  Christian  cheers. 
Which  joyful  through  life's  gloom  appears ; 
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Fil'm  on  a  rock  bis  hope  he  builds, 
Which  to  DO  storm  nor  tempest  yields ; 
Let  earth  disBolve— be  will  not  fear ; 
And  why  ?  his  hope  is  not  fixed  here. 

He  looks  to  hearen,  iHiere  every  joy 

Is  pore,  unmixed,  without  alloy ; 

Jo}^  such  as  mortals  never  knew, 

Nor  raptured  fency  ever  ^w, 

Joys  which  shall  never  pass  away, 

Thon^  heaven  and  earth  should  both  decay. 

Though  woridly  pleasures  here  should  Mi, 

And  sorrows  for  a  while  prevail ; 

Tliougb  friends  forsake,  and  deatii  remove 

The  dearest  objects  of  our  love ; 

Yet  there  remains  a  heavenly  rest 

For  those  whom  Christ  the  Lord  has  blest. 

And  shaU  the  world*a  deceitful  smile, 
Us  of  this  glorious  hope  beguile  ? 
Shall  we  earth's  empty  pleasures  prize, 
And  heaven  seem  little  in  our  eyes  ? 
It  must  not  be — ^vain  dreams  away, 
We  look  for  joys  which  ne'er  decay. 


Anon. 
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*  rl'ic  enjoyment  of  poclry  dcBundd  no  laborious  intellectual  in. 
tensity.  '  It  is  unon  the  hours  of  our  pleasure  she  descends,— it  is 
<iur  recrcati'in  &he  exilts.  Thus,  she  makes  our  relaxations  become 
4he  most  dtgnifitd  moments  of  our  existence.* 

Be*,  C.  Wolfe, 
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POETICAL  MELANGK 


IN  MEMORY  OF  MR  GRATTAN- 

Shall  the  harp  tlieB  be  sileaV  when  he  who  first  gore 
To  our  coimtiy  a  neme,  k  withdrawn  from  all  eyes  ? 

Shall  a  minatrel  gf  Erin  stand  mvte  by  the  ffrave, 
Where  the  first — where  the  last  of  her  patriots  lies  ? 

No — fsmt  though  the  xkmth-^opg  may  fall  firom  his  lips, 
Though  his  harp,  like  his  soul,  may  with  dadows  be 
crost, 

Yet,  yet  shall  it  sewidy  'mid  ajiatioa^s  eclipse, 
And  proclaim  to  the  world  what  a  star  hath  been  lost. 
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What  a  union  of  all  the  affections  and  powers, 
By  which  life  is  exalted,  embellished,  refined. 

Was  embraced  in  that  spirit ;  whose  centre  was  onrsr 
While  its  mighty  circumference  circled  mankind. 

Oh,  who  that  loves  Erin— or  who  that  can  see 
Through  the  waste  of  her  annals,  that  epoch  sublime — 

Like  a  pyramid,  raised  in  the  desert,  where  he 
And  his  glory  stand  out  t6  the  eyes  of  all  time ! — 

That  one  lucid  interval,  snatched  from  the  gloom 
And  the  madness  of  ages,  when,  filled  with  his  soul, 

A  nation  o'erleaped  the  dark  bounds  of  her  doom, 
And,  for  one  sacred  instant,  touched  liberty's  goal ! 

Who,  that  ever  hath  heard  him — ^hath  drank  at  the  source 
Of  tliat  wonderful  eloquence,  all  Erin's  own. 

In  whose  high-thoughted  daring,  the  fire,  and  the  force, 
And  the  yel  untamed  spring  of  her  spirit  are  shown — 

An  eloquence,  rich — ^wheresoever  its  wave 

Wand^ed  ftee  and  tritunphuit — with  thoughts  that 
shone  through. 
As  clear  as  the  brook's  ^  stone  of  lustre,'  and  gave, 

With  the  flaqh  of  the  gem,  its  solidity  too% 
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Who,  that  evmr  approtched  kwi,  wlieay  free  Irom  the  crowd. 

In  a  home  fiill  of  kve  he  deUgfafted  to  tnad 
'MoDi^  the  trees  which  a  nation  had  given,  and  which 
bowed 

§ 

As  if  each  brought  a  new  <mc  crown  for  his  head. 

That  home  where— 4ikB  him  who,  as  fftble  hath  told, 
Put  the  rays  from  his  brow,  that  his  child  might  come' 
near — 

Every  glory  forgot,  the  most  wise  of  the  dd 

Became  all  that  the  simfdest,.  and  youngest  hold  dear. 

Is  there  one,  who  hath  thus,  through  his  orbit  of  Jife, 
But  at  distance  observed  liim—throag^  ^oiy,  through 
blame, 
la  the  calm  of  retreat,  in  the  gnmdeur  of  strife, 

Wheliier  shining  v  dovded,  stitt  hif^  and  the  flame- 
Such  a  union  of  all  thait  enriches  life'a  faour, 

Oi  the  sweetness  we  love,  and  tiio  greatness  we  praise. 
As  that  type  of  simpUoity  blended  with  power, 
A  child  with  a  thusderboh  <mly  portrays.-^ 

Oh  uo-^*-4iot  a  heart,  that  e V  knew  him,  but  aMmms, 
Deep,  deep  o'er  the  giavo' where  auek.  ^kiry  is 
shrined*— 

aS 


THE  SAILOIL 

The  tiikir  ng^  SB  flbikB  bis  nalnre  shore, 
As  all  Its  lewie.ning  turrets  bhiriy  finde; 

He  diiiibs  the  mast  to  femt  his  eye  once  more. 
And  busy  fimcy  fondly  lends  her  aid. 

Ah !  ncfWf  eacii  dear,  domeetie  scene  he  knew, 
RecaDed  and  cherished  in  a  foreign  dime, 

Charms  with  the  magic  of  a  moonlight  view, 
Its  cokrari  meUowed,  not  impaired,  by  time. 

True  as  the  needle,  homeward  points  his  heart. 
Through  all  the  horrors  of  the  stormy  main ; 

Thb,  the  last  wish  that  woold  with  life  depart,. 
To  meet  the  smile  of  her  he  loves  again» 

When  mom  first  faintly  draws  her  silver  line, 
Or  eve's  grey  cloud  descends  to  drink  the  wave 

When  sea  and  sky  in  midnight  darkness  join, 
Still,  still  be  views  the  parting  look  she  gave^ 
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Her  gentle  spirit,  Ughtiy  hoTering  o'er. 
Attends  his  little  bark  from  pcde  to  pole; 

And,  when  the  beating  billows  round  him  roar, 
Whispers  sweet  hc^  to  soothe  his  troubled  soul. 

Carved  is  her  name  in  many  a  spicy  grove, 
In  many  a  plantain  forest,  waving  wide ; 

Where  dusky  youths  in  painted  plumage  rove. 
And  giant  palma  o'er-arch  the  golden  tribe* 

But  lo,  at  last  he  comes  with  crowded  sail ; 

Lo,  o'er  the  cliff  what  eager  figures  bend 
And  hark,  what  mingled  murmurs  swell  the  gale  ! 

In  each  he  hears  the  welcome  of  a  friend. 

Tis  she,  'tis  she  herself !  she  waves  her  hand  I 
Soon  is  the  anchor  cast,  the  canvass  friiied ; 

Soon  through  the  whitening  surge  be  springs  to  land,. 
And  clasps  the  maid  he  singled  from  the  world. 

Rogers. 


EVENING  THOUGHTS  ON  DEATH. 


The  good  man  dies — ^it  grieves  us: 
Why  should  the  good  man  die  ? 

AS 
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He  diefr-^Nity  dyings  kavw  «b 
A  laHMg  legacy. 
Andtlug  ibeeoDMB  nor  emtferter  ; 
And  wTOCter  » the  Awf^hl 
Of  him  who  is  departed, 
Than  dtt  that  death  kas  left  :•— 
No  ledger,  hrokeii4Miarted9 
Deem  that  thoa  art  hereft ; 
For  O  i  Ike  gaod  Bma'a  Hieneiy 
Is  sweeter  far  than  anght. 

No  tmtow9  now  diatcnh  him. 
No  diti^ipoiDlnieBt  there ; 
No  weridly  pride  to  curb  him 
In  his  suhlime  career : 
Heayen's  aaove  arch  is  o'er  him, 
Eorth'a  tnan^piil  hrepist  beneath* 
The  etars  are  brightly  glowing, 
The  breezes  plicy  arouad, 
The  flowers  are  sweetly  blowing. 
The  dew  is  on  the  ground, 
And  emerald  mosses  cover  him — 
How  beautiful  is  death  I 

His  life — a  summer's  even, 
Whose  Sim  «f  li^t,  tho'  set 
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Amidst  the  clouds  of  heaven, 

Leaves  streams  of  brightness  yet ; 

And  thus  he  sinks  yictorioiisly 

Into  his  ocean  throne : 

Then  darkness  gathers  roond  him, 

'Tis  but  a  night : — again 

He  bursts  the  chains  that  bound  him, 

He  rises  &om  the  main, 

And  marches  heavenward  gloriously 

In  splendours  of  his  own. 

Yon  gems  so  sweetly  sparkling 
On  heaven's  cerulean  deep. 
What  time  the  twilight  darkling 
Brings  nature  s  hours  of  sleep. 
Are  perhaps  the  bright  receptacles 
Of  disembodied  souls : 
Of  souls  that,  long  desiring 
Some  more  than  mortal  joy, 
Burst  in  their  proud  aspiring. 
And  fix  themselves  on  high ; 
And  on  this  earth  look  tenderly, 
That  low  beneath  them  rolls. 

Yes  I  in  those  orbs  of  glcny 
Methinks  I  see  the  ray> 


s 


Ron  on,  finr  woridil  aadofcr 
Earth  8  Tale  yoor  torckn  faloid  » 
In  each  mj  duni^tB  AeoFcr 
SmOea  of  some  cheriahed  friend, 
Whoee  mdandM^  pflgrnuige 
Weaiiea  the  heart  no 
O  yea !  I  hear  tikn 
O  yea !  their  forma  I 
And  then  my  aari  aigoioea, 
And,  rqrtnredy  aeeniB  to  be 
Thra*  momemary  riahant; 
But  0oon  the  dream  k  o*er» 

in  bnild  a  &ne  etysian 
Among  thoae  towers  dnrine,     i 


ANer.  g 


ODE. 


When  the  awakened  scniI  reoeives 
Tne  fint  impreeoioii  frncy  ^^es ; 
Tempered  by  soft  affectkm's  rei$;n 
Sweei  are  the  days  efpleMing  paia. 
But  ah  !  they  fly,  they  iy,  iy  neffer  to  retmi 
And  leare  the  achmg  heart  to  wietehedneaB  fDiieni* 

What  magic  diall  the  muse  employ 
Orhowiecafi  d^Nortodjoy? 
Alas  I  the  tune  ratwBs  «o  Han^ 
Nor  h^  henelf  cm  now  raatora 
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Those  smiUiig  days,  when' with  fimh  roses  crowned^ 
She  led  the  Mry  honrs  their  gay  ftntastic  round. 

She  flies  with  youth,  and  leaves  to  age 
The  future  tempest  to  eng^pe : 
The  blossoms  fidl,  the  leaves  are  torn, 
On  the  rude  blast  behdd  them  borne 
Far  distant,  while  the  withered  trunk  remains 
Covered  with  hoary  frost  amid  deserted  plains. 

<  Vain  insects  of  a  summer  day' 
(The  power  of  nature  seems  to  say) 
*  Expect  not  long  unclouded  hours 
Soon  rushing  winds  and  breaking  showers 
Your  pastime  ends — and  fortune  still  at  strife. 
Wars  in  vicissitudes  through  human  Hfe.' 

Friendship  remains — thro'  changing  time 
Remains  superior  and  sublime  ; 
Pure  and  unmixed  her  joys  we  share, 
No  selfish  passions  rankle  there — 
Babn  for  the  wounded  heart's  corroding  woes, 
Peace  for  the  wounded  spirit's  final  solemn  close  ! 

In  recoUedaan's  pensive  hour, 

When  tender,  thoughts  the  past  re^ore ; 
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Tfaen  friendship  reunites  again 
The  scattered  traces  lliat  remain  ; 
Delights  the  fond  remembrance  still  to  save, 
And  plack  the  envious  thorn  from  soft  affection's  grave. 

Mrs  Hunter, 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  OCEAN. 

O  thon  vast  Ocean !  ever-sounding  sea ! 

Thou  symbol  of  a  drear  immensity  ! 

Thou  thing  that  windest  round  the  solid  world 

Like  a  huge  animal,  which)  downward  hurled 

From  the  black  clouds,  lies  il^ltering  and  alone. 

Lashing  and  writhing  till  its  strength  be  gone. 

Thy  voice  is  like  the  thunder,  and  thy  sleep 

Is  like  a  giant's  slumber,  loud  and  deep. 

Thou  speakest  in  the  east  and  in  the  west 

At  once,  and  on  l^y  heavily  laden  breast 

Fleets  come  and  go,  and  shapes  that  have  no  life 

Or  motion,  yet  are  moved  and  meet  in  strife. 

The  earth  hath  nought  of  this ;  nor  chance  nor  change 

Ruffles  its  surface,  and  no  spirits  dare 

Give  answer  to  the  tempest-waken  air ; 

But  o'«r  its  wastes,  the  weekly  tenants  range 

¥OL.  II.  B 
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And  Wiaterahwcfm 
Aad  die  wikl  Antan  wiik  a 
VfvK&m  Ka  ttofssr  ■unfaoad ;  aad 
Weep,  siwi  €owcr?  aicken  when  ^  Si 
— Tboa  0bIv,  icrrftie  Occm,  katt  a 
A  wiH,  a  Toiee,  and  ia  tlif  wiaikfai 
-«^1kd  thoa  ckwt  lilt  tbiae  Mi^cr  to  tka 

A  fa* 

Thf  hnod  iffeen  (or^ttmL    If  tfay  wavca  ba  <iimn 

Baekwardft  and  forwards  by  tka  ddftiag  wiad, 
Ho^  qnMf  dost  tbon  tfay  great  stiaigtb  aabind. 
And  stretcbtbiae  anus,  aad  war  at  flBce  with  heaTen  ! 


Tbon  tiadcieM  and  imBMasaraUe  main  ! 
On  tbee  so  record  erer  liyed  again, 
TottBeCtbebandtbat  writit;  line  nor  lead 
Hatii  erar  firtbamed  tby  pfofonndest  deeps, 
Wbere  haply  the  bnge  monster  swells  and  sleeps. 
King  of  bis  watery  limity  who  'tis  said 
Can  more  tbe  aigfaty  oeean  iaio  atonn^-— 
Oh  !  wonderfnl  thou  art^  great  element ; 
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And  femM  m  thy  spleeny  hamoarB  beat. 
And  lorely  fai  repose :  thy  summer  form 
Is  beaatifiily  aod  m^ien  iky  silver  waves 
Make  mmie  in  earth's  dark  and  winding  caves, 
I  love  to  wander  on  thy  pebbled  beach, 
Maridng  the  suilight  at  the  evening  hoar, 
And  hearken  to  the  thoughts  thy  waters  teach — 
'  Eternty,  Eternity,  and  Power.' 

Barry  CcmwcUL 


ON  LEAVING  NEWSTEAD  ABBEY. 


Why  dost  thou  build  the  ball  ?  Son  of  the  winged  days !  Tbou 
lookett  from  tfay  tower  to-day ;  yet  a  few  years,  aii^  the  blast  of 
the  desert  cxmies  ;  it  bowls  in  thy  empty  halls. 

OSSIAN. 


Through  thy  battlements,  Newstead,  the  hollow  winds 
whistle : 
Thou,  the  hall  of  my  fathers,  art  gone  to  deeay« 
In  thy  once  smiling  garden,  the  hemlock  and  thistle 
Have  choaked  up  the  rose,  which  bloomed  in  the  way 

b2 
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Of  the  maii-covered  Banms,  who  proudly  to  battlei 
Led  their  vassals  from  Europe  to  Palestine's  plain. 

The  escutcheon  and  shield,  which  with  every  blast  rattle^ 
Are  the  only  sad  vestiges  now  that  remakh 

No  more  doUi  old  Robert,  with  harp-stringing  numbers, 
Raise  a  flame  in  the  breast  for  the  war^laurelled  wreath ; 

Near  Askalon's  towers,  John  of  Horistan  slumbers, 
Unnerved  is  the  hand  of  his  minstrel  by  death. 

Paul  and  Hubert  too  sleep,  in  the  valley  of  Cressy ; 

For  the  safety  of  Edward,  and  England,  they  fell ; 
My  fathers  I  the  tears  of  your  country  redress  you, 

How  you  fought !  how  you  died  I  still  her  annals  can  tell. 

On  Marston,  with  Rupert,  'gainst  traitors  contending. 
Four  brothers  enriched  with  their  blood  the  bleak  field ; 

For  the  rights  of  their  monarch  their  country  defending, 
Till  death  their  attachment  to  loyalty  sealed. 

Shades  of  heroes  farewell  I  your  descendant  departing 
From  the  seat  of  his  ancestors  bids  you  adieu  ! 

Abroad  or  at  home,  your  remembrance  imparting 
New  courage,  he'll  think  upon  glory  and  you. 
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Though  a  tetr  dim  his  eye  at  this  sad  separation, 
'Tis  natOTOy  not  fear,  lliat  excites  his  regpret ; 

Far  distant  he  goes  with  the  same  emulation, 
The  fame  of  his  fathers  he  ne*er  can  forget. 


That  fame,  and  that  memory,  still  will  he  cherish, 
He  vows  that  he  ne*er  will  disgrace  your  renown  : 

Like  you  he  will  live,  or  like  you  he  will  perish : 

When  decayed  may  he  mingle  his  dust  with  your  own. 

Byron. 


MOONLIGHT  AT  THE  SEA-SIDE. 

The  heavens  are  doudless,  the  winds  are  asleep, 
And  there  is  not  a  hreath  on  the  hc»  of  the  deep  ; 
Save  the  drowsy  sound  of  the  fisherman's  oar, 
As  he  heavily  nears  his  hoat  to  the  shore. 

The  shepherd's  hlythe  whistle  hath  ceased  on  the  hill, 
The  watch-dog  is  mute,  and  the  forest  is  still ; 
And  the  silence  of  ocean — of  earth  and  of  sky, 
Is  soft  as  the  slumher  of  innocency. 

b3 
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Now  tbe  wuuy  Mier  Ivtfa  moored  Iris  K^hl  ildffy 
The  iealnrd  kdi  goM  to  b  piM»  in  tke  <£ff ; 
And  liie  mipett  of —tore  ibmh  Jnrt  wrf  4md ; 
A*  maB'ii  mortol  part  when  tke  qiiric  kalfc  UhL 

Tlie  young  antanm  moon  loots  thnmd  o'er  the 
Undondedy  imtroaUedy  tnaqnl  and  euenc  ; 
And  walks  die  blue  aanre,  as  lorely  and  ftir 
As  if  the  daik  tempesl  had  never  been  there. 

It  is  Uins  with  man  in  prosperity's  hoor — 

He  phicks  the  gay  blossom  from  pleasnre's  sweet  flower. 

And  bin  eye  beams  as  joyously  bright  Mtd  dear 

As  if  it  had  never  been  dhnmed  with  a  tear. 

When  the  moonlight  heavens  their  glories  nnfold. 
Like  a  besatiiBi  gnneaA  bedivppad  wotk  gekl^ 
And  lake,  asd  rirer,  wmd  oeean  waves  hue 
Are  all  of  the  deepest  oenilean  bke ; 

'Tis  in  tbe  softness  of  such  a  sweet  hour 
That  earthly  passions  reHnqnish  their  power  ;■ 
Then  soars  the  glad  sonl,  all  unfettered  and  free» 
Throng^  the  bonndless  speee  of  immensity. 
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Then  seemeth  this  earth,  with  its  joys  and  fears, 
Like  some  faded  dream  of  our  hoyhood  years  ; 
And  the  bliss  that  we  taste  in  such  moments  of  thought 
Breathes  peace  to  the  soul,  and  is  never  forgot. 

Anon, 


TO  JESSY. 

There  4k  a  mystic  thread  of  Kfe 

So  dearly  wreathed  with  mine  alone, 

That  destiny's  relentless  knife 
At  once  must  sever  both  or  7io7i€. 

There  is  Bform  on  which  these  eyes 
Have  often  gazed  with  fond  delight ; 

By  day  that  form  their  joy  supplies. 

And  dreams  restore  it  through  the  night. 

There  is  a  voice  whose  tones  inspire 

Such  thrills  of  rapture  through  my  breast ; 

I  would  not  hear  a  sera}^  choir 

Unless  that  voice  could  join  the  rest. 
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There  is  ^kfctct  whose  blushes  tell 
Affection's  tale  upon  the  cheek ; 

But  pallid  at  one  fond  farewell^ 
Proclaims  more  love  than  words  can  speak. 

There  is  a  lip  which  mine  hath  prest, 
And  none  had  ever  prest  before. 

It  vowed  to  mi^e  me  sweetly  blest. 
And  mine — mine  only,  prest  it  more» 

There  is  a  6o«o99t'-*an  my  own- 
Hath  pillowed  oft  this  aching  hetd : 

A  mouik  which  smiles  <m  me  done. 
An  eye  whose  tears  with  mine  are  shed. 

There  are  two  hearts  whose  moyements  thrill 

In  unison  so  closely  sweet  I 
That>  pulse  to  pulse  responsive  still, 

They  both  must  heave — or  cease  to  beat. 

There  are  two  souls  whose  equal  flow, 

In  gentle  streams  so  calmly  run, 
That  when  they  part — they  part  /—ah,  no 

They  cannot  part — those  souls  are  one, 

Byron. 
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ADDRESS  TO  THE  OCEAN. 

There  is  a  pleasure  in  the  pathless  woods, 
There  is  a  rapture  on  the  lonely  shore, 

There  is  society,  where  none  intrudes, 
By  the  deep  sea,  and  music  in  its  roar : 
I  love  not  man  the  less,  but  nature  more, 

From  these  our  interviews,  in  which  I  steal, 
From  all  I  may  be,  or  have  been  before, 

To  mingle  with  the  universe,  and  feel 

What  I  can  ne'er  express,  yet  cannot  all  conceal. 

Roll  on,  thou  deep  and  dark-blue  ocean,  roll  I 
Ten  thousand  fleets  sweep  over  thee  in  vwn ; 

Man  marks  the  earth  with  ruin — his  conUol 
Stops  with  the  shore ; — upon  the  watery  plain 
The  wrecks  are  all  thy  deed,  nor  doth  remain 

A  shadow  of  man's  ravage,  save  his  own, 
When,  for  a  moment,  like  a  drop  of  ram. 

He  sinks  into  thy  depths  with  bubblinggroan. 

Without  a  grave,  unknelled,  uncoffined  and  unknown. 
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His  Steps  are  not  upon  thy  paths, — ^thy  fields 
Are  not  a  spoil  for  him, — ^thon  dost  arise 

And  shake  him  from  thee  ;  the  yile  strength  he  wield» 
For  earth's  destruction  thou  dost  all  despise, 
Spuming  him  from  thy  bosom  to  the  skies. 

And  send'st  him,  shivering  on  thy  playful  spray. 
And  howling  to  his  Gods,  where  haply  lias  - 

His  petty  hope  in  sone  near  port  or  bay, 

And  dashest  him  again  to  earth  :•— tbate  let  him  lay. 

The  armaments  which  thund^nstrike  the  wais 

Of  rock-built  eities,  bidding  naftion»  quake. 
And  monarchs  tremble  in  their  capitals, 

The  oak  leviathans,  whose  huge  ribs  make 

Their  clay  creator  the  vain  title  take 
Of  lord  of  thee  and  ai'biter  of  war  ; 

These  are  thy  toys,  and,  as  the  snowy  flake, 
They  melt  into  thy  yeast  of  waves,  which  mar 
Alike  the  Armada's  pride,  or  spoils  of  Trafiedgar. 


Thy  shores  are  empires,  changed  in  all  save  tbe< 
Assyria,  Greece,  Rome,  Carthage,  "iHiat  are  they  ? 

Thy  waters  wasted  them  while  they  were  free, 
And  many  a  tyrant  since ;  their  shores  obey 
Tlie  stranger,  slave,  or  savage ;  their  decay 
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Has  dried  up  realms  to  deserts ;— not  so  thou, 

Unchangeable  save  to  thy  wild  waves'  play — 
Time  writes  no  wrinkle  in  thine  azure  brow — 
Such  as  creation's  dawn  beheld,  thou  rollest  now. 

Thou  glorious  mirror,  where  th'  Almighty's  form 

Glasses  itself  in  tempests  ;  in  all  time, 
Calm  or  convulsed — ^in  breexe,  or  gale,  or  storm 

Icing  the  pole  ;  or  in  the  torrid  clime 

Dark-heaving ;  boandless,  endless,  and  sublime. 
The  image  of  eternity — ^tbe  lliroBe 

Of  tha  Invisible ;  even  firom  out  thy  slime 
The  monsters  of  the  deep  are  made ;  each  zone 
Obeys  thee ;  thou  goest  forth,  dread,  fathomless,  alone. 

And  I  have  loved  thee.  Ocean  I  and  my  joy 

Of  youthful  sports  was  on  thy  breast  to  be 
Borne,  like  thy  bubbles,  onward  :  from  a  boy 

I  wantoned  with  thy  breakers — ^they  to  me 

Were  a  delight ;  and  if  the  freshening  sea 
Made  them  a  terror — 'twas  a  pleasing  fear. 

For  I  was  as  it  were  a  child  of  thee. 
And  trusted  to  thy  billows  far  and  near. 
And  laid  my  hand  upon  thy  mane,  as  I  do  here. 
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TO  MARY  IN  HEAVEN. 

Tbou  fingering  star,  with  lessening  ray. 

That  lovest  to  greet  the  eaify  mom. 
Again  thou  usherost  jb.  the  day 

My  Mary  from  my  soulnras  torn. 
O  Mary !  dear  departed  shade  I 

Where  is  thy  place  of  bfissfiil  leat  ? 
Seest  thou  thy  lover  lowly  laid  ? 

Hear'st  thou  the  groans  that  rend  his  breast  ? 

That  sacred  hour  can  I  fwget,. 

Can  I  forget  the  hallowed  groye^ 
"Where  by  the  winding  Ayr  we  met^^ 

To  live  one  day  oi  partmg  love  I 
Eternity  will  not  efface 

Those  reeords  dear  of  transports  past ; 
Thy  image  at  our  laist  embrace ; 

Ah  !  Uttle  thought  we  'twas  our  last ! 

Ayr  gurgling  kissed  his  pebbled  shore, 

0*erhuBg  with  wild  woods^  thickening  green ; 

The  fragrant  birch,  and  hawthorn  hoar, 
'Twined  amorous  round  the  raptured  scene. 
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The  flowers  spraog  wanton  to  be  prest. 

The  birds  sang  love  on  every  spcay', 
Till  too,  too  soon,  the  glowing  west 

Proclaimed  the  speed  of  winged  day; 

Still  o'er  these  scenes  my  memory  wakes, 

And  fondly  broods  with  miser  care ;. 
Time  but  the  impression  deeper  makes. 

As  streams  their  channels  deeper  wear. 
My  Mary,  dear  departed  shade  I 

Where  is  thy  blissful  place  of  rest  ? 
Seest  thou  thy  lover  lowly  laid  ? 

Hear'st  thou  the  groans  that  rend  his  breast  ? 

Bums. 


ABSENCE. 

Tis  not  the  loss  of  love's  assurance, 
It  is  not  doubting  what  thou  art ; 

But  'tis  the  too,  too  long,  endurance 
Of  absence,  that  afflicts  my  heart. 

The  fondest  thoughts  two  hearts  can  cherhh, 
When  each  is  lonely  doomed  to  weep. 


» 


aJMHKC^  ^"^HB  Wt$i  iBC  9Mb  MiB  B^  1t> 


Tn  Lethe'*  ^OM,  W(  Ml  ik 


OrmpMI. 


TO  FREEDOM. 

Oby  for  the  unrordu  of  former  time  ! 

Oh  for  the  men  who  hore  them, 
When^  armed  for  right,  they  stood  snbKme, 

And  tyrants  crouched  before  them  ! 
Wlien  pure  yet,  ere  courts  began 

With  honotuv  to  eoslaye  him, 
71)e  he^t  honours  worn  by  man 

Were  those  which  virtoe  gave  Inm* 
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Oh,  for  the  kings  who  flourished  then  I 

Oh,  for  the  pomp  that  crowned  them, 
When  hearts  and  hands  of  freebom  men, 

Were  all  the  ran^parts  roond  them  I 
When  safe  hinlt  on  bosoms  true. 

The  throne  was  but  the  centre, 
Round  which  lore  a  circle  drew, 

That  treason  durst  not  enter. 


TO  THE  HERB  ROSEMARY. 

Sweet  scented  flower !  who  art  wont  to  bloom 

On  January's  front  severe, 

And  o*er  the  wintiy  desert  drear 
To  waft  thy  waste  perfume  ! 
Come,  thou  shalt  form  my  nosegay  now. 
And  I  will  bind  thee  round  thy  brow  ; 

And  as  I  twine  the  mournful  wreath, 
I'll  weave  a  melancholy  song : 
And  sweet  the  strain  shall  be  and  long, 

The  melody  of  death. 
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Come,  fimeral  flower  I  who  lovest  to  dwell 
With  the  pale  cone  in  lonely  tomb,. 
And  throw  acroos  the  desert  gloom, 
A  sweet  decaying  smell : 

Come,  press  my  lips,  and  lie  with  me, 

Beneath  the  lowly  alder  tree. 

And  we  will  sleep  a  pleasant  sleep. 

And  not  a  care  shall  dare  intrude. 

To  break  the  marble  solitude, 
So  peaceful  and  so  deep. 

r 

And  hark  I  the  wind  god  as  he  flies 

Moans  hollow  in  the  forest  trees,  ^ 

And  sailing  on  the  gusty  breeze, 

Mysterious  music  dies. 
Sweet  flower !  that  requiem  wild  is  mine, 
It  warns  me  to  the  londy  shrine, 

The  cold  turf  altar  of  the  dead  ; 
My  grave  shall  be  in  yon  lone  spot, 
Where  as  I  lie,  by  all  forgot, 
A  dying  fragrance  thou  wilt  o'er  my  ashes  shed. 

H.  K  White. 
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ENIGMA. 

'Twas  whispered  in  hoayen,  and  miiri;tered  in  hell, 

And  echo  caught  softly  the  sound  as  it  fell ; 

In  the  confines  of  earth  'twas  permitted  to  rest, 

And  the  depths  of  the  ocean  its  presence  confest ; 

It  was  seen  in  the  lightning,  and  heard  in  the  thunder, 

'Twill  he  found  in  the  spheres  when  all's  driven  asunder ; 

It  was  given  to  man  with  his  earliest  hreath, 

It  assists  at  his  birth,  and  attends  him  in  death. 

Presides  o'  er  his  happiness,  honour  and  health. 

Is  the  prop  of  his  house,  and  the  end  of  his  wealth. ; 

It  begins  every  hope,  every  wish  it  must  bound  ; 

And,  though  unassuming,  with  monarchs  is  crowned ; 

In  the  heaps  of  the  miser  'tis  hoarded  with  eare> 

But  is  sare  to  be  lost  in  the  prodigal  heir; 

Without  it  the  soldier  and  sailoY  may  roam, 

But  woe  to  the  wretch  that  expels  it  from  home; 

In  the  whispers  of  conscience  its  voice  will  be  founds 

Nor  e'er  in  the  whirlpool  of  passion  be  drowned  ; 

It  softens  the  heart,  and,  though  deaf  be  the  ear> 

It  will  make  it  acutely  and  instantly  hear  ; 
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But  in  aliades  let  it  rest,  like  an  degant  flower : 
Oh  !  breadie  on  h  nMy, — it  dies  in  an  hour.   • 


THERE  IS  A  WORLD  WE  HAVE  NOT  SEEN. 


Thete  is  a  worid  we  Ivve  not 

Wlncb  time  ihaD  neter  dare  destroy ; 

m 

Where  moftal  footstep  hath  not  been> 
Nor  ear  hath  canght  its  sonnds  of  joy. 

There  is  a  region  kyvehafar 
Than  sages  teH,  or  poets  sin^ 

Brighter  than  sonuner  beanties  are, 
And  softer  than  the  tints  of  spring. 

It  18  all  holy  and  Bemne, 
The  land  of  glory  and  repose, 

And  there  to  din  the  radiant  sosne, 
The  tear  of  sorrow  never  flows. 

It  is  not  lanned  hy  sunmer  gale, 
'Tis  not  relrashed  hy  sammer  sbonrerB ; 

It  never  needs  the  moonbeam  pak^ 
For  there  are  known  no  evening  hoars* 
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Hiero  forms  that  mortals  may  not  see^ 

Too  glorious  for  the  eye  Ui  trace ; 
And  ckd  in  peeriess  majesty 

More  with  unutterable  grace. 

In  Tain  the  philosophic  eye 

May  seek  to  view  the  fair  abode, 
Or  find  it  in  the  curtained  sky — 

It  is  ^e  dwelling  place  of  God  ! 

Anon. 


THE  SLAVE. 

Calm  was  the  eve,  and  cooling  was  the  gale 
That  gently  fanned  Kodma's  Bentang  tree: 
Beneath  its  canopy  the  aged  throng 
Sat  gaiTulous,  and  prais^  the  lightsome  days 
Of  better  years  ;  yet  praned  their  lot,  that  now, 
Beneath  the  boughs  which  waved  above  their  sires^ 
They  see  their  children  round  about  them  sport 
In  mirthful  rings,  or  hear  the  horn  that  sounds 
The  herd's  approach.    Alas !  tis  not  the  sound 
Of  herdsman's  horn ;  it  is  the  trumpet's  voice  ; 
Distant  as  yet,  and  faint  among  the  failia.. 
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But  in  shades  lei  it  rest,  like  an  elegant  flower ; 
Oh  !  breathe  on  it  softly, — ^it  dies  in  an  hour.   • 


THERE  IS  A  WORLD  WE  HAVE  NOT  SEEN. 

There  is  a  worid  we  hare  not  seen. 
Which  tbne  shall  nerer  dare  destroy ; 

Where  mortal  footstep  hath  not  been^ 
Nor  ear  bath  caught  its  soonds  of  joy. 

There  is  a  region  lovelier  far 

Than  sages  teH,  or  poets  sing^ 
Brighter  than  summer  beauties  are, 

And  sditer  than  the  tints  of  spring. 

It;  is  all  holy  and  serene. 

The  land  of  glory  and  repose, 
And  there  to  din  the  radiant  scene, 

The  tear  of  sorrow  never  flows. 

It  it  not  lanned  by  summer  gale, 
Tis  not  refreshed  by  snmm^  showers ; 

It  never  needs  the  mooaobeam  pak. 
For  there  are  known  no  evening  hours.. 
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Hicro  forms  that  mortals  may  not  see^ 

Too  glorious  for  the  eye  td  trace ; 
And  clad  in  peeriess  majetty 

More  with  imuttferable  grace. 

In  Tain  the  philosophic  eye 

May  seek  to  view  the  fair  abode, 
Or  find  it  in  the  cnrtained  sky — 

It  is  the  dwelling  place  of  God  ! 

Anon. 


THE  SLAVE. 

Calm  was  the  eve,  and  cooling  was  the  gale 
That  gently  fanned  Ko^ma's  Bentang  tree: 
Beneath  its  canopy  the  aged  throng 
Sat  gaimlons,  and  prais^  the  lightsome  days 
Of  better  years  ;  yet  praised  their  lot,  that  now, 
Beneath  the  bonghs  which  waved  above  their  sires^ 
They  see  their  children  round  about  them  sport 
In  mirthful  rings,  or  hear  the  horn  that  sounds 
The  herd's  approach.    Alas  f  tis  not  the  sound 
Of  herdsman's  horn ;  it  is  the  trumpet's  voice  ; 
Distant  as  yet,  and  faint  among  the  failia^ 
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Homeward  each  warrior  hies,  and  graape  the  spear, 
And  sUngs  the  cjiiiyer  o*er  his  throbbing  heart, 
Trembling  for  those  who  weeping  round  him  wait. 
But  bold  in  conscious  courage  and  his  cause  : 
Yet  nought  his  cause  avfuls :  right  yields  to  power. 
Overwhelmed  by  numbers,  fathers,  hiiisbands,  lie 

Dead,  bleeding,  dying ^blessed  are  the  dead  ! 

7%e^  bear  not  the  oppressor  s  chain,  nor  feel 

The  bolted  iron ;  while  from  a  neighbouring  hill 

The  pale-faced,  ruthless  author  of  the  war, 

Surveys  the  human  harvest  reaped  and  bound  I 

Fire,  sword  and  rapine,  sweep  away  at  once 

The  cottage  with  its  inmates,  and  transform 

The  happy  vale  into  a  wilderness ; 

No  human  being  save  the  bowed  down, 

And  children  that  scarce  lisp  a  fiftther's  name, 

Is  left ;  as  when  a  forest  is  laid  low. 

Haply  some  single  and  far  sundered  trees 

Are  sparedi  while  every  lowly  shrub  and  flower. 

That  sheltered  smiled,  droops  shivering  in  the  breeze. 

And  now  the  wretched  captives,  linked  in  rows, 
In  sad  community  of  diains,  drag  on 
Their  iron-cumbered  limbs,  while  oft  the  scourge 
Or  unclosed  wound  leaves  in  the  thirsty  sand 
The  traces  of  their  miserable  way. 
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At  last  the  hunting  victims  reach  the  shore. 

Where  low  they  lie,  dispersed  in  moumfal  bands ; 

Then  are  unbound,  to  bear  the  butcher-gripe 

Of  brutal  traffickers,  or  join  the  dance. 

Mockery  of  mirth  !  to  harmony  of  whips  I 

The  bargain  finished,  piteous  is  the  sight ; 

Most  lamentable  are  the  peals  of  cries, 

The  groans  of  parents  from  their  children  torn. 

Of  brother,  sister  severed ;  every  tie 

Of  kindred,  by  one  rude  revulsion  riven. 

Some  kindred  groups  remain  entire,  and  feel 

The  solace  of  society  in  woe. 

Behold  a  father  driven  with  his  sons. 

The  mother  with  her  nursling  in  her  anns« 

To  meet  yon  sl^ip,  now  newly  hove  in  sight, 

And  unsupplied.     The  trader  with  his  flock 

Hastes  to  the  water  edge,  where  waits  his  boat, 

Its  human  cargo.     First  the  sire  is  bound, 

And  thrown  beneath  a  bench  ;  the  rest,  unbound, 

Implicit  follow  where  affection  leads : 

His  darling  boy  hastes  in,  and  lays  him  down 

A  gentle  pillow  to  his  fietther^s  head. 

And  with  his  little  hands  would  dry  the  tears 

That  fill  the  upward-turned,  despairing  eye. 

But  who  is  he  that  in  the  dimpling  track 

Elbows  the  brine  ?     He  is  a  boy  bereft 
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Of  sight,  and  worthless  in  the  tradw^s  eyes, 

The  only  remnant  to  a  lather  left 

Of  all  his  children ;  he  the  best  beloved, 

Because  most  helpless,  yet  no  prayer  will  move 

The  felon  merchant  to  admit  the  child 

To  share  the  fetters,  which  his  father  bind. 

And  now  he  gains  upon  the  sounding  oars, 

That  guide  his  following  course ;  and  now  the  side 

Eager  he  grasps ;  and  though  still  pushed  away, 

Still  he  letums,  till  frequent  on  his  hands 

He  feels  the  brwsing  blow ;  then  down  he  sinks, 

Nor  makes  one  faint  endeavour  for  his  life. 

O  God  !  how  large  a  portion  of  the  ills 

Of  humankind,  derives  itself  from  man  I 

Grahame, 


ODE  FROM  THE  FRENCH. 

I. 
We  do  not  curse  thee,  Waterloo  I 
Though  freedom's  blood  thy  pldn  bedew-; 
There  'twas  shed,  but  is  not  sunk — 
Rising  from  each  gory  trunk, 
Like  the  water-spout  from  ocean, 
With  a  strong  and  growing  motion — 
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it  soars  and  mingles  in  the  air, 

With  that  of  lost  Labedoyere — 

With  that  of  him  whose  honoured  grave 

Contains  the  ^  bravest  of  the  Ixrave.' 

A  crimson  cloud  it  spreads  and  glows, 

But  shall  return  to  whence  it  rose ; 

When  'tis  full  'twill  burst  asunder — 

Never  yet  was  heard  such  thunder 

As  then  shall  shake  the  world  with  wonder-*- 

Never  yet  was  seen  such  lightning 

As  o'er  heaven  shall  then  be  bright'ning  I 

Like  the  wormwood  star  foretold 

By  the  sainted  seer  of  old, 

Showering  down  a  fiery  flood, 

Turning  rivers  into  blood. 

II. 
The  chief  has  fallen,  but  not  by  you. 
Vanquishers  of  Wat^loo  I 
When  the  sdidier  citizen 
Swayed  not  o'er  his  feUow  men-— 
Save  in  deeds  that  led  them  oa 
Where  glory  smiled  on  freedom's  son— • 
Who,  of  aU  the  despots  baaded. 

With  that  youthful  chief  competed  ? 

Who  could  boast  of  France  defeated^ 
Till  lone  tyranny  commanded  ? 
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TiB,  goaded  by  ambitiiHi's  Bting, 
The  hero  sunk  into  the  king  ? 
Then  he  fell; — So  perish  all 
Who  would  men  by  man  enthral* 

III. 
And  then  too  of  the  snow-white  plome  I 
Whose  realm  refused  thee  even  a  tomb  ; 
Better  hadst  thou  stiU  been  leading 
France  o'er  hosts  af  hirelings  bleeding, 
Than  sold  thyself  to  death  and  shame 
For  a  meanly  royal  name ; 
Such  as  he  of  Naples  wears, 
'  Who  thy  blood-bought  title  bears, 
Little  didst  thou  deem,  when  dashing 
On  thy  war  horse  through  the  ranks, 
Like  a  stream  which  burst  its  banks, 
While  helmets  cleft,  and  sabres  clashing, 
Shone  and  shivered  fast  around  thee,     . 
Of  the  fate  at  last  which  found  thee  I 
Was  that  haughty  plume  laid  low 
By  a  slave's  dishonest  blow  ? 
Once— as  the  moon  sways  o*er  the  tide, 
It  roUed  in  air,  the  warrior's  guide ; 
Through  the  smoke-created  night 
Of  the  black  and  sulphurous  fight, 
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The  soldier  raised  bia  aeekinpef  eui 

To  catch  that  CBetl'aA0»adeQO7,P9^"M 

And,  as  it  onward  inUiiigiroBaiy  ■>. 

So  moved  his  heart  nprnt^ow  ioeoiu:   i  > 

There,  where  deathIa;biitf:p«Bg,ik«i>iqu]ak0«tv 

And  the  batlle*si(ivi»ck  l^r  duckes*,/    - 

Strewed  beneath  the  adiilaickis  taMiaar  < 

Of  the  eagle's  faonuBgtorealhb-^" 
(There  with  thnndoc^oudsiilnifiuiliBr,',: 

TFAocoold  then  her.  w«ii9JBristNf*«.       . 

l^ctory  beaming  from  her  breast  ?) 
While  the  broken  line  enlarging 

Fell  or  fled  along  the>|dain  lii 
There  be  sure  was  MuratjduuqStng^U^ 

There  he  ne*er  shall  ^faaii^ti  Again  I  i 

IV.;-.. 
0*er  glories  gone  tbft>ininden  marehr  •'. 
Weeps  triumph  o'er  cachileTelM  wnk-^  '. 
But  let  freedom  rgmoe^i^ 
With  her  heart  in  her  nuisa ;  >      • 
But,  heE  hand  on  her  sww^  iv  * 

Doubly  shall  she  be  adbrad^i  ••>< 

France  has  twice  "too  vnttbaen^lMigiM;!! 
The  <  moral  lesson'  deirtyitiOMghl  li^  ^a  . 
Her  safety  sits  not  4»ta>lfaM«Bl)ijji*v/  ^ii;i  ^    ^    ''■'<- 
Witiib£apet  or  Napoleon ! 

VOL.  II.  c 
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Bnt  in  equal  rights  and  laws, 

Hearts  and  bands  in  one  great  caase— « 

Freedom,  such  as  Grod  hath  given 

Unto  all  beneath  his  heaTen, 

With  their  breath,  and  from  their  birth, 

Though  guilt  would  9weap  it  from  the  earth. 

With  a  fierce  and  lansk  haoad 

Scattering  nations'  weaiA  like  sand ; 

Pouring  nations'  blood  like  water> 

In  imperial  seas  of  fldaughter  I 

V. 

But  the  heart  and  the  mind. 

And  the  voice  of  mankind, 

ShaU  arise  in  communion— 

And  who  shaU  resist  that  proud  union  ? 

The  time  is  passed  when  swords  subdued — 
Man  may  die— the  soul's  renewed : 
Even  in  this  low  world  of  care 
Freedom  ne'er  shaU  want  an  heir ; 
Millions  breathe  but  to  inherit 
Her  for  evier-bounding  spirit — 
When  once  more  her  hosts  assemble, 
Tyrants  shall  believe  and  tremble — 
Smile  they  at  this  idle  threat  ? 
Crimson  tean  would  foUow  yet 
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<:ONSTANCY. 

Who  is  the  honest  man  ? 
He  that  doth  still  and  strongly  good  pursue, 
To  Grod,  his  neighbcmr  and  himself  most  true : 

Whom  neither  force  nor  iiEKwaing  can 
Unpin  or  wrench  from  giving  all  their  dne. 

Whose  honesty  is  not 
So  loose  or  easy  that  a  ruffling  wind 
Can  blow  away,  or,  gUttering,  look  it  blind : 

Who  rides  his  sure  and  easy  trot 
While  the  world  now  rides  by,  now  lags  behind. 

Who,  when  great  trials  come. 
Nor  seeks,  nor  shuns  them ;  but  doth  calmly  stay, 
Till  he  the  thing  and  the  example  weigh ; 

AU  beiog  brought  into  a  sum, 
What  place  or  person  calls  for,  he  doth  pay* 


c2 
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Whom  none  can  work  or  woo 
To  use  in  any  thing,  a  trick  or  sleight ; 
For,  above  all  things,  he  abhors  deceit : 

His  words  and  works  and  fJEuhion  too 
All  of  a  piece,  bnd  aO  are  dear  and  straight. 

Who  never  melto  or  thaws. 
At  dose  temntaliknui;  when  tiioday.is.doBe, 
His  goodness  setB  ooty.botmdivkcaii.nui: 

The  son  to  othersL  wziteiltlawB^ 
And  is  ikeir  yirtne ;  Tirtoe  k.  hiS'  sod.  . 

Who,  when  he  is  to  treat 
With  sick  folks,  women,  those  whom  passions  sway, 
Allows  for  that  and  keeps  his  constant  way : 

Whom  othem*  fimlts  do  not  defeat ; 
Bat  tbong^  men  fail  him  yet  his  part  doth  play. 

Whom  nothing  can  procmre, 
When  the  world  rons  bias,  from  his  will 
To  writhe  his  limbs,  and  shasei  not  mend  the  ill. 

This  is  .the  marksmap  safeimd  snre, 
Who  still, is.  rights  ia^id  {nays  to  be  so  still. 

Herbert 
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THE  DEATH  OF  AN  INFANT. 

*  Cease  here  Idnger  to  detain  me, 
Fondest  mother  drowned  in  woe : 
Now  thy  kind  caresses  pain  me. 
Morn  advances — ^let  me  go. 

See  yon  orient  streak  appearing ! 
Harbinger  of  endless  day ; 
Hark  I  a  voice  the  darkness  cheering, 
Calls  my  new-bom  soul  away ! 

Lately  launched,  a  trembling  stranger, 
On  the  world's  wild  boisterous  flood ; 
Pierced  with  schtowb,  tossed  with  ^(anger, 
Gladly  I  return  to  God. 

Now  my  cries  shall  cease  to  grieve  thee. 
Now  my  trembling  heart  find  rest ; 
Kinder  arms  than  thine  receive  me. 
Softer  pillow  than  thy  breast. 


c3 
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Weep  Dot  o*er  these  eyes  that  languish^ 
Upward  turning  toward  their  home : 
Raptured  they'll  forget  all  anguish, 
While  they  wait  to  see  thee  come* 

There,  my  mother,  pleasures  centre-* 
Weeping,  parting,  care  or  woe. 
Ne'er  our  &ther's  house  shall  oiter— 
Mom  advances-^let  me  go. 

As  through  this  calm,  this  holy  dawning 
Silent  glides  my  parting  breath. 
To  an  everlasting  morning. 
Gently  close  my  eyes  in  death. 

Blessings  endless,  richest  blessings,-- 
Ppur  their  streama  upon  thy  heart  I 
(Though  no  language  yet  possessing, )r 
Breathes  my  spirit  ere  we  part. 

Yet  to  leave  thee  sorrowing  rends  me,', 
Though  again  his  voice  I  hear ; 
Rise  I  may  every  grace  attend  thee  ;. 
Rise  I  and  seek  to  meet  me  there.' 

CeciL 
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HOHENLINDEN. 

On  Linden,  when  the  sun  was  low, 
All  bloodleM  lay  the  untrodden  snow ; 
And  dark  as  winter  was  the  flow   . 
Of  Iser,  rolling  rapidly* 

But  Linden  saw  anodier  sight,    ' 
When  the  dmm  beat  at  dead  6i  n^ht» 
Commanding  fires  of  death  to  light 
The  darkness  of  the  scenery. 

By  tmrch  and  tnunpet  ftst  arrayed, 
Each  horseman  drew  his  battle  blade, 
And  forious  every  charger  neighed, 
To  join  the  dreadfnl  revelry. 

Then  shodc  the  hills  with  thunder  riven, 
Then  rushed  the  steel  to  battle  driven, 
And  kMider  than  the  bolts  of  heaven 
¥we1kdmdA%  red  artifiery. 


M  THB  FOBTICA&  If Si»AK«K- 

My  native  land^-^proiid  freedom's  landi 
The  bnniing  tears  yet  dim  my  eyes^ 

Ab  from  thy  towering  mountain  strand 
On  the  fleet  breeze  the  vessel  flns. 

And  tears,  for  ever,  from  my  sight,         « 

That  home  which  love  with  joy  did  light. 

My  native  land, — ^land  of  the  Imive  1 

Where  Brace— where  Wallace  fongbti  and  bled  I 
Who  fearless  stemmed  the  gery  waire. 

Of  tyranny, — ^who  dauntless  led    ' 
Fh>ad  freedom's  ranks,  till,  blazing  high 
O'er  Scotia's  hiUs,  gleamed  Victory. 

'Twas  on  thy  shores  bright  Fancy's  fire 
First  gleamed  like  lightning  o'er  the  deep ;. 

And  kindled  maddening  wild  desiit. 
To  emulate  their  fJEune  whoaispp^ 

In  victory's  shroud, — whose  red  right  hand. 

From  slavery  freed  my  native  land. 

The  glow  of  heaven  doth  bri^ht^.  gleamr 
Dear  Scotia !  on  thy' mountain  strand^. 

And  lovelier  on  my  soul  dotb  beam  , 
That  sun  which  gilds  my  native  land  I    . 

For  love  and  joy  stUl  lingor  there-—  ' 

The  friture  teems  with  dark  despair  I 


.  r^ 
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£*en  Hope  was  goiia  wbeia  thj  loved  ^ore 
Receded  fiom  my  eager  yiew : 

Her  torch  she  dashed  amid  the  roar 
Of  Ocean's  wares  I    Her  last  adien 

Yet  in  my  ear  doth  Hngerinf  dwell !  • 

My  native  land,  fiuewett!--teewdl  I 


Anon. 


LOCHIEL  S  WARNING. 

Lochiel  I  Lochiel  I  beware  of  the  day 
When  the  Lowlands  shall  meet  thee  in  battle  array  I 
For  a  field  of  the  dead  rashes  red  on  my  sight, 
And  the  dans  of  Culloden  are  scattered  in  fight ; 
They  rally,  they  bleed,  for  their  kingdom  and  crown ; 
Woe,  woe,  to  the  riders  that  trample  them  down  I 
Proud  Cnmbeiland  prances,  insnlting  the  shun^ 
And  their  hoof-beaten  bosoms  ai!e  trod  to  the  plain* 
But  hark  1  through  the  iast-flashing  lightning  of  war. 
What  steed  to  the  desert  flies  frantic  and  ftr  ? 
'Tis  thine,  oh  GlenuUin  I  whose  bride  shall  await. 
Like  a  love-lighted  wateh^fire^.idl  night  i^  the  gate* 
A  steed  comes  at  morning :  no  rider  is  there ;, 
But  its  bridle  is  red  with  the  sign  of  despair* 
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Weep,  Albin  I  to  deatli  and  cqpiMiky'M  I  .  i 
Oh  weep!  but  thy  tears  caniMyt'«Hirib«PtlMnifeifll^  ")}t 
For  a  merciless  sword 'Ogi0lflUihiii  lirf  n/kwBf  . «    . 
CuUoden  I  that  reek»B|iM^4iMrM6od'of>llnMfannee.   >  :<  > 
Lochiil,  Lodk]lfl)vtieiltfwtf  ifli^tiiiy  j      .    . 

For,  dark  and  deepMaiffWf-^^^imtisrWtKi, 
BiA'MlQ  cannot  cover  what  God  would  reveal : 
'Tis  the  snoset  of  Mfe  gives  me  mystical  lore, 
And  coming  events  cast  thenrdbadows  before. 

Campbells 


Ob,  itrnVy/M^V^ m^Mi'%M[t 

£aclfl6¥^«itA<tiH  it  dite.      . 
Wtti  imdittW  !^iftl&i^%«iit^  'Of  yojftli^ 

Deems  Iflbe  'iiM'oWiil^  'sfM^t^^Ath^ 

Then  Hf^  hi'ohi^  "toiAlan^^tte^to, 
Thehdift^todMfttolldn;    •      • 


The  heart  is  on  lU^  Mltt^ifli^fibfti, 

We  haste  to  b^  tlttrtk^ne*: 
Pray  bnt  for  lffi»*  <Mtf  fMk'M6^fdte, 
And  call  the  eBiYffdllfy'^Tj&fJd ! 

But  soon  life*s  dao^M^lil^'ttohk  ift  ][^tot, 

And  well  fori0^\sl-«o>^  - 
And  well,  if  oWSM'BtttlMl'eM 

No  doad  of  laMiiig^'t^. 
Then  tears  must  M,  a^Mtvtf  ^ain, 

The  homage  to  our  pride ; 
Yety  broken  once  the  wortUess  chain. 

That  bond  no  mofBlB  tied. 
We  wake,  the  light  is  round  us  shed, 

Hie  fMieed  HIM  ]|yri2£ld  tab  ttM-e, 
The  passion  of  the  hour  is  fled, 

The  fondness^  iMUff ,'  >e'M ; 
In  wisdom  wevaridol  fly, 
And  thifei  is  «iIled-i«4«teiNMtHficy  t 

Then  w(NFldly(dr«MMtt'tli«'S|Mt  !8#ay, 
And  still th^  MMMlg?»'p«bi ; 

And  hopeless  8tSftH««i1;imi''««Niiy, 
And  hopetesa  tMMi '^ilfldii : 
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And  fiHter,  at  the  phanfoMi  flf , 

Ptanoes  their  willing  akfe ; 
And  while  their  lartie  filk  the  efB, 

O'eilookB  the  opening  gisfe. 
But  yens  will  stoop  the  faiow  at  Iwty 

The  wintry  hour  win  oome; 
TTien  renwumt,  min,  of  thep«9t> 

And  tremUing  o'er  the  tomb^  . 
To  hesren,  a  kit  re80iiice»  we  iy^ 
And  dare  to  caQ  it— Piety  I 


Anoru 


VALUE  OF  THE  SCRIPTURES. 


O  ch3d  of  9anoWf  be  it  thine  to  know 
That  Scriptore  only  ia  the  core  of  woe  I 
That  field  of  promise,  how  it  flings  abroad 
Its  perfume  o*er  the  Christian  s  thorny  road  I 
The  souly  reposing  on  assored  relief^ 
Feels  henelf  haf^y  amidst  all  her  grief, 
Forgets  her  lahonr  as  she  toils  aloi^, 
Weeps  tears  of  joy,  and  b«nts  into  a  song ! 

Cawper. 
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LOVE  TO  PARENTS, 

To  honour  llieee  who  giure  w  birth^ 
To  cheer  their  agey.to  feel  their  worth,. 
Is  God's  command  to  human  fcind^ 
And  owned  by  every  grateful  mind. 

Trace  then  the  tender  scenes  of  old, 
And  all  our  infant  days  unfold ; 
Yield  back  to  sight  the  mother's  breast^ 
Watchful  to  lull  her  child  to  rest. 

Survey  her  UmI,  her  anxious  care. 
To  form  the  Hqung  lips  to  prayer ; 
To  win  for  God  the  yielding  soul,^ 
And  all  its  ardent  thoughts  control. 

Nor  hold  from  memor/s  ^ad  review^ 
The  fears  which  aU  the  &tber  knew, 
The  joy  that  marked  his  thankful  gaze 
As  virtue  crowned  maturer  days* 
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When  preased  byridmeny  piiii,  or  grief, 
H<»ir  anzioas  they  %o  gire  rdOef ; 
Onr  dearest  wish  ihey  hdd  their  own ; 
TUl  ours  returned,  their  peace  was  flown. 


Grod  of  oar  life,  each  parent  guard, 
And  deadl\rM  hMU^'O^t  ^em^tmrnik, 
Be  iMtmwAtj^fillmff^  rMptMy 
And  heavW '  Atf  >  mmiut  h$mm  mimt. 


Noel. 


rihkiil     - 


ftOPE  AT' DEATH* 

Unfading  hope !  when  life*s  last  embers  bum, 
When  soul  to  sod,  iliiid  dMt^^  Mat  »^ltlln  ! 
Heaven  to  thy  chll^j^  f<Bl%M't;te(ift¥rifoll«ot^  ! 
Oh  I  then,  thy  kil^id'iddttiss  !'*  iifattidrtal  power ! 
What  though  eBi^^k^tm^^b^ti'vl^tkmeefiy 
The  quivering  lip,  pale  cheek,  and  closing  eye  ! 
Bright  to  the  1AbliT'th37>1icil^  liiladi  tmo^y 
The  morning  di^iti'dfllRiVWferiial'day^ 
Then,  then,  tile  ti^tn^' laid  ^the^;tti^  ! 

And  all  the  Phoeniil^'^pif^^bilHteMt)^  ! 
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Oh  I  deep  eaehantiiig  prelude  ta  #epeee, 
The  dawn  (^  faiiss,  the  twilight  of  our  woes  t 
Yet  half  I  hear  the  paittng  af^fit  ngfa. 
It  is  a  dread  and  «wfiil  thing  to  die  I 
Mysterious  worlds,  linimvdied'byihe  mm  I 
Where  time's  far-WBiidenDg  tklehluS^intteVfuD^ 
From  your  nn&diODwd  lAiades>  and  yi^wteid>|j|^b^toy 
A  warning  oomes,  tinbeard  byother  ears : 
'Tis  heaven's  oommttiding  trumpet)  long'^fiui'load. 
Like  Sinai*8  thunder,  pealing  from  the  dond ! 
While  nature  hears,  with  tenror-minglecl  trust, 
The  shock  that  hurls  her-Msic  to  the  dust ; 
And,  likflithetreilbliiigfHebiow,  whmlie'trod 
The  roaring' wuHrca,  and' «aUediipotilik  God, 
With  mortal  terrors  clouded  iillif!Nlftal'bli8s, 
And  shrieks,  and  1io?e»fi(0'€r  tile  ^dark^yn  I 

Daughter  of  luth,  awake,' arise^  ^ikme 
The  dread  unknown,  itiie  cfaaoB  of  the'totnb  I 
Melt,  and'dii^el,  ye  MBpe^tredeubti,  tfaattlDll 
Cimmerian  daikiiebS'on'tlHi.paniiiigaon]!  . 
Fly,  like  the  moon-eyed  beialdo^  dismay. 
Chased  on  hlaidgiit-steed  bry'the'stnr  of  day ! 
The  strife  is  o*er— ^the  pangs  dfiaatarB<ck«e, 
And  life's  la^t  vaf^ure  trioiiphiEi  o-k  lier  woea*. 
Hark!  as tbe«pirit'eyei)'wilh'ea|Q^gaze; 
The  noon  of  hearen  undiiaiAidhy  tha  UR2e> 
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On  hearenly  winds  that  waft  Jber  to  the  tkyr 
Float  the  sweet  tones  of  star-bom  melody ; 
Wild  as  that  haUowed  anchen  sent  to  hail 
Bethlehem's  shepherds  in  the  lonely  valoy 
When  Jordan  hushed  his  waves^  and  midnight  still 
Watched  on  the  holy  towen  oi  Zkm  hill  I 

Sonlof  thejost!  eompamon  of  the  dead ! 
Where  is  thy  home^  and  wUther  art  thoa  fled  ? 
Back  to  its  hearty  soorce  thy  bsing  goes. 
Swift  as  the  comet  wheds  to  whence  he  rose ; 
Doomed  on  his  airy  path  awhile  to  bom, 
And  doomed^  like  thee,  to  travely  and  retom.''— 
Hark  I  from  the  world's  e:q>loding  centre  driven^ 
With  sounds  that  shook  the  firmament  of  heaven, 
Careers  the  fiery  gianty  ftst  and  fer. 
On  bidcering  wheels,  and  adamantine  car ; 
From  planet  whirled  to  planet  more  remote. 
He  visits  realms  beyond  the  reach  of  thooght ; 
But,  wheeling  homeward,  when  his  course  is  run^ 
Curbs  the  red  yoke,  and  mingles  with  the  sun  I 
So  hath  the  traveller  of  earth  unfurled 
Her  trembling  wings,  emeiging  from  the  world ; 
And  o'er  the  path  by  mortal  never  trod, 
Sprung  to  her  source,  the  bosom  of  her  Grod ! 

Eternal  hope  I  when  yonder  sjdieres  snUime 
Pealed  their  first  notes  to  sound  the  march  of  time> 
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Thy  joyous  youth  hegan— 4)iit  not  to  iinde— - 
When  all  the  sister  planets  hare  decayed-; 
When  wrapt  in  fire  the  reahns  of  ether  glow. 
And  heaven's  last  thnnder  shakes  die  world  below; 
Thou,  undismayed,  shalt  o'er  the  ruins  smile, 
And  light  thy  torck  at  nature's  fimeral  pile  I 

Campbeil* 


THE  CONVICT. 

Hie  glory  of  evening  was  spread  through  the  west^ 

On  the  slope  of  a  mountain  I  stood, 
While  the  joy  that  precedes  the  calm  season  of  rest 

Rang  loud  through  the  meadow  and  wood. 

'  And  must  we  then  part  from  a  dwelling  so  ftdr  ?' 

In  the  pain  of  my  spirit  I  said ; 
And  with  a  deep  sadness  I  turned  to  repair 

To  the  cell  where  the  convict  is  laid. 

The  thick-ribbed  walls  that  o'^rshadow  the  gate. 

Resound,  and  the  dungeons  unfold  : 
I  pause,  and  at  length  through  the  glimmeriiig'gr«t& 

That  outcast  of  pity  behold. 
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His  black  matled'  b^ad  on  bk  ^oaidei^  is  beiit^    - 
And  deep  is  ibe  «]gb  of  bis'  brestb. 

And  witb  stedfiiM  dejection:  bib -eyes -are  intent 
On  tbe  fettili^  ibftt  &ik  bial  to  deadi. 


Tis  soirow  edodgb  on.  diat  inaage  to  gaze, 

Tbat  body  dismissed  from  bis  care  ; 
Bnt  my  fancy  bas  pierced  to  bis  beart,  and  ponrtrays 

More  terrible  images  tb««. 

His  bones  are  consiittiedy  atid  bis  life-blood  is  dried, 

Witb  wisbes  tbe  past  to  undo ; 
And  bis  crimed  tbrei^  tbe  puns  tbat  a'enniii^m  bim  de- 
scried. 

Still  bladcens  and  grows  6n  tbe  Tiew. 

Wben  from  tbe  dai^  synod,  or  blood-reeking  field, 

To  bis  cbamber  tbemonaidiis  led, 
All  sootbers  of  sense  tbeif  hoiiS  y&iae  ^lall- yield, 

And  quietnessi^owlua  bead. 

But  if  grief,  self-consumed,  in  oblivion  would  doze, 

And  consoienc&  ber'tofttires  ap^eato, 
'Mid  tumult  and  uprMr *tbis  matt  mtiat  ie^ose    . 

In  tbe  «omibrtleasi  VauK^  of  disease.    . 
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"When  hi^  fetters  at  night  have  so  pressed  on  his  limbs, 

That  the  weight  can  no  longer  be  borne, 
If,  while  a  half  slumber  his  memory  bedims,* 

The  wretch  on  his  pallet  shotild.torn. 

While  the  gaol  mt^t^yeihowbattiiejliilL  clanking  chain, 
From  the  roots  of  his  hair  there  shall  start 

A  thousand  al|44^.pQiit9lW'es  pf.joold  sweating  pipn, 
And  terror  sb^  l^jE^.at  his  heart, . 

But  now  he  haKjrais^JikxItfrpNfiri&k^ 

And  the  motion  iinsBttleaia  teax^  •  • 
The  silence  of  8an*QW..it  Mcina  to^supplyy  ' 

And  asks  me  for  wbjc  I  am.hese.. 

^  Poor  victim  I  no;iidkJntnidervbaa«toody» 
With  overweening  compkhoence^Mir -stale  to  compare, 

But  one  whose  first  iiqsh  wis  ithemi^'tei  be  good. 
Is  come  as  thy  boothei*  iky:  isorrows  ta  aharev 

*  At  thy  namey  tho\ig^.campaiMioja  her  nstiire  resign, 
Though  in  virtue*s  ptoud-neuth  thy  F^Kirt  be  a  stain, 

My  care,  if  the  arm  of  the  mighty  were  mine, 
Should  place  thee  whem  yet  dimi  Biay*«t  blossom  i^ain/ 


BALLASK 


Whf4miiAmtpm,Oh§iift§gfK? 
Wbf  if  Aj  lordfe  htkj 

Whf  dmilhm  m  hAmm 
flmeeuti  Ladjre,  tell  Me  wky. 


I  htve  €tmm  i0  wmft,  load 

I  htn;  •  tile  of  wee  to  tell : 
Uk  m  arfbm  hdm  iht£t 
In  aigaklie  to  ft  widowed  breaece ; 

On  Oetne't  pkyne  bk  firtfaa  £eD — 
Then  aeke  iiot»  gentle  etnmger,  why 
Thw  iMorne  1  ttt  «id  ngk 

Natbleet  taadan  teke,  fiiyre  Ladya, 
And  let  tby  griefe  atttiaged  bee ; 
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For  on  a  gratefnl  nation's  breaste 
Thou  and  this  orphan  babe  shall  reste, 
While  I  will  sit  and  weepe  with  thee ; 
F(n*  bleste  the  tears  that  waile  the  brave. 
And  drop  upon  a  hero's  grare. 

Penwame. 


THE  SYMPATHY  OF  LOVE. 

We  met — ^we  gazed — ^I  saw  and  sighed 

She  did  not  speak,  and  yet  replied : 

There  are  ten  thousuid  tones  and  ngns 

We  hear  and  see,  but  none  definea-— 

Involuntary  spadks  of  thoogfat, 

Which  strike  from  ont  the  heart  o^efwron^, 

And  form  a  strange  intelligenee, 

Alike  mysterions  and  intense. 

Which  link  the  burning  chain  that  binds, 

Without  their  will,  young  hearts  and  minds ; 

Conveying,  as  the  electric  wire, 

We  know  not  how,  the  absorbing 

I  saw,  and  sighed— in  silence  wept. 

And  still  reluctant  distance  kept, 

Until. I  was  made  known  to  her. 

And  we  might  then  and  there  confer 
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I>   ll  • 


Without  8aiqHoi0n<i-^thiii»..eYe&<jfclieii^' 

I  longe^iaBctfi^aB.ieaQl«qdotei9p6ak>;^>  • 
But  on  io]rl^ithe)r4i^  figaiii,>"-  •  •    -     < 

The  aocttitB  ^toHnulaiu  «Bd 'UPMiky^ - 
Until  one  hourv«4«l^^«iieik'a>gaiB^  t 
«  Aiiinolous  and  foolish  play, 

Wherewith  we  while  away  the  day ; 
It  is— -I  have  forgot  the  name — 
And  we  to  ll^s,  titfpeix^^^ef^,^^ , 
By  some  strange  chance^  which  I  forget : 
I  recked  not  if  I  WQn.or  Uf^    . 
It  was  enough  £or  idq  to  be :  . 
So  near  tah«r»  aiidokl  te<Bee> 
The  being  whom  J;  k^ved  the  anoi^fe*^ 
I  watched  her  as  a  sentioQ^' 
(May  ava:tU»jdadc>]ught  wftfe6h.as.  well  I) 
Until  I  saw,  and  tbu8.it. waa^. 
That  she  was  pensiy^  ncM'.pevoeiyiBd.i 
Her  occupation^  mr.iiaaijgn^vadn.. 
Nor  glad^toJpiMiiOr  gala; ^fant  f till  .. 

Played  on  for  hours,  asf  if vher.  w^l 

Yet  bound  her itoifha  place,  ^tho|lglitnot    • 
That  hers  might .1)0  iha^wiiiiaing  Ibt^" 
Then  through  my  ixptk  the«<hongfal^didya9» ' 
Even  as  a  jSash  of  ligtoing  tbcM, 
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Hut  tiwre  -WW  MunelhiB^  ki  her  air, 
Which  wovM  mot  cbom  me  to  cksBpair ; 
And  on  the  liiought  my  ivwrdi  Woke  forth, 

AB  mcehownt  as  they  iPBxe*«- 
Their  eloquence  was  littW.  ipoith. 
But  yet  die  UstMied— *'tis  enoagh-«* 

Who  Maten  once  will  listen  tviee ; 

Her  heart,  be  eore,  is  not  of  ioe, 
And  one  refusal  no  rebuff. 
I  lofedy  and  was  beloved  agam. 

Myron* 


THE  DEATH  OF  HAIDEE. 

The  last  sight  which  she  saw  was  Jum's  gore, 
And  he  himself  overmastered  and  cut  down ; 

His  blood  was  running  on  the  yery  floor 
Where  late  he  trod,  her  beautiful,  her  own ; 

Thus  much  she  viewed  an  inslant  and  no 

Her  struggle  ceased  fvith  one  eonyidsire  green ; 

On  her  sire's  arm,  whidi  unt3  now  scarce  hM 

Her  writhing,  fell  she  like  ft  cedar  f^^ed. 

VOL.  II.  D 
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A  vein  had  burst — and  her  sweet  Iqw'  pure  dyes 
Were  dabbled  with  the  deep  blood  which  ran  o  er ; 

And  her  head  drooped  as  whean  the  lily  lies 
Overcharged  with  rain ;  the  snmmoned  handmaids  bore 

Their  lady  to  her  couch  with  gushing  eyes  t 
Of  herbs  and  cordials  they  produced  their  store, 

But  she  defied  all  means  they  could  employ,  ; 

Like  one  life  could  not  hold»  nor  death  destroy  I 

Days  lay  she  in  that  state,  unchanged,  though  chill. 
With  nothing  livid,  still  her  lips  were  red ; 

She  had  no  pulse,  but  death  seemed  absent  still ; 
No  hideous  sign  proclaimed  her  surely  dead ; 

Corruption  came  not,  in  each  mind  to  kill 
All  hoipe  I  to  look  i^n  her  sweet  hce  bred 

New  thoughts  of  life,  for  it  seemed  full  of  soul, 

She  had  so  much,  earth  could  not  claim  the  whole* 

The  ruling  passion,  such  as  marble  shows 
When  exquisitely  cluselled,  still  lay  there, 

But  fixed  as  marble's  unchanged  aspect  throws 
0*er  the  &ir  Venus,  but  for  ever  fair ; 

O'er  the  Laocoon's  all-eternal  throes, 
And  ever-dying  Gladiator's  air. 

Their  energy  like  life  forms  all  their  £une, 

Yet  looks  not  lifei,  for  they  are  still  the  same. 
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iS^ie  wcke  at  leiigtlh«^4rat  not  as  sleepers  wake-^ 
Radier  the  dead,  for  life  seemed  sometliing  new, 

A  strange  sensation  which  ^e  must  partake 
Perforce,  since  whatsoerer  met  her  view 

Stmck  not  on  memory,  though  a  heavy  adie 
Lay  at  her  heart,  whose  earliest  beat,  still  true, 

Brought  hack  the  sense  of  pain  without  the  cause, 

For,  for  awhile,  the  Furies  made  a  pause. 

She  looked  on  many  « face  with  Tacant  eye, 
On  many  a  token  without  knowing  what ; 

She  saw  them  watdi  her,  without  asking  why, 
And  recked  not  who  ^around  her  pillow  sat ; 

Not  speechless,  though  she  spoke  not :  a  sigh 

Relieyed  her  thoughts ;  dull  silence  and  quick  chat 

Were  tried  in  vain  by  those  who  served — she  gave 

No  sign,  save  breath,  of  having  left  the  grave. 

Her  handmaids  tended,  but  she  heeded  not  ^ 

Her  father  watched-^-^be  turned  her  eyes  away-^ 

She  recognised  no  being,  and  no  spot. 
However  dear  or  cherished  in  their  day : 

They  changed  from  room  to  room,  but  all  forgot, 
Gentle,  but  without  memory,  she  lay ; 

And  yet  those  eyes,  which  they  would  foin  be  weaning 

Back  to  old  thoughts,  seemed  faU  of  fearM  meaniDg. 
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A  vein  had  burst — and  her  sweet  Iqw'  pure  dyies 
Were  dabbled  with  the  deep  blood  which  ran  o  er ; 

And  her  head  drooped  as  n^en  the  lily  lies 

O'ercliarged  with  ndn ;  the  sommoned  handmaids  bore 

Their  lady  to  her  couch  with  gashing  eyes  t 
Of  herbs  and  cordials  they  produced  their  store, 

But  she  defied  all  means  they  could  employ,  ; 

Like  one  life  could  not  hold,  nor  death  destroy  I 

Days  lay  she  in  that  state,  unchanged,  though  chill. 
With  nothing  livid,  still  her  lips  were  red ; 

She  had  no  pulse,  but  death  seemed  absent  still ; 
No  hideous  sign  proclaimed  her  surely  dead ; 

Corruption  came  not,  in  each  mind  to  kill 
All  hope :  to  look  i^n  her  sweet  hce  bred 

New  thoughts  of  life,  for  it  seemed  full  of  soul, 

She  had  so  much,  earth  could  not  claim  the  whole* 

The  ruling  passion,  such  as  marble  shows 
When  exquisitely  chiselled,  still  lay  there. 

But  fixed  as  marble's  unchanged  aspect  throws 
0*er  the  &ir  Venus,  but  for  ever  fair ; 

O'er  the  Laocoon's  all-eternal  throes, 
And  ever-dying  Gladiator's  air, 

Their  energy  like  life  forms  all  their  £une. 

Yet  looks  not  lifei,  for  they  are  still  the  same. 
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-iShe  woke  at  length^^ut  not  as  sleepers  wake-^ 
Rather  the  dead,  for  life  seemed  something  new, 

A  strange  sensation  which  ^e  must  partake 
Perforce,  since  whatsoeyer  met  her  view 

Stnick  not  on  memory,  thongh  a  heavy  adie 
Lay  at  her  heart,  whose  earliest  beat,  still  true, 

Brought  back  the  sense  of  pain  without  the  cause, 

For,  for  awhile,  the  Furies  made  a  pause. 

She  looked  on  many  a  face  with  vacant  eye, 
On  many  a  token  without  knowing  what ; 

She  saw  them  watdi  her,  without  asking  why, 
And  recked  not  who  around  her  pillow  sat ; 

Not  speechless,  though  she  spoke  not :  a  sigh 

Relieved  her  thoughts ;  dull  silence  and  quick  chat 

Were  tried  in  vain  by  those  who  served — she  gave 

No  sign,  save  breath,  of  having  left  the  grave. 

Her  handmaids  tended,  but  she  heeded  not  ^ 

Her  father  watched-^-^be  turned  her  eyes  away— 

She  recognised  no  being,  and  no  spot, 
However  dear  or  cherished  in  their  day : 

They  changed  from  room  to  room,  but  all  foigot, 
Gentle,  but  without  memory,  she  lay ; 

And  yet  those  eyes,  which  they  would  km  be  weaning 

Back  to  old  thoughts,  seemed  faU  of  fearM  meaniiig. 
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At  last  a  skve  bethggghl  hn^im  Irivp'; 

The  lunrper  came,  md  toMil  Mi  iMUWMm ; 
At  first  the  notes-^-^mfriBr  md  dttrp^M. 

On  him  her  fkaAang  eyw  a nmvMl  bent; 
Then  to  the  waV  shetsmed^atif  tviMvp^ 

Her  thonghto  frora  sorraw  thianigh  hn  iMari  n^sant. 
And  he  began  a  long  low  islaad  soof, 
Of  andent  days— «re  tynaaaf  graw  straa^. 


Anon  her  thin  wan  fingraa  beat  the  wall 
*     In  time  to  his  ^  tune ;  be  ehaaged  tfaa  theaie) 
And  snng  of  love :  the  fierce  name  atilwk  tlnwi^h  eik 

Her  recolleetion ;  on  her  flashed  the  dree&i  ^ 

Of  what  she  was,  and  is,  if  ye  coirid  eafi 

To  be  so  bmng ;  in  a  goshiiig  streaaa 
The  tears  rushed  forth  from  her  uneloaded  brain. 
Like  mountain  mkts  at  length  dissolved  in  rain. 

Short  solace,  vain  relief  I — thonght  came  too  quick. 
And  whirled  her  brain  to  madness ;  she  arose 

As  one  who  ne'er  had  dwelt  among  the  sick, 
And  flew  at  aU  sfae  met,  as  mi  her  foes ; 

But  no  one  erar  heard  her  ^eak  or  shriek^ 

Although  her  paroxysm  drew  towards  its  ckise : 

Hera  was  a  fhvenay  which  disdained  to  rare^ 

Even  wfaen  they  sttota  fan,  m  the  hope  to  aire* 
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Yet  she  betrayed  at  times  a  gkam  of  sense ; 

Nothing  could  make  her  meet  hw  £Bither*s  £Bce, 
Though  on  all  Ather  idiingB  widi  looks  intense 

She  gazed,  but  none  she  eFer  could  retrace ; 
Food  she  refused,  and  raiment ;  no  pretence 

Availed  for  either ;  neither  change  of  plaoe^ 
Nor  time,  .nor  skDl,  nor  remedy,  could  give  her 
Senses  to  sleep — ^die  .power  seemed  gone  for  ever.       >>, 

Twelve  days  and  nights  she  withered  thus :  at  last, 
Without  a  groan,  or  sigh,  or  glance,  to  show 

A  parting  pang,  the  spirit  from  her  past ; 

And  they  who  watched  her  nearest  could  not  know 

The  very  instant,  till  the  change  that  cast 
Her  sweet  face  into  shadow,  dull  and  slow, 

Glazed  o*er  her  eyes — the  beautiful,  the  black — 

Oh  I  to  possess  such  lustre— and  then  hick  I 


TO  A  TUFT  OF  EARLY  VIOLETS. 

Sweet  flowers  I  that,  from  your  humble  beds 

Thus  prematurely  dare  to  rise, 
And  trust  your  unprotected  heads 

To  cold  Aquarius*  watery  skies ; 
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Retire,  retire  I  These  tepid  nm 
Are  not  llie  genial  brood  of  May  ; 

That  snn  with  Kght  midignant  gtarea,. 
And  flatters  onhjr  to  betray* 


Stem  winter's  reign  is  not  yet 
Lo  I'  whUe  yonr  b«d»  prepare  to  bkwy. 

On  icy  pinions  eomes  the  blaa^ 

And  nips  your  root,  and  lays  yon  low* 

Alas  for  such  ungentle  doom  I 
Bnt  I  will  shield  yon ;  and  simply 

A  kindlier  soil  on  which  to  bloom^ 
A  nobler  bed  on  which  to  die. 

Come  then — ere  yet  the  morning  ray 
Has-  drimk  the  dew  that  gems  your  cres% 

And  drawn  your  balmiest  sweets  away  ! 
O  come,  and  grace  my  Anna's  breast. 

Ye  droop,  fond  flowers  I  But,  did  ye  know. 
What  worth,  what  goodness  there  reside. 

Your  cups  with  liveliest  tints  would  glow, 
And  spread  their  leaves  with  conscious  pridev 
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For  there  has  liberal  nature  joined 

Her  riches  to  the  stores  of  art, 
And  added  to  the  vigorous  mind, 

The  soft,  the  sympathising  heai*t. 

Come  then— ere  yet  the  morning  ray 
Has  drunk  the  dew  that  gems  your  crest, 

And  draw  your  balmiest  sweets  away ; 
O  come,  and  grace  my  Anna's  breast. 

O  I  I  should  think, — that  fragrant  bed 
Might  I  but  hope  with  you  to  share^ — 

Years  of  anxiety  repaid. 

By  one  short  hour  of  transport  there. 

More  blest  than  me,  thus  shall  ye  live 

Your  little  day ;  and,  when  ye  die, 
Sweet  flow««  I  the  grateful  muse  shall  give 

A  verse ;  the  sorrowing  maid,  a  sigh. 

While  I,  alas  I  no  distant  date, 

Mix  with  the  dust  from  whence  I  came. 

Without  a  friend  to  weep  my  fate, 
Without  a  stone  to  tell  my  name. 

Gifford. 
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COMFORT  UNDER  AFFLICTION. 

When  gathering  dovdt  aiwiiBd  I  Tiew^ 
And  days  are  daik^  and  irieadB  mnfewr 
On  Him  I  lean,  who  not  in  w% 
Experienced  every  human  pain. 
He  sees  my  griefe^  aUays  my  6tf% 
And  counts  and.  treasures  up^  my  iears* 

If  aught  should  tempt  my  soul  to  stray 
From  heavenly  wisdom's  narrow  way  : 
To  fly  the  good  C  mO}M  pnmie^ 
Or  do  ^  driffi^  1  ^mmld  «ot  (do^ 
Still  fle/'Who  f^  temptationkfower 
ShiiH  gnardine  in  ^t 'dangerous  iiour. 

If  wounded  lave  my  iiosom  swell. 
Despised  by  tliose  I  prised  >too  well ; 
He  shall  'his  pitying  aid  bestow, 
Who  felt  on  eardi  severer  woe  ; 
At  once  betrayed,  denied,  or  fled. 
By  those  who  shared  his  daily  breads 
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When  yexiiig  thoughts  within  me  rise, 
Andy  sore  dismayed,  my  spirit  dies  ; 
Yet  He  who  vouchsafed  to  bear 
The  sickening  angnifth  of  despair 
Shall  sweetly  soothe,  shall  gently  dry, 
The  throbbing  heart,  the  stceaming  eye. 

Wheia,inoy)ming  a*er.8ome  stone  I  bend. 
Which  coYersalldu^.  was  a, friend  ; 
And  friENPi  his  TfSJce,  his  huK),  his  smiley 
Divides  me  for  a  little  while ; 
Thou,  Saviow,  mmrk'st  4he  teass  I  shed. 
For  thou  jdidstriwUfR  oV  lia^K^rus  dead. 


And  O !  when  I  have  wi&ly  past 
Through  ^very  cop^^t  l^at  the  last ; 
Still,  sti^  unchangiBgy  watch  beside 
My  painftil  bed-r^or  thou  hast  died ; 
Then  point  to  realms  of  doodless  day, 
And  wipe  the  latest  tears  away. 

Grant, 
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INSCRIPTION 

ON  THE  MONUMENT  OV  A  MBWFOVNBLAND  DOCU: 

When  porae  proad  son  of  man  returns  to  eartfa*, 
Unknown  to  glorf,  bnt'Tq)beld  by  birth, 
The  sculptor's  art  exhausts  the  pomp  of  woe, 
And  storied  urns  record  who  rests  below ; 
When  all  is  done,  upon  the  tomb  is  seen. 
Not  what  he  waff,  but  what  he  should  iiave  been  r 
But  the  poor  dog,  in  life  the  firmest  friend. 
The  first  to  welcome  foremost  to  defend. 
Whose  honest  heart  is  stiH  his  master's  own, 
Who  labours,  fights,  lives,  breathes  for  him  alone, 
Unhonomred  falls ;  imnoticed  all  his  worth. 
Denied  in  hearen  the  soul  he  held  on  earth : 
While  man,  vain  insect !  hopes  to  be  forgiven. 
And  claims  himself  a  sole  exc)usive  heaven. 
Oh  man  I  thou  feeble  tenant  of  an  hour. 
Debased  by  slavery,  or  corrupt  by  power, 
Wlio  knows  thee  well  must  quit  thee  with  disgust^. 
Degraded  mass  of  animated  dust ! 
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Thy  loYe  is  lust,  thy  fnenclship  all  a  cheat, 
Thy  smiles  hypocrisy,  lliy  words  deceit ! 
By  nature  vile,  ennobled  but  by  name, 
Each  kindred  bmte  might  bid  thee  blush  for  shame. 
Ye  I  THbo  perchance  behold  this  simple  urn, 
Pass  on— it  honours  none  yon  wish  to  mourn ; 
To  mark  a  friend's  remains  these  stones  arise, 
I  never  knew  but  one,  and  here  he  lies. 

Si/ron, 


ON  THE 

STAR  OF  THE  LEGION  OF  HONOUR. 

From  the  French. 

I. 
Star  of  the  braye  I  whose  beam  hath  shed. 
Such  glory  o'er  the  quick  and  dead— - 
Thou  radiant  and  adored  deceit  I 
Which  millions  rushed  in  arms  to  greet — 
Wild  meteor  of  immortal  birth ! 
Why  rise  in  Heaven  to  set  on  Earth,  r!' 
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I        Sonls  of  slain  heroes  fonned  -thy  m]fs ;. 
Eternity  flashed  thrdligh-thyMuser; 
Thenusie  ofrtfay  mar^  ^heie 
Was  famemihif^  and  h«n«or  hese^^ 
And  thyrl^ht  broke  on  boman  eyes. 
Like  a  vfldcaao-ofothe  Jikiea. 

III. 
Like  lava  rolled  thy  stream*  of  Mood, 
And  swept  down  empires  with  its  flood ; 
Earth  rocked  beneath  thee  to  her  base, 
As  ihon  didst  lighten  throng  all  space  ; 
And  the  shorn  Son  grew  dim  in  air, 
l4nd  set  while  thou  weytdwdtug  tliere. 

IV. 

Before  thee  rose,  and  with  thee  .grew, 
A  rainbow  of  the  loveliest  hue, 
Of  three  biigbl;  eokwiB,  'Oaeh  divuie> 
And  £t  fer4hat  celestial  Mgn; 
For  freedom's  hand  had  UbodeddieBV 
Like  ^B(i»«ia  an  amwonlal^f^tfn. 
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V. 

One  tint  was  of  the  sunbeam  s  dyes ; 
One,  the  blue  depth  of  Seraphs'  eyes ; 
One,  the  pure  Spirit  s  veil  of  white 
Had -robed  in  radiance  of  its  light : 
The  three  so  mingled  did  beseem 
The  taxftnre  id  a.  henTmly  dream. 

VI. 

Star  of  the  bidve  I  thyitay  k  pale, 
And  daikaess  sBUstj^ain  prevail ! 
But,  oh  th«ii  I'sinhsfT  of  the  free  I 
Our  teans  andrUaadawt  flow  fi»r  ifaee. 
When  thy  hrig^rproiiiise  JmIm  airay. 
Our  life  ia  but.  a  kad  of  ciay. 

VII. 

And  freedaai  hallofwa  with  her  tread 
The  silent  cities  af  the  dead ; 
For  beautiful  in  death  are  tbay 
Who  proudly  fiall  in  her  amy ; 
And  soon,  At  Goddess  I  may  we  be 
For  eyermofe  with  them  «r  thee  I 

Byron* 
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ON  THE  BEATH  OF  A  WIFE. 

Whoever,  like  me,  with  trembling  anguish  brings- 
His  dearest  earthly  treasnre  to  these  springs, 
Whoe'er,  like  me,  to  soothe  distress  and  pain, 
Shall  court  these  salutary  springs  in  Tain ; 
Condemned,  like  me,  to  hear  the  £unt  reply, 
To  mark  the  fading  cheek,  the  nnking  eye, 
From  the  chill  brow  to,  wipe  the  damps  of  death. 
And  watch  in  dumb  de^iair  the  shortening  breath  ; 
If  chance  should  bring  him  to  this  humble  line,    . 
Let  the  sad  mourner  know  his  pangs  were  mine  ; 
Ordained  to  love  the  partner  of  my  breast, 
Whose  virtue  warmed  me,  and  whose  beauty  blessed, 
Framed  every  tie  that  binds  llie  heart  to  prove, 
Her  duty  friendship,  and  her  friendships  love  ; 
But  yet  remembering  that  the  parting  sigh. 
Appoints  the  just  to  slumber,  not  to  die, 
The  starting  tear  I  checked— -I  kissed  the  Pod 
And  not  to  earth  resigned  her — but  to  God. 

Lord  PalmerstoTU 
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DIRGE  OF  ALARIC,  THE  VISIGOTH, 

"Who  stormed  and  spoiled  the  dty  of  Rome,  and  was  afterwards 
buried  in  the  channel  of  the  river  Busentius,  the  water  of  which 
had  been  diverted  from  its  course,  that  the  body  might  be  inter- 
red* 

When  I  am  dead,  no  pageant  txmn 
Shall  waste  their  sorrows  at  my  bier, 

Nor  worthless  pomp  of  homage  vain 
Stain  it  with  hypocritic  tear ; 

For  I  will  die  as  I  did  live, 

N(»'  take  the  boon  I  cannot  give. 

Ye  shall  not  raise  a  marble  bust 

Upon  the  spot  where  I  repose  ; 
Ye  shall  not  fawn  before  my  dust. 

In  hollow  circumstance  of  woes  : 
Nor  sculptured  clay,  with  lying  breath,. 
Insult  the  clay  that  moulds  beneath. 

Ye  shall  not  pile  with  servile  toil 
Your  monuments  upon  my  breast^. 
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Nor  yet  within  the  common  soil 

Lay  down  the  wreck  of  power  to  rest ; 
Where  man  can  boast  that  he  has  trode 
On  him,  that  was  ^  the  scourge  of  Grod.' 

Bat  ye  the  mountain  stream  shall  torn, 
And  lay  its  seowt  cbaim^l  tN«^> 

And  bolkmr  for  ysonr  sffvssmigii^  urn, 
A  resting-place  for  ever  there : 

Then  bid  its  everlasting  8{mng8 

Flow  back  upon  tho^iag  of  Kin^B, 

And  nerer  1m  the  .secret  said, 

Until  the  de^  give  npi-his  dead. 

My  gold  and  silver  ye  shall  fling 

Back  to  the  clods,  that  gave  them  birtib, — 
The  captured  crowns  of  many  a  king, 
The  ransom  of  acmiquered  earth ; 
For  e'en  though  dead  will  I  control 
The  trophies  of  the  a^itol.  ^ 

But  when,  beneath  the  moantain-tide 
YeVe  laid  your  monarch  down  to  rot, 

Ye  shall  not  rear  upon  its  side, 

Pillar  nor  moaiid  to  mark- the  spot ; 
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For  long  enough  the  world  has  shook 
Beneath  the  torors  of  mr  lock ; 
And  now  that  I  have  run  mf  race, 
The  astonished  reahns  drall  rest  a  space. 

My  course  was  like  the  riyer  deep^ 

And  from  the  northern  hills  I  burst 
Across  the  world  in  wrath  to  sweep, 

^And  where  I  went  the  spot  was  c^rsed^ 
Nor  blade  of  grass  again  was  seen 
Where  Alaric  and  his  boats  had  been. 


See  how  their  •haughty  bansiflrs  &i] 
Beneath  ^e  -terror 'of  the  Goth, 

Their  iron-breasted  legions  quail 
Before  my  ruthless  sabaoth, 

And  low  the  Queen  of  empires  kneels. 

And  grovels  at  my  chariot-iHieels. 

Not  for  myself  did  I  ascend 
In  judgment  my  triumphal  car; 

Twas  God  alone  on>'high  did  send 
The  avei^ng  Sojrthian  to  the  war. 

To  shake  abroad  with  iron  hand, 

The  appointed  scourge  of  his  eomnaaiidL 
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With  iron  hand  tkmX  •ooarge  I  reared 
O'er  guilty  king  and  guilty  realm. 
Destruction  was  the  ship  I  steered. 

And  rengeanoe  sat  upon  the  helm ; 
When  lanndied  in  fiiry  cm  the  flood, 
I  ploughed  my  way  thnmgh  seas  of  hlood 
And  in  the  stream  their  hearts  had  spilt. 
Washed  out  the  kmg  arrears  of  guilt. 

Across  the  eyeiiasting  Alp 
I  potored  the  torrent  of  my  powers, 

And  feeble  Ccesars  shrieked  for  help 
In  vain  within  their  seven-hilled  towers  ; 

I  quenched  in  blood  the  bri^test  gem 

That  glittered  in  their  diadem. 

And  struck  a  darker,  deeper  die 

In  the  purple  of  their  majesty. 

And  bade  my  northern  banners  shine. 

Upon  the  conquered  Palatine. 

My  course  is  run,  my  errand  done, 
I  go  to  Him  ham  whom  I  came ; 

But  never  yet  shall  set  the  sun 
Of  glory  that  adorns  my  name ; 

And  Roman  hearts  shall  long  be  sick 

When  men  shall  think  of  Alaric. 
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My  course  is  mn,  my  errand  done— - 

But  darker  ministeiB  of  fate 
Impatient  round  the  eternal  thronoy 

And  in  the  caves  <^  rengeance  wait. 
And  soon  mankind  shall  blench  away 
Before  the  name  of  Attila. 

Profeisor  Everia, 


AN  ADDRESS  TO  THE  DEITY. 

God  of  my  life,  and  author  of  my  days  ! 
Permit  my  feeble  voice  to  lisp  thy  praise  ; 
And  trembling  take  upon  a  mortal  tongue 
That  hallowed  name  to  harps  of  seraphs  sung^. 
Yet  here  the  brightest  seraphs  could  no  more 
Than  hide  their  faces,  tremble,  and  adore. 
Worms,  angels,  men,  in  every  different  sphere 
Are  equal  all,  for  all  are  nothing  here. 
All  Nature  foints  beneath  the  mighty  name 
Which  Nature's  works  through  aU  her  parts  proclaim. 
I  feel  that  name  my  inmost  thoughts  controul, 
And  breathe  an  awful  stilhiess  through  my  soul ; 
As  by  a  charm  the  waves  of  grief  subside ; 
Impetuous  passion  stops  her  headlong  tide : 
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At  thy  fek  preteace  afl 
And  my  hashed  qiirit  ^ads  a  wddrni  pwot, 
Tin  erery  woridly  AoMght  wilhki  me  dies^ 
And  earth's  gay  fagoaaf  ▼aaish  froai  My  eyes 
Tin  aU  my  sense  is  lost  in  iiAiik  j 
And  one  vast  object  fiUs  my  aching  si^ii. 
Bat  soon  alas  1  dus  holy  cahn  is  broke ; 
My  sonl  sobmits  to  wear  her  wonted  yoke ; 
With  shackled  pinions  striye  to  soar  in  vain, 
And  mingles  with  the  dross  of  earth  again. 
Bnt  He,  oar  gracious  Master,  kind  as  jost, 
Knowing  our  frame,  remembers  man  is  dost. 
His  spirit  ever  brooding  o  er  onr  mind, 
Sees  the  first  wish  to  better  hopes  inclined  ^^ 
Marks  the  yonng  dawn  of  every  virtaons  aim. 
And  fans  the  smoking  flax  into  a  flame. 
His  ears  are  open  to  the  softest  (a*y, 
His  grace  descends  to  meet  the  lifted  eye  ;    - 
He  reads  the  langoage  of  a  silent  tear, 
And  sighs  are  incense  from  a  heart  .siacave- 
Such  are  the  vowb»  the  sacrifice  i  give» 
Accept  the  tow,  and  bid  the  suppliant  live ; 
From  each  terrestrial  Inmdage  set  me  fr^ ;  - 
Still  every  wish  that  eentres  not  in  thee; 
Bid  my  fond  hopes,  my  vain  disquiet  cease, 
And  point  my  path  to  everlasting  pi^HCQ* 
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If  the  soft  hand  of  wmiHiig  (rfeasare  leads 
Ij  liying  watefti,  and  tikireiigh  Ikmery  meads, 
Nhen  all  is  smiling,  fnmqttil,  and  serene, 
\nd  vernal  beauty  psfaMs  the  flitttterbig  sceaie, 
3h  I  teach  me  to  ehide  eat^  ftMent  snare, 
^nd  whisper  to  my  slidnrg  heaM-^^cmnse. 
iVith  cautiMt  let  Me  hear  the  8yren*s  voiee, 
\.nd  doubtfal,  With  ft  ttembMng  heart  rejc^. 
[f  friendless  in  ftrale  of  tears  I  stmy, 
Where  briars  wotmd,  and  therHtf  perplex  wy  uray. 
Still  let  my  steady  sotti  thy  goodness  see, 
And  with  strong  confideffce  hiy  hdd  ott  thee ; 
With  equal  eye  my  rsttioiM  lot  reeeit^, 
Resigned  to  die,  or  resohfte  to  live ; 
Prepaid  to  kiss  the  sceptre  or  the  rod, 
While  God  is  seen  in  all,  and  all  in  God. 

I  read  his  awful  name  emblazoned  high 
With  golden  letters  on  the  illumined  sky ; 
Nor  less  the  mystic  characters  I  see 
Wrought  in  each  flower,  inscribed  on  every  tree : 
In  every  leaf  that  trembles  to  the  breeze 
I  hear  the  voice  of  God  among  ifm  trees; 
With  thee  in  shady  solitudes  f  wSk, 
With  thee  in  busy  crowded  cities  tEJk ; 
In  every  creature  own  thy  forming  power. 
In  each  event  thy  providence  adore. 
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Tby  hopes  shall  animate  niy  droiO|Hiig  soul) 
Thy  precepts  guide  me,  and  Uiy  fear  GontroiU» 
Thus  «hall  I  rest  uumoyed  by  all  alannsy 
Secure  within  the  tem]^  of  thine  anns. 
From  anxious  cares,  from  gloomy  terrors  free, 
And  feel  myself  omnipotent  in  thee. 
Then  when  the  last,  the  dosing  hour  draws  nigh, 
And  earth  recedes  before  my  swimming  eye  ; 
When  trembling  on  Uie  doubtful  edge  of  finte, 
I  stand,  and  stretch  my  view  to  either  state : ' 
Teach  me  to  quit  this  tnuisitory  scene 
With  decent  triumph  and  a  look  swene ; 
Teach  me  to  fix  my  ardent  hopes  on  hi§^, 
And  having  liyed  to  thee-r-in  thee  to  die* 


BarbaukL 


ON  THE  PARTING  OF  THREE  FRIENDS. 

In  parting,  peiiiaps  we  are  breaking  a  link 

Which  will  ne'er  be  united  again  I 
And  firm  as  that  chain  is — ^'tis  painful  te  think 

That  absence  may  rend  it  in  twain. 
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Oh  when  shall  we  meet  ? — ^periiaps  not  until  time 
Shall  haye  withered  our  hearts  with  our  Uoomi 

Oh  where — ^in  some  strange,  and  some  fiur  distant  clime. 
Or  within  the  dear  circle  at  home  ? 

When  together  we  dwell,  and  together  decay,^ 

The  change  then  is  painful  to  view  I 
But  oh  I  it  is  monmfdl — ^to  meet  and  to  say, 

Was  it  thou — ^who  last  bade  me  adieu  ! 

We  may  meet  in  sorrow— or  sickness— or  pain. 

Or  no  more,  in  this  world  of  woe  I 
But  still  the  fond  hope,  of  once  meeting  again, 

Shall  cheer  us,  whererer  we  go. 

Perhaps  in  some  populous  haunt  we  may  meet, 
'Mid  the  laugh — and  the  song — and  the  jest. 

Or  perhaps  in  some  lonely  and  sylvan  retreat. 
Where  feeling  hath  room  in  the  breast. 

And  oh  I  we  may  meet,  when  our  hearts  are  less  warm, 

Have  been  chilled  by  adversity's  blast  I 
But  cold  though  they  be,  an  invincible  charm 

Must  hallow  the  scenes  that  are  past. 
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We  shall  linidc  #ii  tbe-dafBy  wilk thorn &knda>we)my9immk, 

And  in  teey  live  o'iv  tkoH  MMT  mene ; 
And  sigfaiag,  remember  tint  soeh  thbigs.  Innre  been. 

But  will  they  seem  bright  m  bofcte  ? 

Ah  no  I  eyen  Aeft,  to  oar  uumkory  ehall  aleBl 
Some  scenes,  which  with  thoM  wbj  iMiiupiro  ; 

And  many  a  soivow,  which  they  did  not  Mk; 
And  a  joy,  which  tiiey  did  net 


Thns  in  parrinfi  pcrfaape  we  wm  liiealriny  a  link 

Which  will  ne'er  be  mated  agni ; 
And  firm  as  that  eham  i»— -'tis  poinM  to  dmdr 

That  absence  may  rend  k  in  twam. 

Anon* 


FAREWELL  f  BUT  WHENEVER,  &c. 

Farewell  I  bat  wheneyer  yon  wekmne  the  hour. 
That  awakens  the  night-song  of  nirth  in  year  bower; 
Then  think  of  the  friend,  who  once  welcomed  it  too, 
And  forgot  his  own  grieft  to  be  hapfj  willi  yon : 
His  griefis  may  return — ^not  a  hope  may  remain. 
Of  the  few  that  haye  brightened  his  pathway  of  pain, 


THE  POETICAL  MELANGE.  83 

But  he  ne*er  will  forget  the  short  yision  that  threw 

Its  enchantment  around  him,  while  lingering  with  yon. — 

And  still  on  that  evening,  when  pleasure  fills  up, 

To  the  highest  top  sparkle,  each  heart  and  each  cup, 

Where'er  my  path  lies,  be  it  gloomy  or  bright, 

My  soul^  happy  inends — shall  be  with  you  that  night, 

Shall  join  in  your  revels,  your  sports,  and  your  wiles, 

And  return  to  me  beaming  all  o*er  with  your  smiles, 

Too  blest,  if  it  tells  me,  that  'mid  the  gay  cheer. 

Some  kind  voice  had  murmured,  *  I  wish  he  were  here  !' 

Let  fate  do  her  worst,  there  are  relics  of  joy, 
Bright  dreams  of  the  past  which  she  cannot  destroy ; 
Which  come  in  the  night-time  of  sorrow  and  care, 
And  bring  back  the  features,  that  joy  used  to  wear. 
Long,  long  be  my  heart  with  such  memories  filled. 
Like  the  vase  in  which  roses  have  once  been  distilled : 
You  may  break — ^you  may  ruin  the  vase,  if  you  will, 
But  the  scent  of  the  roses  will  hang  round  it  still. 

Moore, 


VOL,  II. 
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WOMAN. 

Gone  from  her  cheek  is  the  summer  hloom^ 
And  her  breath  hath  lost  all  its  faint  perfiime, 
And  the  gloss  hath  dropped  from  her  auburn  hair^ 
Aiid  her  forehead  is  pale — ^though  no  longei'  fair. 

And  the  spirit  that  sate  on  her  soft  blue  eye. 
Is  struck  with  cold— mortality  ; 
And  the  smile  that  played  on  her  lip  hath  fled 
And  every  gi*ace  hath  now  left  the  dead! 

Like  slaves  they  obeyed  her,  in  height  of  power. 
But  left  her  all — in  her  wintry  hour ; 
And  the  crowds  that  swore  for  her  love  to  die, 
Shrank  ft-om  the  tone  of  her  last  sad  sigh  ; 
And  this  is  man's  fidelity ! 

'Tis  woman  alone,  with  a  finer  heart, 
Can  see  all  those  idols  of  life  depart ; 
And  love  the  more — and  soothe  and  bless 
Man  in  his  utter  wretchedness ! 

Anon* 
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ON  SEEING  SOME  LATE  AUTUMN 

FLOWERS. 

Those  few  pale  Antiunn  flowers. 
How  beautiful  they  veel 
Than  all  that  went  before,    ' 
Than  all  the  summer  store, 
How  loFeUer  fiiur  I 

And  why  ? — ^tbey  are  the  last  I 
The  last !  the  last !  the  iaat  f 
Oh!  by  that  little  word, 
How  many  thoughts  are  stirred, 
That  sister  of  the  past ! 

Pale  flowers, — pale  perishing  flowers ! 
Ye*re  types  of  predous  things 
Types  of  thoae  better  moments, 
That  flit  like  life's  enjoyments. 

On  rapid — ^rapid  wings. 

Last  hours  with  parting  dear  ones 
That  time  the  fastest  spends, 

e2 
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Last  tears  in  sflence  shed. 
Last  words— half  uttered, 

Last  looks  of  dying  friends. 

Who  hut  would  fain  compress 
A  life  into  a  day ; 
The  last  day  spent  with  one, 
Who^  ere  the  morrow's  sun, 

Must  leave  us — and  for  aye  ? 

Oh  I  precious,  precious  moments, 
Pale  flowers  I  ye*re  tjrpes  of  those' 
The  saddest — ^sweetest— dearest — 
Because,  like  those,  the  nearest 
To  an  eternal  dose. 

Pale  flowers — ^pale  perishing  flowers, 
I  woo  your  gentle  hreath ; 
I  leaye  the  summer  rose. 
For  younger — hlither  hrows ; 

Tell  me  of  change  aod  death  I-^ 

Anon. 
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HAS  SORROW  THY  YOUNG  DAYS  SHADED? 

Has  sorrow  thy  yomig  days  shaded, 

As  clouds  o'er  the  mormng  fleet  ? 
Too  fast  have  those  young  days  faded 

That  even  in  sorrow  were  sweet ! 
Does  time  with  his  cold  wing  wither 

Each  feeling  that  once  was  dear  ? 
Then  child  of  misfortune  come  hither, 

I*U  weep  with  thee,  tear  for  tear. 

Has  love  to  that  soul  so  tender 

Been  like  our  Lagenian  mine, 
Where  sparkles  of  golden  splendour 

All  over  the  surface  shine  ? 
But,  if  in  pursuit  we  go  deeper, 

Allured  by  the  gleam  that  shone, 
Ah  I  false  as  the  dream  of  the  sleeper, 

Like  love,  the  bright  one  is  gone. 

Has  hope,  like  the  bird  in  the  story, 

That  flitted  from  tree  to  tree 
With  the  talisman's  gHttering  glory, 

Has  hope  been  that  bird  to  thee  ? 

x3 
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On  branch  after  branch  ali^ting> 
The  gem  did  she  still  display. 

And  iiHien  nearest  and  moat  kiFitingy 
Then  waft  the  fiedr  gem  away? 

If  thus  the  sT^eet  hoim  hare  fleeted 

When  sortow  henelf  looked  bright ; 
If  thus  the  fond  hope  has  cheated, 

•That  led  liiee  alcmg  so  li^t : 
If  thus,  too,  the  cold  world  wither 

Each  feeling  that  once  was  dear. 
Come,  child  of  misfortmie  I  oOme  hither, 

111  weep  with  thee  tear  for  tear. 


Moore. 


SEA-SIDE  REVERIE, 

Then  whilst  on  the  waters  I  mutely  gaee, 

I  think  of  the  pleasures  of  other  days; 

And  the  faces,  and  forms,  so  sadly  dear. 

And  the  words  I  haye  hewd-'-bnt  no  more  can  heai*; 

And  the  tales  that  can  never  again  be  t<rid, 

And  the  pressure  of  hands— that  now  Ktt  cold. — 
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'Tis  then  we  encourage  the  fosd  helief, 
That  those  whom  we  grieve  for,  behold  our  grief ; 
That  from  them  we  receive  the  hope  which  takes 
The  severest  pang  from  a  heart  that  aches ! 
And  when  we  remember  that  ^vey  are  blest. 
And  that  we  ai*e  in  sorrow — ^we  feel  'tis  best, 
To  follow  their  steps  in  death's  awfiil  tract ! 
Without  one  selfish  wish — ^to  call  them  back. 

Anon, 


THE  ISLES  OF  GREECE. 

The  isles  of  Greece,  the  isles  of  Greece  ! 

Where  burning  Sappho  loved  and  sung. 
Where  grew  the  arts  of  war  and  peace, — 

Where  Delos  rose,  and  Phcebus  sprung  I 
iEternal  summer  ^Ids  them  yet, 
But  all,  except  their  sun,  is  set. 

The  Sciau  and  the  Teian  muse. 
The  heroe*s  harp,  the  lover  s  lute, 

Have  found  the  fame  your  shores  refuse; 
Their  place  of  birth  alone  is  mute 

To  sounds  which  echo  further  west. 

Than  yoar  sires  ^  Xslands  of  the  Blest;' 


90  THE  POETICAL  MELANGE. 

The  mountains  look  on  Mmtlion-— 
And  Marathon  looks  cm  the  sea ; 

And  mnsing  there  an  hoar  akme^ 
I  dreamed  iJiat  Greece  might  still  be  free, 

For  standing  on  the  Persians*  grave, 

I  could  not  deem  myself  a  slave. 

A  King  sat  on  the  lofty  brow 

Which  looks  o  er  sea-bom  Salamis ; 

And  ships,  by  thousands,  lay  below, 
And  men  in  nations ;  all  were  his  ! 

He  counted  them  at  break  of  day — 

And  when  the  sun  set  where  were  they  ? 

And  where  are  they  ?  and  where  art  thou. 
My  country  ?  On  thy  voiceless  shore 

The  heroic  lay  is  tuneless  now — 
The  heroic  bosom  beats  no  more  I 

And  must  thy  lyre,  so, long  divine. 

Degenerate  into  hands  like  mine  ? 

'Tis  something  in  the  dearth  of  fame. 
Though  linked  among  a  fettered  race, 

To  feel  at  least  a  patriot's  shame. 
Even  as  I  sing,  sufiuse  my  face ; 
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For  what  is  left  the  poet  -here  ? 

For  Greeks  a  blush — for  Greece  a  t^ar; 

Must  we  but  weep  o'er  days  more  blest  ? 

Must  toe  but  blush  ? — Our  fittbers  bled. 
Earth !  render  back  from  out  thy  breast 

A  remnant  of  our  Spartan  dead  I 
Of  the  three  hundred  grant  but  three,. 
To  make  a  new  Thermopylse  I 

What,  silent  still  ?  and  silent  all  ? 

Ah  I  no : — ^the  yoices  of  the  dead 
Sound  like  a  distant  torrent*B  ^eJI^ 

And  answer,  ^  Let  one  liidng  head, 
But  one  arise, — we  come,  we  come  I* 
'Tis  but  the  living  who  are  dumb. 

In  vain — ^in  vain ;  strike  other  chords. 
Fill  high  the  cup  with  Samian  wine  I 

Leave  battles  to  tbe  Turkish  hordes, 
And  shed  the  blood  of  Scio's  vine  I 

Hark  !  rising  to  the  ignoble  call — 

How  answers  each  bold  bacchanal ! 

You  have  the  Pyrrhic  dance  as  yet, 
Where  is  the  Pyrrhic  phalanx  gone  ? 
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Of  two  snch  lesMHW,  wliy  fmcgec 

The  noUer  lAd  liie  mariier  tme  ? 
Yoa  have  the  letters  Cadmus  gave — 
Think  ye  he  meant  then  for  a  dare  ? 

Fill  high  liw  how!  with  Samian  wioe ! 

We  will  not  ihink  of  themes  like  these ! 
It  made  Aoarteen'e  song-  iMne : 

fife  served — but  serred  Polyeratee — 
A  tyrant ;  but  oor  masters  then 
Were  still  at  leUst  our  eountfymen. 

The  tyrant  of  the  Chersonese 

Was  freedom's  best  and  biayest  friend  ; 
That  tyrant  wtts  MIMadto  ! 

Oh  !  that  the  present  hour  would  lend 
Another  despot  of  the  kind  I 
Such  chains  as  his  were  sure  to  hind. 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  Samhm  wine  I 
On  Suli's  rock,  and  Parga's  shore, 

Exists  the  remnant  of  a  line 

Such  as  the  Doric  mothers  bore ; 

And  there  perhaps  some  seed  is  sown. 

The  Heracleidan  blood  might  own.. 
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Trust  not  for  freedom  to  the  Franks — 
They  have  a  King  who  buys  and  sells : 

In  native  swords  and  native  ranks. 
The  only  hope  of  courage  dwells ; 

But  Turkish  £DTce,  and  Latin  fraud 

Would  break  your  shield,  however  broad. 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  Sauian  wine  I 
Our  virgins  dance  beneath  tb«  shade**** 

I  see  their  glorious  black  eyes  shine ; 
But  gazing  on  each  glowing  maid, 

My  own  the  burning  tear<4rop  laves. 

To  think  such  breasts  must  iuekle  daves. 

Place  me  on  Suniums  aiarUed  steep*<*- 

Where  nothing  but  the  waves  and  I 
May  hear  om*  mutual  murmurs  sweep : 

There,  swaii  like,  let  me  «ng  and  die : 
A  land  of  slaves  shall  ne'er  be  mine — 
Dash  down  your  cup  of  Samian  wine  I 

Byron, 
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NEW  YEAR'S  HYMN. 

He  lives,  who  li?€8  to  God  alone, 
And  all  are  dead  beside ; 

For  odber  sourcelban  God  ia  mnie, 
Whence  life  can  be  supplied. 

To  live  to  God  is  to  requite 
His  loTe  as  beet  we  may : 

To  make  his  precepts  our  delight, 
His  promises  our  stay. 

Bvt  life,  within  a  narrow  ring 
Of  giddy  joys  comprised, 

Is  falsely  named,  and  no  such  thing. 
But  rather  death  disguised. 

Can  life  in  them  deserve  the  name, 

Who  only  live  to  prove 
For  what  poor  t03r8  they  can  disclaim 

An  endless  life  above  ? 
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Who  trample  order,  and  the  day 

Which  God  asserts  his  own, 
Dishonour  with  unhallowed  play 

And  worship  chance  alone  ? 

If  scorn  of  God's  commands,  impressed 

On  word  and  deed,  imply 
The  better  part  of  man  unblessed 

With  life  Uiat  cannot  die ; 

Such  want  it,  and  that  want,  uncured 

Till  man  resigns  his  breath. 
Speaks  him  a  criminal,  assured 

Of  everlasting  death. 

Sad  period  to  a  pleasant  course  ! 

Yet  so  will  God  repay 
Sabbaths  profaned  without  remorse, 

And  mercy  cast  away. 

Cowper. 
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VICTORY  IN  DEATH. 

Away !  thou  dying  saioty  away  ! 
Hv  to  the  mansioiM  of  the  blest, 
Thy  God  no  more  requires  thy  stay, 
He  calls  thee  to  eternal  rest. 

Thy  toils  at  lengdi  have  reached  a  close, 
No  more  renMuns  for  thee  to  do ; 
Away,  away  to  thy  repose. 
Beyond  the  reach  of  evil  go. 

Away  to  yonder  realms  of  light, 
Where  multitadesy  redeemed  with  blood, 
Enjoy  the  beatific  sight, 
And  dwell  for  ever  with  their  God. 

Go,  mix  with  them,  and  share  their  joy, 
In  heaven  behold  the  sinner's  friend ; 
In  pleasures  share  that  never  cloy, 
In  pleasures  that  will  never  end. 
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And  may  our  bappy  portion  be, 
To  join  tbee  in  tbe  realms  above, 
The  glory  of  onr  Lord  to  tee, 
And  sing  his  everlasting  love. 

Kelhj. 


TO  MY  SOUL. 


WRITTEN  IN  SICKNESS. 


Be  patient  yet,  my  sonl,  thou  bast  not  long 
To  groan  beneath  accumulated  wi'ong : 
Soon,  very  soon,  I  trust,  the  galling  yoke 
That  clogs  thee  now,  for  ever  shall  be  broke. 
It  comes,  thy  freedom  comes ;  from  grief  arise, 
Prepare,  exulting,  for  thy  native  skies  ; 
Soon,  very  soon,  this  world's  unholy  dreams. 
Its  poor  possessors,  and  their  trifling  schemes 
Shall  worthless  seem  to  thee,  as  leaves  embrowned 
That  blasts  autumnal  scatter  o'er  the  ground. 
O  then,  from  all  of  earthly  taint  made  free. 
What  scenes  unthougbt  thy  blessed  eyes  may  see  ! 
Perhaps  commissioned  thou  shalt  bend  thy  flight, 
Where  worlds  and  suns  roll  far  from  mortal  sight, 
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And,  hailed  by  beings  pnrey  who  know  no  care. 
Thy  gracious  Master's  high  behests  declare : 
Or  raptured  bend,  amid  the  senqph  band^ 
That  round  the  throne  of  light  attending  stand. 
To  golden  harps  their  dulcet  voices  raise. 
And  ceaseless  hymn  the  great  Creator^s  praise. 
O  while  such  hopes  await»  can  aught  on  earth, 
My  conscious  soul,  to  one  sad  sigh  give  birth  ? 
Be  far  each  anxious  thought^  no  more  repine, 
Soon  shall  the  crown  of  Amaranth  be  thine. 

Davef^rt 


FAREWELL. 

Farewdl !  for  I  have  schooled  my  heart 
At  last  to  say  ferewell  to  thee ! 

Now  I  can  bear  to  look  on  death, — 
Its  bitterness  is  past  for  me. 

The  faded  brow,  the  pallid  lip, 
Proclaim  what  soon  my  fate  will  be ; 

And  welcome  is  their  tale  of  death, 
For  I  have  said  farewell  to  thee  ! 
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When  fint  we  met,  I  saw  thee  all 

A  girl's  imaghung  could  feign  ; 
I  did  not  dream  of  loving  thee, 

Still  lie«8  of  being  loved  again. 

I  felt  it  not,  till  roond  my  heart 

Link  after  link  the  chain  was  wove ; 
Then  burst  at  once  upon  my  brain 

The  maddening  thought — ^I  love  I  I  love  I 

We  then  were  parting,  others  wept, 

But  I  let  not  one  tear  drop  fall ; 
And  when  each  kind  Farewell  was  said, 

Mine  was  the  coldest  of  them  all. 

But  mine  the  ear  that  strained  to  hear 

Thy  latest  step ;  and  mine  the  eye 
That  watched  thy  distant  shape,  when  none 

But  me  its  shadow  could  descry. 

And  when  the  circle  in  its  mirth 

Had  quite  forgot  Farewell  and  Thee, 

I  went  to  my  own  room,  and  wept 
The  tears  I  would  not  let  thee  see. 


40^^^^^^'^ 
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And  time  passed  on;  but  not  wuh  time 
Did  thoughts  of  thee  and  tiiiiie  depart ; 

The  lesson  of  farg^iMnem 
Was  what  I  coold  not  teach  my  heart. 

We  met  again,  and  women's  pride 
Nerved  me  to  what  I  had  to  bear ; 

I  wonld  not,  though  my  heart  had  broke, 
Have  let  thee  find  thine  image  there. 

1  felt  thine  eyes  garing  on  mine; 

I  felt  my  hand  within  thine  hold ; 
I  beard  my  name  breathed  by  thy  voice, 

And  I  was  calm,  and  I  was  cold. 

I  knew  the  day,  the  very  hour. 

That  you  were  wed,  and  beard  yonr  vow ; 
I  heard  the  wedding  bells — O  God  ! 

Mine  car  rings  with  them  even  now  ! 

I  may  not  say  that  you  were  false, 
I  never  had  one  vow  from  thee ; 

Hut  I  have  often  seen  thine  eye 
Look  as  it  loved  to  look  on  me. 
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And  when  you  spoke  to  me,  your  voice 

Would  always  take  a  softer  tone ; 
And  surely  that  last  night  your  cheek 

Was  almost  pallid  as  my  own. 

But  this  is  worse  than  vain  Farewell ! 

Of  heaven  now  I  only  crave 
For  thee  all  of  life's  happiness, 

And  for  myself  an  early  grave! 

Miss  L.  E,  Landon, 


DEATH  OF  A  CHRISTIAN. 

Calm  on  the  hosom  of  thy  God, 

Fair  spirit !  rest  thee  now ! 
Ere  while  with  ours  thy  footsteps  trod. 

His  seal  was  on  thy  brow. 

Dust  to  its  narrow  house  beneath  ! 

Soul  to  its  place  on  high ! 
They  that  have  seen  thy  look  in  death, 

No  more  may  fear  to  die. 

Mrs  Hemans, 


im 
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There  ninle  ife  lajrtle  s  widienaf  boodbi, 
Tbeir  YiMem  \aenB  wnmad  vt  tbed ; 
Well  brifli  the  Iwirl  to  broken  rows, 
To  friends  Jong  Ion — the  dnagcd— the  dead. 
C>r  a»  eome  Uigiited  kaxel  wsree 
\U  brancbee  o'er  tbe  drearjr  spot. 
We'll  driok  to  tfaoee  neglected  gnree^ 
Where  ralottr  uleepi-^nmiaiiied — forgot ! 
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INFLUENCE  OF  HOPE 

ON  THE  HUMAN  MIND. 

At  summer  eve,  when  heaven's  atrial  bow 
Spans  with  bright  arch  the  glittering  fields  below. 
Why  to  yon  mountain  turns  the  musing  eye 
Whose  sunbright  summit  mingles  with  the  sHy  ? 
Why  do  those  cliSk  of  shadow  tint  appear 
More  sweet  than  all  the  landsoye  smiling  near  ? — 
Tis  distance  lends  enchantment  to  the  view, 
And  robes  the  mountain  in  its  ajEure  hue. 
Thus  with  delight  we  linger  to  survey 
The  promised  joys  of  life's  unmeasured  way ; 
Thus  from  a&r  each  dim-discovered  scene 
More  pleasing  seems  than  all  the  past  hath  been! 
And  every  form,  that  fancy  can  repair 
From  dark  oblivion^  glows  divinely  there. 

What  potent  spirit  guides  the  raptured  eye 
To  pierce  the  shades  of  dim  futurity  ? 
Can  wisdom  lend,  with  all  her  heavenly  power, 
The  pledge  of  joy's  anticipated  hour  ? 


IM 


€im§t%  htwvwnio. 


•r? 


Ob  tiptoe 

Ana  if  wWie'cr  tk]r 

To  pWiiue*  pa^  ergbrj^s  W^ 

PrioMTil  fcape,  ife  ASub  uimcb  ssr. 
WIma  man  and  mtne  oMWiied  dinr  fint  decav : 
\S1m«  ereiy  form  rfijgrth  aad  cray  woe 
Shot  droni  mal^iiaiit  atm  to  earth  below : 
VMum  nmfder  bared  her  arm,  and  ranspant  war 
Yfjked  the  red  dragons  of  her  iroo  car ; 
Wlien  peace  and  menjs  banished  from  the  phun, 
Spmog  OB  the  viewless  winds  to  hearen  again — 
All,  all  foiBook  the  fnendlesB  guilty  mind, 
l^ut  Hope,  the  charmer,  lingered  still  behind. 

Thuit  while  Elijah's  banting  wheds  prepare 
iTom  Carmers  height  to  sweep  the  fields  of  air, 
I'he  prophet's  mantle,  ere  his  flight  began, 
Dropt  on  the  world — a  sacred  gilt  to  man. 
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Auspicious  Hope  I  in  tby  sweet  garden  grow 
Wreaths  for  each  toil«  a  charm  for  erery  wee : 
Won  by  their  sweots,  in  natare*8  bngaid  hour, 
The  way- worn  pilgrim  seeks  thy  summer  bower ; 
There,  as  the  wild  bee  murmurs  on  the  wing, 
What  peaceful  dreams  thy  handmaid  spirits  bring ! 
What  viewless  forms  the  .^Bolian  organ  play, 
And  sweep  the  furrowed  lines  of  anxious  thought  away  ! 

Campbell, 


THE  HEAVENLY  REST. 

There  is  an  hour  of  peaceful  rest, 
To  mourning  wanderers  given ; 
There  is  a  tear  for  souls  distrest, 
A  balm  for  every  wounded  breast — 
'Tis  found  above — ^in  heaven  ! 

There  is  a  soft,  a  downy  bed, 
'Tis  fair  as  breath  of  even ; 
A  couch  for  weary  mortals  spread, 
Where  they  may  rest  the  aching  head. 
And  find  repose  in  heaven ! 
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Tha«  is  a  home  for  weaiy  souls, 

By  sin  and  sonow  driren ; 
When  tost  on  life's  tempestuous  shoals, 
Where  storms  arise,  and  ocean  rolls, 
And  all  is  drear — hot  heaven  ! 

There  fiiith  lifits  up  the  tearfol  eye, 

The  heart  with  anguish  riven ; 
And  views  the  tempest  passing  by. 
The  evening  shadows  quickly  fly, 
And  all  serene  in  heaven  ! 

There  fragrant  flowov  immcHtal  bloom, 

And  joys  supreme  are  given  : 
There  rays  divine  disperse  the  gloom  : 
Beyond  the  confines  of  the  tomb, 
Appears  the  dawn  of  heaven ! 


Anon, 


THE  WORLD  PASSES  AWAY. 

This  world  is  all  a  fleeting  show. 
For  man's  illusion  given ; 


.T0S  Pa£TlCAL  HBLAWOB.  f67 

Tbe  smUet  qtjo^dnBteBmaiwoii 
Deceitfal  shine,  deeeitM  iow.;  ■ 
There's  nothing  tvae  but  bwvHr! 

And  fJEdse  the  light  oa^gkH^Viphuae^' 
As  Ending  hues  of  even ; 
And  love^  and  hope,  and  bemitT^s  bloom, 
Are  blossoms  gathered  for  the  tomb  ; 
There's  nothing  bri§^t  but  hearen  I 


■  I 


Poor  wanderers  of  «  stonny  dny, 
From  wave  to  wave  we're  driven ; 
And  fancy's  0asht  and  reaaan'a  ray, 
Serve  but  to  lig^t  the  trooUed  way ; 
There's  nothing,  cahn  but  beannen  ! 


Moore, 


TO  THE  MEMORY  0¥  A  YOUNG  LADY. 

Cold,  cold  lieathe  a«d  ra  a  heart  once  ai  warm 
As  ever  to  earth  was  ghren ;    . 
And  sadly  and  wild  moans  the  winter  storm 
O'er  as  gentile  a  breast,  aad*  as  lavriy  a  iMrm,  ^ 
As  ever  seemed  moulded  for  heaf^pn. 
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And  time  passed  on ;  but  not  with  time 
Did  thoughts  of  thee  aod  diine  depart ; 

The  lesson  of  forgetfutnees 
Was  what  I  coald  not  teach  my  heart. 

We  met  again,  and  women*s  pride 
Nerved  me  to  what  I  had  to  bear  ; 

I  would  not,  though  my  heart  had  broke, 
Have  let  thee  find  thine  image  there. 

1  felt  thine  eyes  gasnng  on  mine; 

I  felt  my  hand  within  thine  hold ; 
I  heard  my  name  breathed  by  thy  voice. 

And  I  was  calm,  and  I  was  cold. 

I  knew  the  day,  the  very  hour. 

That  you  were  wed,  and  heard  your  vow ; 
I  heard  the  wedding  belk — O  God  ! 

Mine  ear  rings  with  them  even  now  ! 

I  may  not  say  that  you  were  false, 
I  never  had  one  vow  from  thee ; 

But  I  have  often  seen  thine  eye 
Look  as  it  loved  to  look  on  me. 
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And  when  you  spoke  to  me,  your  voice 

Would  always  take  a  softer  toue ; 
And  surely  that  last  night  your  cheek 

Was  almost  pallid  as  my  own. 

But  this  is  worse  than  vain  Farewell  I 

Of  heaven  now  I  only  crave 
For  thee  all  of  life's  happiness, 

And  for  myself  an  early  grave! 

Miss  L.  E.  Landon. 


DEATH  OF  A  CHRISTIAK 

Calm  on  the  hosom  of  thy  God, 

Fair  spirit !  rest  thee  now  ! 
Ere  while  with  ours  thy  footsteps  ti-od, 

His  seal  was  on  thy  brow. 

Dust  to  its  narrow  house  beneath  ! 

Soul  to  its  place  on  high ! 
They  that  have  seen  thy  look  in  death, 

No  more  may  fear  to  die. 

3Irs  Hemans. 
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And  time  passed  on ;  but  not  with  time 
Did  thoughts  of  thee  aod  tliine  depart ; 

The  lesson  of  forgetfnlnees 
Was  what  I  coald  not  teach  my  heart. 

We  met  again,  and  women*s  pride 
Nerved  me  to  what  I  had  to  bear  ; 

I  would  not,  though  my  heart  had  broke, 
Have  let  thee  find  thine  image  there. 

1  felt  thine  eyes  gasnng  on  mine; 

I  felt  my  hand  within  thine  hold ; 
I  heard  my  name  breathed  by  thy  voice. 

And  I  was  calm,  and  I  was  cold. 

I  knew  the  day,  the  very  hour, 

That  you  were  wed,  and  heard  your  vow ; 
I  heard  the  wedding  bells — O  God  ! 

Mine  ear  rings  with  them  even  now  ! 

I  may  not  say  that  you  were  false, 
I  never  had  one  vow  from  thee ; 

But  I  have  often  seen  thine  eye 
Look  as  it  loved  to  look  on  me. 


THE  POETICAL  MELANGE*  101 

And  when  you  spoke  to  me,  your  voice 

\Vou]d  always  take  a  softer  toue ; 
And  surely  that  last  night  your  cheek 

Was  almost  pallid  as  my  own. 

But  this  is  worse  than  vain  Farewell  I 

Of  heaven  now  I  only  crave 
For  thee  all  of  life's  happiness, 

And  for  myself  an  early  grave! 

Miss  L.  E.  Landon. 


DEATH  OF  A  CHRISTIAK 

Calm  on  the  hosom  of  thy  God, 

Fair  spirit !  rest  thee  now  ! 
Ere  while  with  ours  thy  footsteps  trod, 

His  seal  was  on  thy  brow. 

Dust  to  its  narrow  house  beneath  ! 

Soul  to  its  place  on  high ! 
They  that  have  seen  thy  look  in  death. 

No  more  may  fear  to  die. 

Mrs  Hefnans. 
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OH !  BANQUET  NOT. 

Oh !  banqnet  not  in  those  shuung  bowers, 
Where  youth  resorts — ^bat  come  to  me ; 
For  miners  a  garden  of  faded  flowers  ; 
More  fit  for  sottow— ^fw  age,  and  thee : 
And  there  #e  shall  have  our  feast  of  tears, 
And  many  a  cup  in  silence  pour : 
Our  guests  the  shades  of  fcmner  years, 
Our  toasts  to  Ups,  that  bloom  no  more. 

There  while  the  myrtle's  withering  boughs, 
Their  lifeless  leayes  around  us  shed ; 
We'll  brim  the  bowl  to  broken  vows. 
To  friends  long  lost — ^the  changed — the  dead. 
Or  as  some  blighted  laurel  waves 
Its  branches  o*er  the  dreary  spot. 
We'll  drink  to  those  neglected  graves, 
Where  valour  sleep8«--.unnamed — ^forgot ! 

Moore. 
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INFLUENCE  OF  HOPE 

ON  THE  HUMAN  MIND. 

At  summer  eve,  when  heaven's  aerial  bow 
Spans  with  bright  arch  the  glittering  fields  below. 
Why  to  yon  monntain  turns  the  musing  eye 
Whose  sunbright  summit  mingles  with  the  sHy? 
M^hy  do  those  clifife  of  shadow  tint  appear 
More  sweet  than  all  the  landscape  smiling  near  ?. — 
Tis  distance  lends  enchantment  to  the  view, 
And  robes  the  monntain  in  its  Bssme  hue. 
Thus  with  delight  we  linger  to  survey 
The  promised  joys  of  life's  unmeasured  way ; 
Thus  from  afar  each  dim-discovered  scene 
More  pleasing  seems  than  all  the  past  hath  been  I 
And  every  form,  that  fancy  can  repair 
From  dark  oblivion,  glows  divinely  there. 

What  potent  spirit  guides  the  raptured  eye 
To  pierce  the  shades  of  dim  futurity  ? 
Can  wisdom  lend,  with  all  her  heavenly  power. 
The  pledge  of  joy's  anticipated  hour  ? 
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Ah  !  no  ;  she  daxklj  sees  the  fete  of  man — 
Her  dim  horizon  bounded  to  a  span ; 
Or,  if  she  hold  an  image  to  the  view, 
Tis  nature  pictured  too  severely  true. 
With  thee,  sweet  hq)e,  resides  the  heavenly  light 
That  pours  remotest  rapture  on  the  sight ; 
Thine  is  the  charm  of  life's  bewildered  way, 
That  calls  each  slumbermg  passion  into  play. 
Waked  by  ^y  touch,  I  see  the  sister  band, 
On  tiptoe  watching,  start  at  thy  command, 
And  fly  where'er  thy  mandate  bids  them  steer, 
To  pleasure's  path,  or  glory's  bright  career. 

Primeval  hope,  the  A6man  muses  say, 
When  man  and  nature  mourned  their  first  decay ; 
When  every  form  of  death  and  every  woe 
Shot  from  malignant  stars  to  eardi  below ; 
When  murder  bared  her  arm,  and  rampant  war 
Yoked  the  red  dragims  of  her  iron  car ; 
When  peace  and  metiey,  banished  from  the  plain, 
Sprung  on  the  viewless  winds  to  heaven  again — 
All,  all  forsook  the  friendless  guilty  mind. 
But  Hope,  the  charmer,  lingered  still  behind. 

Thus  while  Elijah's  burning  wheels  prepare 
From  Carmel's  height  to  sweep  the  fields  of  air, 
The  prophet's  mantle,  ere  his  flight  began, 
Dropt  on  the  world — a  sacred  gift  to  man. 
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Atispicioas  Hope  I  in  tfay  sweet  garden  grow 
Wreaths  for  each  toil,  a  charm  for  ^esvevy  wee : 
Won  by  their  sweets,  in  nataie  s  kngidd  iionr, 
The  way-worn  pilgrim  seeks  thy  summer  iKiwer ; 
There,  as  the  wild  bee  murmurs  en  the  wing, 
What  peaceful  dreams  thy  handmaid  spirits  bring  ! 
What  viewless  forms  the  ^olian  organ  play, 
And  sweep  the  furrowed  lines  of  anitious  thought  away  ! 

Campbell, 


THE  HEAVENLY  REST. 

There  is  an  hour  of  peaceful  rest, 
To  mourning  wanderers  given ; 
There  is  a  tear  for  souls  distrest, 
A  balm  for  every  wounded  breast — 
'Tis  found  above — ^in  heaven ! 

There  is  a  soft,  a  downy  bed, 
*Tis  fair  as  breath  of  even ; 
A  couch  for  weary  mortals  spread, 
Where  they  may  rest  the  aching  head, 
And  find  repose  in  heaven ! 
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There  if  a  home  for  weaiy  souls, 

By  sin  and  smraw  drrren ; 
When  toat  on  life's  tempeetiious  shoals, 
Wh^e  storms  arise,  and  ocean  rolls, 
And  all  is  drear— but  heaven  ! 

There  fiuth  lifts  up  the  teaxf ol  eye, 

The  heart  with  anguish  riven ; 
And  views  the  tempest  passing  by. 
The  evening  shadows  quickly  fly. 
And  all  snene  in  heaven  ! 

There  fragrant  flowers  immortal  bloom, 

And  joys  supreme  are  given : 
There  rays  divine  disperse  the  gloom  : 
Beyond  the  confines  of  the  tomb, 
Appears  the  dawn  of  heaven ! 


Anon, 


THE  WORLD  PASSES  AWAY. 

This  world  is  all  a  fleeting  show. 
For  man's  illnnon  given ; 
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The  emibi  q£jo|^j|fae  teM»of<WD#j  = 
Deceitful  shine^  deceitfid  iow4' 
There's  nothing  tme  b«t  beaww  I 

And  fttlse  the  light  on  gloryli pliiaie/:- 
As  fading  hues  of  even ; 
And  loire^  and  hope,  andibemty's  blooniy 
Are  hlossoms  gathered  for  the  tomb  ; 
There's  nothing  bright  bat  heaven  I 

.  •  •  •  » 

»    •  ■ 

Poor  wanderers  of  «  stonny  day, 
From  lyave  to  wave  we're  driven ; 
And  fancy's  flasbt  wd  teaaan'a  ray, 
Serve  but  to  light  the  troubled  way; 
There's  nothuig.  cabn  bat  heavien ! 

MotMre, 


TO  THE  MEMORY  Of  A  YOUNG  LADY. 

Cold,  cdd  lieaihe  atd  oa  a  heart  <me6  wi  warm 
As  ever  to  earth  was  given ; 
And  eadly  and  wild  moans  the  winter  storm 
O'er  as  gentie  a  breast,  and-  as  lovdy  a  ftimi,  ^ 
As  ever  seemed  monlded  for  heaviBn. 
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How  oft  on  her  effints  Tre  gwed  with  delight 
When  expandtng!  the  Inteitileniijid-! 
Like  Samaria's  daughter,  she  poured  on  theeight 
Of  her  hretbren,  wrapt  in  captivity's  night, 
The  day-beam  tiuit  brightens  the  blind. 

But  oh !  'tis  a  theme  for  an  angel's  Ijrre, 

A  subject  for  angeTs  mmg;' 

To  tell  of  her  love  and  her  holy  desire, 

To  be  clothed  with  the  meek  and  the  lowly  attire 

Of  the  Lamb  andhiaB8iiited)thrang.  .  i- 


Devotiim  with  ha*  u«s  afeelkig  eeieae^ 
Unfashioned  by  art  (»iby  torn,     ... 
An  emotion  heart-nmtored^  yet  nodeetly  seen  • 
To  preside  o'er  each  action,  each  gesture,  and  mien. 
With  simplicity's  loveliest  chaito. 

For  pure  was  her  spirit,  if  n^ortal  were  pnre^ 
And  rich  were  the.  stores  of  her  mind'; 
Confiding  in  Jesus,  whose,  bleastngs  seciire       , .    . 
Whate'er  is  substantial,  or  precious  and  sure. 
Her  soul  to  her  Lord  she  resigned*. 


■I  •  *  •  ' 


Farewell  I. ,  sainted  dbade  I  though  thy  ^irit  is  fled> 
Remembrance  will.never  cbpairt, « i . 
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Though  the  dodft  of  tiie  Talley  now  eawet  thy  head^ 
Thy  memory  wiil  neer  foe  entombed  with  the  detd 
While  life  holdt  its  «eat  in  my  heart*  -~ 

MPCaaA^ 


DUTY  TO  PARENTS. 

Me  let  the  tender  office  long  engage, 
To  rock  the  cradle  of  veposiog  age  ; 
With  lenient  arts  extrad  a  mother's  breath, 
Make  languor  smile,  and  amooth  the  bed  of  death  t 
Explore  the  thought,  explain  the  asking  eye^ 
And  keep  awhile  one  parent  from  the  jsky  I 

JPcpe. 


THE  FALL  OF  JERICHO. 

■  •       -^        •  . 

^  Ye  waiTiors  of  Israel,  encompass  the  wall 
Of  this  infidel  city,  that^i  destined  to  fall  I 
Ye  Lentes,  go  carry  the  airk  of  onr  God  * 
Round  the  fortified  bounds  of  thiii  Gentile  abode  I    ; 
And  tell  by  the  trumpi  while  your  voiees  lire-dtaib>.: 
That  the  mercileas  hour  of  its  tpffi^riag;  ia  icoifi^' 

F  8 


lis 

Thef  MMpMBd  dnckf  «i'^H«rdM  MB ; 

Soy  M  JodMHi  coiiiBMiid0ay  vw  tnHipelB  WBn-  blMniy 

To  trilMMft  tiie  icigB  of  its  g^arj  wm  gone  ; 

So  the  leaner  begao — md  the  ominous  din 

Shodc  the  hent  of  the  heidien  fktHk  trendiled  witlmi. 

'  Ye  warrion  of  Isnel't  ye  priests  of  te  Loid ! 
Ye  last  widi  the  aik,  and  ye  first  with  the  sword  ! 
On  this  seventh  day  go  ye  seren  times  round 
This  city  of  Canaan  that  Cttmbefs  die  ground ; 
And  when  '^  aGCompUflliedy  the  tmmp  shaD  he  blown, 
The  people  fAaB  AoiR^'nd  the  wdb  be  oViihiown.' 

Around  and  around  went  the  ark  of  the  Lord, — 
Around  and  around  went  the  armed  with  the  sword, — 
Around  and  around  the  wide  circle  they  passed, — 
Till  the  city  did  reel  like  a  drunkard  at  last. 
And  then  came  the  shout,  and  the  trumpets'  long  sound. 
And  the  high  walls  of  Jericho  fell  to  the  ground. 

'  Now  rush  to  the  shmghtar — ye  Israelites  rush  I 
For  the  blood  of  the  yewig  and  the  aged  shall  gush ; 
And  the  hMband  and  spouse  in  their  dwelling  shall  fall, 
And  the  sheep  in  the  pen,  and  ihe  ox  at  the  stall ; 
And  cursed  be  he^  in  the  name  of  the  Lord, 
T^y  whom  shall  this  city  at  last  be  restored  !* 


Tat.  MBTicAi;  inubOfigc.  liB 

The  slaughter  hegan.-iMnd' tfatcilf  #&t4nuik  • 

With  the  red  streaoM  thaJ^floM^tedi-'lfato^riwds  aa  they 

sunk, —  :  rt    •;-,;♦    '-.j'.  >■  ■.    m.-v-.^:.   ' 

From  the  youth  that'  wai  atrMg/«ftd  lltfe  tnaid  that  was 

And  the  stricken  wtfMM^  and'tefliili^of  a  day'; 

Till  the  fire  of  the  victoia  ihe  caimge  eonsumed, 
And  JericheiMfiivlisr^ibavieaitonibed.  * 


t   I 


HOPE  m  THB  WRSOttftBtTfKm 

Through  sorrow  b  night  and  danger's  path, 

Amid  Vtie  dfeeJ)^teg*gl6o(fr,' 
We  soldiers  of  to  itojtiwd  khig   •'   •    - 

Are  rtia5pdhfti^*U^'the  tomb.  -  " 


t. 


irh^,^hen  the  turmoil  is  no  more, 
And  all  our  powers  decay, 

Our  cold  remains  in  solitude 
Shall  sleep  the  years  away. 
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Our  Mmats  fkme^  securelf^JMd 
.    .  Ia  diit  mur  ktt  ralratl^ 
Unheeded  o'er  our  silent  dust 
The  ildniie  ofUfe  aliaM  beat. 


Yelnol  dm KMtei^  thui  iiiine, 

The  vital  spark  riuJI  lie, 
Fw  o'er  Hfo's  Wradk  tlwtJiwik  riuJl  nie 

To  seek  its  kindred  sky. 

These  ashes  too»  tMs  Kitle  dost. 

Our  fiither's  care  shall  keep, 
TQl  the  last  aagel  rise  and  hreak 

The  long  and  dreary  sleep* 

llien  lore's  soft  dew  o'er  every  eye 

Shall  shed  its '  mildest- rays» 
And  the  long  silent  dust  shall  barst 

With  shouts  of  endless  praise. 

ff.K.  White. 
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..  ■      -'  ■.»  -.1  -<  ■.' 


THE  HOUR  OF  PRAYER- 

Cliild,  amidst  the  flowers  at  .play^ 
While  the  red  light  fitdes  away ; 
Mother,  with  thine  earnest  eye. 
Ever  following  silently ; 
Father,  by  the  breeze  of  eve, 
Called  thy  faarrest  woilc  to^  leave ; 
Pray  I  ere  yet  the  dark  hours  be, 
Lift  the  heart  and  hepd  \be  knee^. 

.    '■    -1     •■   ■    '    ■  •.     .    ■ 

Travellei',  in  the  stranger's  land,. 
Far  fii^oxn  thine  ovm  hoiisebpld  b¥ui4.;' 
Mourner,  haunted  by  .the  tone 
Of  a  voice  from  tl^s  world  gone ;  . 
Captive,  in  whose  narrow  ceil 
Sunshuie  hath  not  leave  to  dwell; 
Sailor,  on  the  darkening  sea — 
Lift  the  heart  and  bend  the  knee. 


»; 


Warrior,  that  from  battle  won,. 
Breathest  now  at  set  of  sun ; 


U4  TMT'iMncAriMutmit 

Womniy  o*er  the  lowly  dain, 
Weefnogtm  bb  bum!  plain  ; 
Ye  that  trimnpli,  ye  that  sigb, 

Heaven's  first  star  alike  ye  see — 
Lift  tile  heart  and  bend  the  knee. 

"*'**"*  Mrs  Hemans* 

I     i  I-    i  !■ 


BOWEK  OF  R©BES.  •  '  ' 

There's  a  bower '(Groses 'by  ^iBttden^s'MrcRaiti, 
And  the  nightingale  sings  round  it  all  the  day  long ; 
In  the  time  of  my  childhood  ^twas  like  a  sweet  dream, 
To  sit  in  the  MSiBs  ittid  hear  M  IvM's  sibtti^.  ' 
That  bower  and  ftamtteie  I  nererftW^,  '"'''^ 
But  oft,  when  alone^  hi  lite  bhrnt'tif  ^  year,' 
I  think— is  the  nightfaigilie  isht^ng  tltere  ^  ? 
Are  the  roses  still  bright  by  the  calm  Bendemeer  ? 

No,  the  roses  soon  withered  thkt  hong  o^et  thr  wave, 
But  some  blossoms  were  gathered,  while  freshly  they  shone, 
And  a  dew  was  distilled  fnmi'th<iirfl6wenr,'!3iat  gave 
All  the  fragrance  of  summer,  when  summer  was  gone. 
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Thus  memory  dnjiiiEiHn.dili|^jift'i|:4^ 
AneM»Bfl»tlMibniUiea.o£itBnn|'a}BBir4.   k 
Thus  Inrigfat  Xq  mj  maiU  m  'tswwBlbmkM  M}r€yis> 
Is  that  bower  antte  buki  of  the  crim  BwMbmew  I 

Moore, 


ITALY. 

When  I  Tiew  thy  pnMitnjpUM«#gkBy  ha^pwl, 
Thy  vicMitadet,  It«ky»,4HiDi».my  brm ; 

But  when  I  behold  thy  Mghill  qMntVeraot^ 
I  weq^  for  thee^  Itiljr»  weep  ioir  thee  sow ! 


That  once  thou  hast  sioedl  oft  &e  bloeMeal  of  power, 
Thy  moMUMttta  eciU  to  tb»  peaMMt  veeord ; 

But  now  that  diy  gold  it:  A'Goifaie  Lor^a  dower, 
Where— iriiere  ia  Camfflna  to  throw  in  the  awecd  ? 

Ah !  shame  to  thee,  Italy !  shame  to  thee,  lying 
In  the  dark  narrow  dnngeon  thy  tyrants  allow  I 

For  agea  the  lamp  of  thy  life.haabeen  dying, 
Bnt  ne'er  has  been  wholly  eztingnished  till  now. 


StUl  Venice  fnrf<teMagaKpartlyi4MagV'<'      -  f  :*..,  ^i.,*. 

Had  soat  w^jrartf  ij>iiMrtdiB><fatig>iy.6W»  ^u* 

Pisani  aiid|>cf«  «pei8ii!MaA  lWM»ia|iiigs^^     '-J^i^-  ^^^i-^ 

And  ■rt/^th^rTl>)^■n  awiiiiiMtfeil  WiiMu  <•>>■.. .^j  uuii  <>-: 

',1a 

But  now  must  Piflani  or  Dima'a  descendant 

E'en  a  sigh  for  his  couutif^lear  name— -disavow : 

In  the  chains  of  the  German  disgraced  and  dependent — 
I  weep  for  thee,  Italy,  wee^lplt  thee  now ! 

Thou  hafltdaiiiigb|e»;frilQMr 

Whose  one  tear  .of  twifariw(it,,ftMb  allditfgbti .  v  u 
Might  arm  thy-.(fctfeiidOTvy irii iptafi^  of .fipel  i-  • .:  .i  r 

To  consume  in  their  paiaoa  th^  I^ord^^if .tbp:  Nifbt  t 


How  vain  is  tbe'Ca«liim«<*4«ffr  faaae  the  mock  bra^eryi;-': 

That  longing  &«  UkeriyM  shrinks,  from  the  strife*;  ■-:. 
The  spirit  tbatsaVea  from  the;4mg6inj0f-idameRyiK  f.   u'* 
Or  giv«is  us' tQ  fr«iisdoiPft.or  takes^  u^ffr^m^life^   <yn 

Anon. 
■•.■:.  I-  :      :•■■■.!  V   ^  .    M    '    »      ;   :::■:■     :  ri.' 


f  - 


''  •'  --autumn:''  ■■' ':  ■    ■■■  •■  ■  '■ 


t 


Nay,  William,. nay,  not  so ;  the  changeful  year 
In  all  its  due  successions  to  my  sight 
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Presents  bat  nmd  jbeimtieBy  iransMMt  all^  --       .  '  ' 

All  in  their  seasmi  goed.    These  lidiigfleMB;  -:    >>  ' 

That  with  their  lidi  ^Tinet^  of  hrtes'     ♦  •  •"•»'•'    *   - •  •'  ^  • » ^' 

Make  yonder  forest  in  iIm  slantang'SHn  -  -  v:«h*       '•%'*  -  :: 

So  beautifulyin  you  awake  the  thought       '=    ■  /. 

Of  winter,  cold,  drenrwmteF';  when  these  iketn  -  '"  '- 

Each  like  a  fleshiest  sheletoif  «hd}  etretdb>  ^'  ' 

Its  bare  brown  bougl^B;  iiHiennSik;E^ow«r«faatt'spfKad 

Its  colours  to  tho'day^  andaot  a  bird ' 

Carol  its  joyancej-p-bnt  all  natnxe  wesr  ^.  . 

One  sulleuaspectyUeakfliid  desolate,:  :      •...  4-  •.  .-vt:!^^ 

To  eye,  ear,  feelingy  <omfartierib 'alike;      ^'  •' '' 

To  me  their  nany'Coloored  beauties  speakt      ■  "'      '  ^'' 

Of  times  of  itaerriinMit  and  fiBsdvml, 

The  year's  best  hoUday :  I  call  to  mind 

The  school-hoy  days,  when  in  the  fallhtg  leave»     "  ' "'  '^ 

I  saw  with  eager  hope  the  pleasa&t^ign 

Of  coming  Christmas,' i^^ito  «t  morn  I  todc^  <  •  -   * 

My  wooden  kalendar,  and  oounthig  up'  i  " 

Once  more  its  often*told  account,  smoothed  oiff    • 

Each  day  with  more  deKght  the  daily  notch. 

To  you  the  beauties  of  the  autumnal  year 

Make  mournful  emblems,  and  you  think  of  man 

Doomed  to  the  grave's  long  winter,  spirit-broke, 

Bending  beneath  the  burden  of  his  years. 

Sense-dulled  and  fretful,  *  full  of  aches  and  pain?,* 


'■  '  f 
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Yet  dii^;iiig  stiD  to  life.    Tc 

Thecaliii  denyof  Mtnrey  wben  th»«kd 

Retaiiis  ha  strai^Uiy  aad  in  die  koigiiM  eye 

Rel^ioii's  hdf  bopei  Undbft  jojr 

That  makes  old  age  laek  lorelf*    Allte  yon 

Is  daric  and  cheerien ;  yen  in  tUs  Mr  world 

See  some  destra^ni^  fnriiidple  abtead, 

Aicy  earthy  and  water,  fidl  of  fiFing  thrngs 

Each  on  the  other  piepng ;  and  the  ways 

Of  man,  a  strange  ^ufAeaang  lahynatby 

Where  crimes  and  miaeriesy  each  |igadfaiang:€itefa»  • 

Render  life  loathsome,  and  destroy  the  hope 

That  should  in  death  lirii^  comfort.    Oh  miy  fnmd 

That  thy  faith  were  as  mine  I  that  thon  cooldst  see 

Death  still  producing  tife,  sad  evil  still 

Working  its  own  destmetttm;  cooldst  behold 

The  strifes  and  tnmnlts  of  this  tronblttd  werld 

With  the  strong  eye  that  sees  the  preaused  day 

Dawn  tinrongh  this  night  of  tonpest  I  all  things  then 

Would  minister  to  joy ;  then  should  thine  heart 

Be  healed  and  harmoniaed,  and  thou  shoul&t  feel 

God,  always,  every^where,  and  all  in  alL 
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ON  MBLHOSE'  AB^t. 


.     T        ■      ^-t 


If  tboa  would'st  view  Mr  Melrose  aright, 

Go  visit  it  by  the  pde  moon-Hgbt'; 

For  the  gaj  heattis  o^  lighftootno  dBy 

Gild,  but  to  flout,  the  roin&igrir^ 

Whea  the  broken  arches  are  hluk  ib  night. 

And  each  shafibed  oriel  glimmiBrs  whiteV 

When  the  cold  light's  uneertain  shower 

Streamr  cm  the  rabed  e^itral  tower ; 

When  buttress  aawl  buttress,  fdtemat^y/ 

Seem  framed  of  ebon  and  ivory ; 

When  silver  edges  the  imagery, 

And  the  scrolls  that  teadi  thee  to  Kve  and  He ; 

When  distant  Tweed  is  heard  tci  rfivte, 

And  the  owlet  to  bdot  oV  the  dead  man  a  grave ; 

Then  go — but  go  alone  the  wliSk— ^ 

Then  view  St  David's  nihied  pile. 

Sir  W.  ScoU. 
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HEROD'S  JLAMENX  BOR  MABIAMNE. 

Oh!  MariavQel'MMr  fiMT.tlMO 

The  heartftrwbUbtWa  blad'al  18  bleedii^; 
Revenge  is  letlcki  agwiy^ 

A>|d  wild  remofBe  to  rage  sncoeeding. 
Oh,  Mariamne  I  where  art  than  ? 

Thoa  cai»t  not  bear  naybitter  pleading  I 
Ah,  coold'ft  tfaoti— 'dioii  wovldst  pardon  now, 

Though  heaven  were  to  my  prayer  unheeding. 

An4  is  she  dead  ?*-Httid  did  they  dare' 

Obey  my  phrenay*8  jeakms  raYing  ? 
My  wrath  bat  doomed  my  own  despair : 

The  8i«ord!that  smote  hers  o'er  me  wayjag. — 
But  thou  art  cold,  lOy  murdered  love  2 

And  this  dark  heart  is  vainly  craving 
For  her  who  soars  alone  above, 

And  leaves  my  soul  unworthy  saving. 
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tir. 
Sbe  s  gone,  who  dnred  my  diadem  : 

She  snnki  with  her  my  joys  emtombing; 
I  sweptthilrflower6omJcuhii*ettenf 

Whose  ieares  te  me  alone  were  bloommg. 
And  mine's  the  guilty  and  mine  the  hd]^ 

This  bosom's  deBalatiffli4oQmrag; 
And  I  have  earned  those  tettmvs  welly  ' 

Which  unconsnmed  aro  still  conaomiBgi 

•   -i  ;    ■■'.■'"     'v-.  ■      t' '   'Byron. 

'     ■     .:       ■   : .  ■     ■■        I     ■     ■■■'»  ■ 


■-■^"TTT 


ii.*» 
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THE  TOO  EARLY  OPENING^P^^OWER. 

Not  yet,  frail  flower  I  thy  charms  ijnclose ; 
Too  soon  thou  ventarest  forth  again ; 
For  April  has  its  wintes-wn, 

And  tempest^dowls  and  'nipping  saows.>  ^  ■ 

Too  quickly  thoa  npreair'at  thy » head  ;^    >- 
The  northern  wind  mayMwbjthee  stilly 
And  injure — nay^  for- ever  Mil  ^  :r      ^. 

Thy  charming' white  andiloToly  red^    ^  . 

And  thou  perchance<  too  late  witt  aigh^  - 
That  at  the  fint  approach  of  springs  : 
Thou  madest  thy  bud  unfold  its  wing» 

And  show  its  blush  to  every  eye ; 


». » 
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For  March  a  faithless  amiie  discloses. 
If  thoQ  wodklat'btotmegwsly  hewi.. 
Let  Phabas  irst  •^ertdca.thiBteer:. 

Thoii*n  like  tht  ilmmiuh-xw^  repeise.i   . . 

On  one  Inr  day^KMe  fiiyiiii^g  mnui^  ^ 
WeighfreaobN^iafldthe  liitve*&rahHa. 
But  sighs,  ifiwii»>p> A»itwni  /wnnyny 

Forthat  cshi  penlhftleMRSsbehiBdt    .. 

As  withan  «iiiiott»«feJki  eeee    ■ 
His  shattered  hull  and  sluTered  sail 
Borne  at  the  BMOisy  4if  the  gak. 

WhereTer  winds  aad  waters  please; 

Anddeemsy  as  he  is  sinkiDff  fiwt. 
The  ttads  and  briaeaad  foam  beneath. 
That  evwy  9ii«iieeoiMains.»4eath^ . . 

That  every  fdonge  will  bebia Imu 

Thoo*rt  like  the  (MMirtifla^, who,  elaM.    . 
When  greeted  ftast  by  ivrowM  my> 
Begins  to  aaka  a,gra«d  display  v-^. 

But,  akt  it  ia  ft  fiaUe  elate. 

A  coart  is  like  a  garden-shade ; 
The  courtiers  and  the  flowers  that  me 
Too  suddenly  'aeath  cbaage£al  skies, 

Oft  sink  into  the  dust  aad  fiMle« 


■J'  *. 


r 
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In  short,  we  all  are  like  thy  flower, 

And  ever,  both  in  weal  and  wee, 

With  strange  penrerseness  we  bestow 
Ourthongfatfi  on  time's  swi^fleeting  hour. 
And 'tis  tteflUMirith'lliM^^liifti;^    : 

And  deem  that  grief  will  never  flee. 

And  thoM  who^  bre4 inhmiiry,  ■* 
Tlimk  tfaegayata  wiflalwayii^iiM;  ^ 
For  eveiy  joy  btinga  Mtftow^  aaay  ^  * 

AndevMtgrkif  n»f'h«raklr.«nllif^  m 

And  God  faae  mii^led  life  on  eartb 
With  bittMmi  Wkdnftyi^ 
Thus  wintw  felowB  tiimnwr*e  biodn^ 

And  veithiBt'  aawiiaar  wiuUffVUiglil'$ 

Tims  reign  by  tome  the  dvf  snd'Bi^  ;*^ 
Change  is  the  nniTersal  doom. 
Then  floweret !  wbeniihy  ihrnoa^  hsi^  fled« 

All  wilJieied  by  ft  fide  imkiadir  " 

Call  wiedooiHi pmverbto thy  ikmMi^v    -  ^ 
Soon  ffremt  ^oon  ^fray^^^toim  ripeysoon  dicitt* 

Bowring, 

•-    ■   •         •.".•'  1'.  ..  .■   ^.'    1'^    i.'  "^  ,,\ 

•  ■         >.»■■-  ii «    .  ■  ,      It-  ...  ■  I'    ■ 


• 
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ON  HEARING  THaV 


TH£  AUSTHIANB  H AI>  BNTERfiD  NAPLE& 


Aye-^own  to  the  dwit^witli  dMnn,  tlsvw  m  tlwjr 
From  this  hoar,  krt  the  Mood  in.tfaar  dMtudly  vwAs, 
That  shmnk  at  the  fint  tondi  of  Liberty's  war. 
Be  sadfied  out  hftynnliy  tirttagBateindnmi  f 

■  't  =■  •'•  '•      ■  .  • 
On,  on,  like  a  eloud,  tfaioagh  their  faetntiM  Talee^ 
Ye  locusts  of  tyranny,  blasting  them  o'er^-^!^ 
Fill,  fill  up  their  wide  aimiiy  walen^  ye  aaib^ 
From  each  slaTetniart  of  £mt>pe,  and  poison  their  shm** 


May  their  tee  be  a  ]DociE-word«*-«iiay  men  of  afi  lands 
Laagh  ont,  with  a  scenithat  shidl  ring  to  the  poles, 
When  each  swofd^  that  the  cowank  let  £■&  from  their  hands. 
Shall  he  forged  into  fettors  to  enter  theur  souls  I 

And  deep,  and  more  deep,  as  the  iron  is  driven> 
Base  slaves  I  may  the  whet  of  their  agony  be 
To  think— 08  the  damned  haply  think  of  that  heaven 
They  had  onoe  in  their  reach-— that  they  ndghJt  have  been 
free  ! 
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Shame^  ahaine— when  there  waa  nol  a  bosonii  whoee  heat, 
£yer  roae  o*er  the  zero  of  .»     ■■■■  g  hevt^ 
That  did  not,  like  echo,  your  war-h3nEiiii  repeat. 
And  send  all  its  prayers  with  your  Liberty's  start — 

When  the  world  stood  iafaope---wheD  a  s^ty4hai  lnt»thed 
Fnll  fresh  of  the  olden  time,  whispered  about, 
And  the  swords  of  all  Italy,  hatf^vay  unsheathed, 
Bnt  waited  one  eonquenng  cry  to  flash  out  !-<u. 

When  around  you,  the  shades  of  your  mighty  in  fame, 
FUicajas  and  Petrarchs  seemed  bursting  to  view, 
And  their  words  and  their  wamingik— like  tongues  of 

bright  flame, 
Over  Freedom's  apostles*— M  kindling  on  ytm  I 

Good  God  I  that,  in  sueh  a  proud  moment  of  life. 
Worth  ages  of history<i*««^ii4iettv  hadyou  but hwrled 
One  bolt  at  your  bloody  iuraderv  that  stiife 
Between  freemen  and  tyrants  :thafe  spread  thnmgb  the 
world — 

That  then — O  disgrace  upon  nwinho<wi'  i  oWthiB^ 
You  should  falter*— shoukl  dug  t^  yow.pijiiful  breath, 
Cower  down  into  beasts,  when  you*  iHgbt  hav^at^od  men> 
And  prefer  the  slave's  life  of  damnation  to  death  I 


1S8  imMk  paxriCAL  uelhtslge. 

It  is  6liM9e--^4»ilise«dfUJ«#'f^SlMn^  Tj/hamfftkiomt 
Throagb  yonr  duageOna  aad  jMJ>oai» .  *  FoBedem  b  vW^ 
If  their  lingon  om^^tfrnktolbBtiia^f^jmBd  it  ontt  i: 
Atid  retun  to  your  empire  ^oCdariaMftHfiee  motB. 

For,  if  iUA  Wiitim  hraggHrtfr  Jlbiil  ctadw  itate  Iree, 
Come,  Despot  of  Rmih^i  Ifcy  {Mliet  jiMi'kiss.i««' 
Far  nobler  t»,  Iwli.tbalmill^.bQiidk^iMBi  of'tlMo, . . 
Than  to  snlfy  oen  dudtit by  gratmiggle  like.  tbid. :     . 


>/  II  •   ' 


INVITATION  TO  THE  YOUNG. 

Ye  beitrtfe  wii^  yombfiil  vig«nr  ^rm, 

In  flittiiit^  crmrAs  dm«r  near, 
And  tnrn  from  «v«ry  MMd  eharm^ 

A  Sflfknir^v^oe  td  h^ar. 

He,  Lord  of  all  the  worlds  on  high, 

j^toopa  to  cdM^Mae  m^  yo  v ; 
And  biyi^  bis  tU^iWi  glMios  by, 

Y<«r  ft4endifaitKt<i.ptmtte. 
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*  The«)ni  tlittloagi  to^eediy  gtowe^      > 

Is  sore  mf  lore  to  gBiB  r 
And  thbse  lliat  euly  seek  mfftn, 
Shall  never  seek  itt  nbi** 

What  object^  L«ii)  my  sottiflhoBki  move, 

If  oneecdnptired  with  tlwe^ 
What  beauty  sftindd  eonimsnd  tny  kyre, 

Like  what  in  Christ  I  see  ? 

Away,  ye  false  dekisiTe  toys, 

Vain  tempters  of  the  mhid ! 
Tis  here  I  fix  my  lasting  choico, 

For  here  true  bliss  I  find  I 

D&ddridge, 

II   im    in    •  L  ». 

I     '      .■•!■■  i'-    \  C*    ■. 

GREECE.    ■  ■'  '!  ■^'■'" 

He  who  hath  bent  him  o'er  the  dead 
ErethefiiMdayofdeathftefied,   -  ' 
The  first  dark  day  of  riotlliif||ttM,  -" 
The  last  of  datifer  and  disti^tes,       '  *  '" 
(  Before  decay's  effiiM^  flngim  ' '    ^ ' '  - 
Have  sirept  the  Hnet  where  beamy  Hngcit) 


ISO  THE  POETICAL  HSLANGE. 


And  marked  tMrnHld  angriieain 

The  rapture  of  repoM  tiiftt*«  tbere^ 

The  fixed,  yiM  tender  traits  that  Btreak 

The  languor  of  the  placid  cheek, 

And, — but  for  that  sad  shrouded  eye, 

That  fires  not,  wins  not,  weepa  ^ot,  now, 

And  but  for  thalisinirdiangeless  brow» 

Where  eold  obstructions,  apadiy. 

Appals  the  gazing  mowner's  hearts 

As  if  to  him  it  could  impart 

The  doom  he  dreads,  yei  dwells  upon; 

Yes, — but  for  these,  and  these  a^oe, 

Some  moment8-f-«Ay— H)n6  treacherous  hoar. 

He  still  might  doubt  the  tyrants  power; 

So  fiur, — so  calm, — so  softly  sealed, 

The  first — ^last  look — by  death  revealed  ! 

Such  is  the  aspect  of  this  shore ; 

'Tis  Grreece,  but  living  Greece  no  more  ! 

So  coldly  sweets  ao  deadly  fair, 

We  start,  for  soul  is  wanting  there. 

Her's  is  the  loveliness  in  death, 

That  parts  not  quite  wiUi  parting;  breath  1 

But  beauty  with  that  fearfjai  bhom. 

That  hue  which  haunts  it  to  the  tomb ,' 

Expression's  last  receding  ray, 

A  gilded  halo  iiovenng  round  de^y^ 

The  farewell  beam  of  feeling  past  away ! 
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Spark  of  that  flames  perchanee  of  hoarenly  birth, 
Which  gleams,  but  warBM  no  more  its  cherished  earth. 

Byron, 


A  CONTRAST. 

Von  cottager,  who  weaves  at  her  own  door, 
Pillow  and  bobbins  all  her  little  store ; 
Content  tfaongfa  mean,  and  cheerful  if  notgay^ 
Shuffling  her  threads  about  the  live^long  day, 
Just  earns  a  scanty  pittance,  and  at  nijght 
Lies  down  secure,  her  heart  and  pocket  light ; 
She,  for  her  humble  sphere  by  nature  fit, 
Has  little  understanding  and  no  wit, 
Receives  no  praise,  but,  though  heir  lot  be  such, 
(Toilsome  and  indigent)  she  renders  mudi ; 
Just  knows,  and  knows  no  more,  her  Bible  true — 
A  truth  the  brilliant  Frenchman  nerec  knew ; 
And  in  that  charter  reads,  with  sparkling  eyes, 
Her  title  to  a  treasure  in  the  skies. 

O  happy  peasant  1  O  unhi^py  hard-:!        ' 
His  the  mere  tinsel,  her*s  the  rich  reward ; 
He  praised  perhaps  for  ages  yet  to  come, 
She  never  heard  of  half  a  mile  from  home  t 
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H«  lott  in  eiTOfB  lib  vain  heartilmfoB, 
Sht  sb£b  in  the  lampfaityf-hrt. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  KING  GEORGE  HI. 

Bells  toll  for  peasants,  and  we  heed  ^Jaesa  wA : 
But  when  the  great,  the  gt>od,  the  m^hty  die. 
Roused  foy  the  gFandeur  of  their  10%  lot 
We  pause  to  listen,  and  reflecting  s^h. 

We  cannot  grieye  alike  for  y^uth  and  age. 
For  thee,  Mr  Scion  of  the  royal  tree, 
We  wept  in  anguish ;  tioie  could  scarce  assuage. 
We  wept— -and  oh  I  not  -aaly  w^t  for  thee,— - 

But  thee,  the  age-worn  monarch  of  these  realms, 
Thyself  snryivor  of  each  ^eai«st  tie ; 
We  mourn  not  with  the  sorrow  that  overwhelms, 
But  with  the  (silent  Icar  of  memory. 
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Thy  sun  was  iiot^d^wedl  in tiiddeft  nigiit, 
Bat  ran  its  conne,  tod  dtmij  Te0gfiig«et<; 
I^^aring  skades  Iia4  long  inv<olfred  il»  Ughb, 
And  stole  the  p^^fnaiit  angoiili  «f  cagtet. 

To  spare  worse  pangs  than  ever  madness  proved, 
The  darkened  mind  in  mercy  first  was  given ; 
That  thou  mightst  never  mourn  the  fondly  loved, 
Nor  know  them  lost  on  ftBrtb,  tiftmet  in  heaven  ! 

O  !  what  a  rapturow  dbange,  Irani  dark  to  light, 
From  double  darkneea,  <of  ithe  wnl  «ttd  eye 
For  thee— wiK>ae  days  wene  qinendhed  in  deepest  «ight ! 
To  thee — 'twM  death  <to>liye*«-<'tia  ]ife  t0  die* 

Those  darkened  eyes^^HUA  maae  fobatniet  tJbeiday, 
That  mind  no  more  flpiunu  t^ubob's  Ueat  cootty^l, 
Far  from  her  wrertched  ieacnient  of  <clay» 
All  eye — all  reason— i-scisrs  the  happy  sovL 

As  death  drew  naar,  Ol  did  ii«t  ABgdft  BUfi^ 
And  high  communion  svidiitby  igmJI  te>U.? 
Still  sweetly  twWaymng,  Jhm  gmtimi^-hm^ 
Come  where  the  gates  of  heaven  fqr^hABi||f4i4()^- 


g2 
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Come  where,  beyond  ihe  portabiof  the 
The  loved — ^the  kwt— to  thy  embiBoes  pipew ; 
Come^  where  the  Sayioor  who  hat  died  to  eaTe, 
Liyes — Cloves — and  leigiis  etemally:  to  Ueoa  I 

Dunette. 


THE  MINSTREL. 

Silent  and  sad — ^the  Minstrel  sat, 
And  thought  on  the  days  of  yore ; 

He  was  old — ^yet  he  loved  his  native  land, 
Though  his  harp  could  charm  no  more ! 

The  winds  of  heaven  died  away, 
And  the  moon  in  the  valley  sl^t ; 

The  Minstrel  leaned  on  his  olden  harp, 
And  o*er  its  strains  he  w^t  I 

In  youth  he  had  stood  by  the  Wallace  side. 
And  sung  in  King  Robert's  hall ; 

When  Edward  vowed,  with  his  Eng^  host, 
Scotland  to  hold  in  thrall. 
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But  die  Wallace  wight  wan  dead  and  gone, 

And  Robert  was  on  bis  deathbed ; 
And  dark  was  the  hall  where  the 'Minstrel  sung 

Of  chiefs  that  f<Hr  Scotia  bled  I 

But  oft  as  the  twilight  stole  o'er  the  steep, 

And  the  woods  of  his  nativiB  yale, 
Would  the  Minstrel  Wake  his  harp  to  weep, 

And  sigh  to  the  mountain  gale  I 

R.  AUan. 


MONIMIA. 

The  bell  had  tolled  the  midnight  hour, 
Monimia  sought  the  shade ; 

The  cheerless  yew-tree  marked  the  spot 
Where  Leontine  was  laid. 

With  soft  and  trembling  steps  the  maid 
Approached  the  drear  abode ; 

A  tear-drop  glistened  on  her  cheek. 
And  dewed  her  lover's  sod  I 

gS 
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R.AIkau 


THE  DYING  SOLDIER. 

Day  foded  from  the  hDl  and  wood, 

Aronad  a  rajrlew  ugliC  was  ufwid;^ 
It  doted  abore  a  Mene  of  Mood, 

The  itymg  md  the  <toML 
And  silence  brooded  oW  the  Md, 

Where  echoed  kle  the  tnunp  and  drum  ; 
And  where  a  the— lud  ifanden  period 

Their  death4nHli,«-4ll  wae  duanb. 

Here,  'midst  Ins  kftwe^  km  periafaed  bfind» 
Upon  a  midnight  couch  of  clay, 
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With  g^kMlly  womid,  and  broken  1»wid> 

A  'dying  «mrior  lay. 
No  fcmd  and  fiedtlifiil  one  was  ih$tB 

To  kneel  her  parting  love  beside, 
To  stanndh  his  death-wound  with  her  bair^ 

And  stay  life*  ebbing  tide. 

He  lay  beside  the  gushing  sp^^g, 

That  from  its  fount  in  freshness  burst ; 
But  helping  hand  was  none  to  bring 

A  drop  to  cool  that  thirst, 
Which  scorches  in  the  parting  breath, 

Fierce  as  the  Simoom  bmning  sigh ; 
And  add»  to  bittemesB  of  deadi 

Its  fiery  agony. 

E'en  ^ben  m  iwiBi/tny'a  w^kefoli  ejfe 

Would  fgnna  of  children^  wife»  vodfcii^Qdy  > 
Fair  as  a  vision  of  the  sky. 

In  rainbow  beauty  blend — 
A  dream  of  vw^afOMK^  Iotc^  aii4  youth, 

And  sceoea  he  ne'er  may  ovse  $g9JiP» 
In  all  the  glowing  tints  of  truth 

Break  o*er  his  dying  brain. 
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While  Yictoiy  sends  ber  deifbung  shouty 

Through  streets  that  madden  with  llie  diir; 
And  all  is  reckless  mirth  withcmt,' 

Then  beauty  droqM  within. 
She  elasps  her  babes  with  sob  and  sigh. 

And  sorrow's  dreary  yigil  Iweps ; 
Her  orphans  gaze,  and  wonder  why 

Their  widowed  mother  weeps. 

Jokh  Maieolmy  Esq^ 


THE  SOLDIER'S  FUNERAL; 

His  sword  and  plnme  are  on  his  pall, 
The  mnffled'  drum  beats  drear  and  deep  ; 

And  gathering  tears  are  seen  to  fsSLj 
From  warriors*  eyes  mmsed  to  weep. 

They  lay  him  in  his  dreamless  bed;. 

The  banners  droop  above  the  brave ; 
The  requiem  of  the  glorious  dead 

Thrice  rolls  in  thunder  o!er  his  grave*. 
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How  Bound  his  sleep — ^hia  battle's  o'er. 

Life's  fitfal  fever  passed  away. 
Where  sounds  of  war  are  heard  no  more. 

And  trump  and  drum  are  mute  for  aye. 

While  buried  grandeur  cannot  buy 

One  mourner  o'er  its  lonely  bier, 
His  name  shall  breathe  in  beauty's  sigh — 

His  memory  brighten  in  her  tear. 

'Twill  steal  upon  the  festal  train, 
The  voice  of  reddess  mirth  to  quell, 

And  wake  in  music's  melting  strain, 
Whose  accents  weep  so  wildly  welL 

But  to  the  lone  and  widowed  heart. 
Can  thoughts  like  this  a  balm  instil  ? 

Can  glory's  voice  a  charm  impart 
To  lull — ^to  soothe  its  cureless  ill  ? 

They'll  bid  her  try  to  think  no  more 

On  days  and  dreams  for  ever  fled ; 
They'll  say  that  tears  can  ne'er  restore 

The  loved— »the  lost — the  silent  dead. 


/ 
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But  when  'mm  ^imvw'iattinm  <t# 

The  thei66sih«t  «^  ilt  pngsilM  less? 
Or  mhsit  htm  htdkmhmstB^  do 

Wkll  oold  fefii  diiU  for^elf iilnesB  ? 

Or  how  i^nid  «^«r  dbe  smdco  «f  woe 
Proiw  fiolape  to  liie  hosom's  fSMi  ? 

I%e  «3ent  tear  nMst  «rer  iflo«r, 
Beeavse,  idas  I  tt  flows  i^  wn. 

«/b^;t  Malcolm^  E$q, 


ON  SEEING,  fW  A  MOT  OF  NEW  MUSICT, 
THE  WATERLOO  WALTZ. 

A  -moment  pause— ^ye  British  fair, 
While  pleasure's  phaatem  ye  pursue ; 
And  say — if  sprigiitly  4aBce— or  «ir, 
Suit  with  the  name  of  Waterloo  ? 

Awful  was  the  tidoiy ! 

Chastened dMinM^fae  triumph  be; 

'!Midst4lie  korelsshe  has  won, 

^Britain  nMMtnas  #»r  many  a  son  ! 
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V^ariin  dwidt  the  mwwii^  life, 

NsMotti^iQed  to  odoum  thQ  ^, 

Which  consigned,  before  its  doee, 

Thousands  to  their  kindred  day  I 

How  unfit  for  courtly  ball, 
Or  the  giddy  festiva], 
Wa^  thp  grim,  nfifi,  gl^tly  view, 
Ere  evening  closed  on  Waterloo ! 

Shfi)l  fuc^QS  lik^  th^  ibp  49PCfi  inspire, 

Qa^  wake  the  es/^vppvg  ^fit^  of  mirth  ? 

Oh !  ^yered  be  th/Bi  rpfc^f^iit  lyre 

That  gaye  the  bfvse  ide^  birth ! 

Other  90iiBdsr-rI  Wfieii  wei«  there,. 
Otbpr  pusiprr-reqt  the  air, 
Oth^r  waltz — ^tbe  warriors  knew 
When  they  closed  on  Waterloo  I. 

Fiyrbear — tjH  time,  with  lenient  ha^d, 

Hfw  BOQtbed  the  pang  6f  recent  sorrow, 

As)ii  let  the  pipture  di^^t  stand. 

The  softenijcig  hue  Qf  years  to  borrow*. 

Whefi  our  n^e  has  pa/ssed  u^tLjy 
Hm^  mi^oni  mfty  yfB^  the  lay ;. 


And  gire  to  jojr  akiAey  the  vieir 
Of  Bnluii's'fiuiie— on  Waieiloo. 


rr  IS  NOT  THE  TEAR. 

It  is  not  the  tear  at  this  moment  shed. 

When  the  cold  turf  has  jnst  been  laid  o'er  him^ 
That  can  tell  how  belored  was  the  friend  that's  ^edy 

Or  how  deep  in  oar  hearts  we  deplore  hira. 
>Tis  the  tear  through  many  a  long  day  wept. 

Through  a  life  by  his  loss  all  shaded ; 
Tis  the  sad  remembrance,  fondly  kept, 

When  all  lighter  griefs  hare  feded.. 

Oh  I  thus  shall  we  moum,  and  his  mempry  s  light, 

While  it  sbmes  throngh  our  hearts,  will  improve  them ; 
For  worth  shalliook  feirer,  and  truth  more  bright. 

When  we  think  how  he  lived  but  to  lore  them  I 
And  as  buried  sdnts  have  given  perfume 

To  shrines  where  they  ve  been  lying ; 
So  our  hearts  shall  borrow  a  sweetening  bloom 

From  the  image  he  left  there  in  dying  I 
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01  LAND  OF  THE  GODLY. 

O I  Land  of  the  Godly,  how  lone  and  deserted  t 
Thy  tribes  wander  friendless,  thy  glory  is  gone  I 

Thy  Prophets  are  silent — ^their  glory  departed, 
And  hashed  is  the  roice  of  the  monarch  of  song. — 

'Midst  the  towers  of  thy  Salem  the  lone  wo!f  is  howHng,. 

O'er  the  wrecks  of  thy  temple  the  wild  Arab  strays, 
'Mong  the  tombs  of  thy  fathers  the  tiger  is  jprowKng, 

As  a  dream  we  remember  the  hme  of  thy  da3rB. — 

No  longer  the  sounds  of  rejoicing  and  gladness. 
No  longer  the  voice  of  thy  harp  thrills  the  ear  ; 

Thy  mirth  is  departed — ^thy  joy  changed  to  sadness — 
Thy  relic  is  rain — ^thyfete  is-^iespairl 


OUR  FATHERS,  WHERE  ARE  THEY? 

Our  fathers, — ^where  are  they  ? — and  where 
The  prophets  ? — from  this  mortal  scene 
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Gone  with  the  dream  of  things  that  were, 

As  if  they  ne'er  had  been ; 
Beyond  |fae  wanderings  of  |l|e  viom. 

Beyond  the  portals  of  the  day, 

Unto  a  }^v4  ipl^^fH^  J\W^  Vfip^t 
Puuf  ^tlieia^rT^wbere  w^  ti^j  ? 

And  absent  for  a  thonsand  years, 
Agm^  awid  the  stairy  ho^ 

Sefin  f^  and  flow  upon  the  shore ; 

jyi^o^  wea^  when  tftey  hare  waned  away ; 
But  they  who  go,  to  come  no  more, 

Our  &(h^, — ^where  are  they  ? 

ThoQ  SHQ,  that  light  st  the  boundless  skies,. 

Where  are  the  earth's  departed  gone  ? 
Ye  8|ars,  to  your  all-seeing  eyes, 

Is  the  great  secret  known  ? 
Ye  breathe  not  of  their  place  of  rest. 

But  roll  in  silence  on  your  way, 
And  the  lone  echoei9  of  the  breast 

Still  answier, — where  are  they  f 
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MAEY. 

I  saw  thy  fi^nii  in  ypi|jl;bful  pripae. 

Nor  thought  that  pale  decay 
Would  steal  before  the  steps  of  time> 

And  waste  its  bloom  away. 
Yet  still  thy  features  wore  the  light, 

Which  fleets  n^  witk  the  breath, 
And  life  ne'er  looked  more  truly  bright 

Than  in  thy  simile  of  death  I — 

As  streams  that  run  o'er  golden  mines^ 

Yet  hnnibly,  ealmly  glide  ; 
Nor  seem  to  know  the  wealth  that  shines^, 

WUIma  their  gentle  j^id^. 
So  veiled  beneath  the  simplest  guise 

Thy  radiant  genius  shone, 
And  that,  which  charmed  all  other  eyes, 

Seemed  worthleiss  in  thy  qwi^. 

If  souls  could  always  dwell  above, 
Tbott  ne'^r  had*8t  \^  that  sphere ;. 
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Or  coold  w«  keep  die  amk  w«  kyre. 

We  ne'er  liad  kisl  tlwe  here. 
Tlioagfa  nmy  m  gifted  mmd  we  meet, 

Tnofagli  birest  fonns  we  see ; 
To  five  with  them  k  finr  lem  sweet. 

Than  to  lememhcr  diee — ^Mary ! 

JHoofe* 


A  SKETCH. 

I  saw  her  in  the  m<Hii  of  life — the  summer  of  her  years. 

Ere  time  had  stole  a  charm  away,  or  dimmed  her  smile 
with  tears. 

The  blush  of  mom  was  on  her  cheek — ^die  tender  light  of 
even 

Came  meUowed  from  her  azure  eye,  whose  sphere  re- 
flected heayen. 

I  saw  her  once  again,  and  still  her  form  was  yonng  and  fair, 
But  blight  was  with  her  beauty  blent — its  silent  trace  was 

there. 
Her  cbeek  had  lost  its  glowing  tint — ^her  eye  its  brightest  ray, 
The  change  was  o'er  her  charms,  which  says,  the  flower 

must  fade  away. 
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Oh  then  her  tender  hloom  might  'seem  the  shadow  of  the 

rote. 
Or  dying  gleam  of  sonset  skies,  aearce  tingiiig  stainless 

snows ; 
And  clnstering  round  her  hrow  serene,  her  golden  tresses 

lay, 
As  son-bright  clonds  on  summer  lakes  are  hnng  at  close 

of  day. 

Yet — ^yet  once  more  I  saw  her  face,  and  then  she  seemed 

to  sleep 
In  bright  and  beautiful  repose  ;  but,  ah  I  too  still  and 

deep ;     , 
Far,  fiar  too  deep^  iFor  lovely  drenoa^-^or  yimiyul>  yea  I  too 

long. 
O'er  which  the  mom  may  vainly  break,  with  att>  it»  light 

and  song. 

John  Maleoimf  Esq. 


PREPARATION  FOR  THE  BATTLE: OF 

WATERLOO. 

There  was  a  sound  of  rerelry  by  night,  • 

And  Begum's  capital  had  gathecedthea 
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Hir  heanty  aoid  ker  ^vaby,  and  bright 
The  lamps  shone  o'er  fair  women  and  braye  men  ; 
A  tlbooMod  hearts  beat  happily ;  and  when 
Music  arose  with  its  yolnptuous  swell, 
Ssft  eyes  looked  fere  to  eyes  nAick  iq>tke  e^aui. 
And  all  went  merry  as  a  marriage  bell ; 
Bat  heth  I  hark  I  a  deep  sound  strikes  Hke  a  ri^iaig  kadi  I 

Did  ye  not  hear  it  ? — No  ;  :t  was  the  wind, 
Or  ihe  car  rattling  o'er  the  stoay  street ; 
On  with  the  dance  I  let  joy  be  tmconfined ; 
No  deep  till  voni^  whea  yautk  and  pleaswe  meet 
To  chase  the  glowing  hours  with  fljnmg  feetf^ 
Bat,  kailE  U^rA^thwrf  aaond  hreaka  is  iwce  mm^, 
As  if  the  clouds  its  echo  would  repeat, 
Andneaier,  deanp,  deaAlex'tkiNij  before  1 
Arm  !  arm  I  it  is — ^it  i»«-the  cannon's  oponrng  lowr ! 

Within  a  window'd  niche  of  that  high  hall, 
Sate  Brunswick's  fated  chieftain ;  he  did  hear 
That  sound  the  first  amidst  the  festival, 
And  eaught  its  tope  with  death's  ppphetie  ear ; 
And  when  they  smiled  because  they  deemed  it  near, 
His  heart  more  truly  knew  that  peal  too  well 
Which  stretched  his  fi^ker  on  a  h(opdy  hier, 
And  roused  the  veAgeam^e  bl^  alqp^  e^  qi^U  : 
He  rushed  into  the  field,  and,  foremost  fighting,  felL 
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Ah !  then  and  there  was  hnnryiBg  to  and  firo> 
And  gatherb^  tears,  and  tremblings  of  distress^ 
And  cheeks  all  pale,  which  but  an  hour  ago 
Blushed  at  the  praise  of  their  own  loTdmess ; 
And  there  were  sadden  partings,  such  as  press 
The  life  from  out  young  hearts,  and  cheeking  sighs 
Which  ne'er  might  be  repeated : — ^who  eould  guess 
If  ever  mom  should  meet  those  mutual  eyes, 
Since  upon  night  so  sweet  such  awful  mom  could  me  ? 

And  there  wtm  tnomitfaig  in  hot  haste ;  the  steed> 
The  mustering  squadron,  and  the  clattering  car> 
Went  pouring  forward  with  impetnoua  speed, 
And  swiftly  forming  in  the  ranks  of  war ; 
And  the  deep  thunder  peal  on  peal  afar ; 
And  near,  the  beat  of  the  alarming  drum 
Roused  up  the  Bol<Ser  ere  the  morning  star : 
While  thronged  the  eitiaens  with  tenror  dumb, 
Or  whispering,  wiA  white  lips,-*— ^'  The  foe !  They  come  I 
they  come  I" 

And  wild  and  high  the  Camerons'  gathering  rose  ! 
The  war-note  of  Lochiel,  whieh  Albyn's  bilk 
Have  beard,  and  heard,  too,  bare  her  Saxon  foes ; — > 
How  in  the  noon  of  night  that  pibroch  thrills. 
Savage  and  shrill  I  But,  with  the  breath  which  fills 
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Their  nKmntain  pipe,  so  fills  the  mounUineers 
With  the  fierce  natiye  daring  which  iostib 
The  stirring  memory  of  a  thousand  y^ars ; 
And  Evan's^  Donald's  &me  rings  in  eadi  clansman's  ears  t 

And  Ardennes  waves  above  them  her  green  leaves> 
Dewy  with  nature's  tear- drops,  as  they  pass^ 
Grieving,  if  anglit  inanimate  e'er  grieves. 
Over  the  nnretnming  brave, — Alas  I 
Ere  evening  to  be  trodden  like  the  grass, 
Which  now  beneath  tliem,  but  above  shall  grow 
In  its  next  verdmre,  nrfien  this  fiery  mass 
Of  living  valour,  rolling  on  the  foe 
And  burning  with  high  hope,  shall  moaMer  cold  and  low. 

Last  noon  beheld  thiem  Ml  <rf  histy  life, 
Last  eve  in  beauty's  circle  proudly  gay, 
The  midnight  brought  the  signal-sound  of  strife. 
The  mom  the  marshalling  in  arms,— -the  day. 
Battle's  magnificently-stern  array  I 
The  thunder-clouds  dose  o'er  it,  which  when  rent 
The  earth  is  covered  thick  with  oliher  day. 
Which  her  own  clay  shall  cover,  heaped  and  pent, 
Rider  i^nd  horBe,~^fHend,  foe — in  one  red  burial  blent  I 


THE  POETICAL  MBLANGEi  151 


THE  WAR  POEM. 

Hark,  how  the  church-hell's  thundering  harmony 
Stuns  the  glad  ear !  Tidings  of  joy  are  come, 
Grood  tidings  of  great  joy.' — Two  gidlant  ships  . 
Met  on  the  element; — ^they  met-^they  fought 
A  desperate  fight. — Good  tidings  of  great  joy  I 
The  English  guns  ploughed  up  the  hostile  deck ; 
Old  England  triumphed.-^Yet  another  day  . 
Of  glory  for  the  rumour  of  the  wayes 
For  those  who  fell. — ^'Twas  in  their  country's  cause 
They  have  their  passing  paragraphs  of  praise 
And  are  forgotten. 

There  was  one  who  died 
In  that  day's  glory ;  whose  obscurer  name 
No  proud  historian's  page  will  chronicle. . 
Peace  to  his  honest  soul  I — ^I  read  his  name,  . 
'Twas  in  the  list  of  slaughter, — and  blessed. God 
The  sound  was  not  familiar  to  my  ear.  . 
But  it  was  told  me  after,  that  this  man 
Was  one,  whom  lawful  violence  had  forced 
From  his  own  home— -and  wife— -and  little  ones, 
Who  by  his  labour  liyed ;  that  he  was  one 
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Whose  uncoiTapted  heart  could  keenly  feel 
A  hiisbend*8  love, — a  father  s  conscionsness. — 
That  from  the  wages  of  his  toil  had  fed 
The  distant  dear  0DBiy**«Bd  wovld  talk  of  them 
At  midnight — ^when  he  trod  the  silent  deck 
With  him  he  ivlnsd,-^  G«d  I  and  <»f  the  hour 
When  they  shoali  meat  agab^^^-^^  his  f«]l  hearty 
His  manly  hearty  at  last  wMdd  overflov 
£*en  like  a  chAd'a  with  vwy  teiwkmeHS*-— 
Peace  to  his  honeat  spirit  I  fiaddedly 

« 

It  came ;  and  muiasM  the  hall  ef  deaA 
That  it  came  suddenly,  and  afaattered  Mm, 
And  left  no  moment's  Bgatibamg  thought 
On  those  he  loved  so  wefl. 

He  ocean  dee^ 
Now  lies  at  rest. — Be  thou  her  comforter 
Who  art  the  widos^s  Iriend  I  Maik  does  not  know 
What  a  cold  faintnews  made  her  blood  nm  back 
When  first  she  heard  the  ddia^i  of  the  figbL 
Man  does  not  know,  or  knowing,  will  not  heed, 
With  what 'an  agony  of  Uodmmm 
She  gazed  upon  her  children,  and  beheld 
His  image — ^who  was  .gQne««^0  <jod  I  be  thou 
Her  comforter,— -who  art  the  widaw'a  friend. 
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SKETCH  OF  THE  HISTORY  OF  SLAVERY  IN 

ENGLAND. 

Shall  Britain,  where  the  soul  of  freedom  reigns, 
Forge  chains  for  others  she  herself  disdains  ? 
Forbid  it  heaven  I  O  let  the  nations  know 
The  liberty  she  loves,  she  wiU  bestonr^ ' 
Not  to  heraelf  the  glorious  gi^  Donfined, 
She  spreads  the  blessing  wide  as  JMUBsakiad ; 
And  scorning  narrow  vievS'of  time  aadrplace, 
Bids  all  be  free  in  eartk'e  extended  i^pao^ 
What  page  of  httraan  amnefe  owa  neeevd 
A  deed  so  bright  as  hunMrn  sigbtsxeeieDed? 
O  may  that  God-like  deed^  thAt4hiniQg  page^ 
Redeem  our  fame,  and  coneeevate  01^  ige  I 
And  let  this  glory  mask  oiar  fuvommd^tUBma 
To  curb  false  freedom,  and  the  ttrua  ^restore  I 
And  Thou,  .great  Bonroe  'Of  natiire  aad  of  gxace, 
Who,  of  one  bleed  didst  fona  the  human  leee. 
Look  down  in  meroy  in  fbe«hi8enlaaie» 
With  equal  eyes  4Ni  Afri&'seiifiezuig^diaie ! 
Disperse  her  shades  •eCinleUedHaL  nighty 
Repeat  thy  high  telMrt,  *  Let  tlHB]ieihB4R0i* !' 
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Bring  each  benighted  soul,  great  God,  to  thee, 
And  with  thy  wide  salvation  make  them  free  I 

Hannah  More. 


HYMN. 

There  is  a  state  serenely  blest. 
The  vestibule  of  heavenly  rest, 
So  calm,  so  bright,  so  pure,  so  fiiir, 
Angels  themselves  might  linger  there* 
'Tis  not  to  soar  where  Newton  soared. 
To  know  all  Bacon  has  explored, 
Nor  crowns  and  empires  to  obtain, 
Nor  India's  gems  and  gold  to  gain. 
To  reach  this  clime  so  seldom  trod, 
Is  simply  to  repose  on  God ; 
To  cast  those  soul-consuming  cares 
On  him  who  all  creation  bears. 
Who  rolls  yon  comet  o'er  the  ball, 
And  gently  guides  the  sparrow's  fall 
Him  whom  the  soul  can  fully  trust-^-' 
The  succour  of  created  dust. 
It  asks  no  moie»  but  sweetly  still  , 
Meets  bliss  in  all  a  fiither's  will    . 
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Should  friends  deceiye,  b^lray,  depftity 
Or  wound  with  scorpion  stings  the  helut, 
'Tis  but  the  voice  of  mercy's  rod, 
To  bring  or  bind  us  to  our  God. 

Anon. 


PLAY-PLACE  OF  OUR  EARLY  DAYS. 


Be  it  a  weakness,  it  deserres  sooie  pnuse ; 


We  love  the  play-place  of  our  eariy  dayB  ; 

The  scene  is  touching,  and  the  heart  is  stone 

That  feels  not  at  that  sight,  and  feels  at  none. 

The  wall  on  which  we  tried  our  growing  skill, 

The  very  name  we  carved,  subsisting  stiH, 

The  bench  on  which  we  sat,  while  deep  ein{rfoyed, 

Tho'  mangled — hacked — and  hewed — ^yet  not  destroyed — 

The  little  ones  unbuttoned,  glowing  hot, 

Playing  our  games,  and  on  the  very  spot ; 

As  happy  as  we  once,  to  kneel  and  draw 

The  chalky  rings,  and  knuckle  down  at  taw ; 

To  pitch  the  ball  into  the  grounded  hat. 

Or  drive  it  devious  with  a  dexterous  pet 

The  pleasing  spectacle  at  once,  excites^ 

Such  recollection  of  otir  own  deKghts;   '      ' 

VOL.  II.  H 
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That,  yiefwingitb  ti^  mmm  tijtamX  ^obtaia 
Our  innocent  ^flreet  noif^le  yetirs  •agno. 


C&wper, 


REGARD  K>ll  HOME. 

In  all  my  vsmderings  rcrand  this  world  of  clu%. 
In  all  my  grief,  and  Grod  has  gxyen  my  share — 
I  stiD  had  hopes  any  kHett  hooiB  t»  fvoim, 
Amidst  these  hnmUe  ibaven  to  lay  me  down ; 
To  husband  out  Mfe^s  ti^wr  at  the  dose, 
And  keep  the  flame  Irovi  wsstlqg  my  wpose : 
I  still  had  hopoSf  for  pride  attends  us  still. 
Amidst  the  swains  to  fimm  wty  book-IeitrBed  skilf. 
Around  my  fine  oo  eve^iiag  group  tordcaw, 

A«d  tell  .4)f  jJl  I  iidt,  and  all  I IWW4 
And  as  a  hare,  whom  heuads  and  hem  fmrsiie, 
Pants  to  the  place  from  wfaenee  at  fifst  he  fiew^ 
I  still  had  hopes,  my  huogw^utim^  past. 
Here  to  return,  aod  die  at  bom0  »X  bst. 

O  blest  retirement*  friend  iB  Jife'e  MJedHie, 
Retreat  from  care,  that  netiar  jmat  be  mine ! 
How  blest  is  he,  who  <at09msp  m  ^bades  like  theses 
A  youth  of labournitb aa agp fff feme ; 
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Who  quite  a  woM  where  stmng  temptfttiopA  try> 
And  silica  'tis  hard  to  cosihat>  laMrod  la  df  I 


DIRGE. 

The  snmmer  winds  sing  luUsby 

O'er  Mary's  little  graye  ; 

A&d  the  sum^ier  flowers  spring  tepid^rlyr 

O'er  her  thoiy  inids  to  wave ;  ... 

For  oh  I  h«r  life  was  short  and  aweety     . .    . 

Ab  the  flowers  that  kloasom  at  bar  fei^t. 

A  lit^  ^iW  the  beauteons  gsm 

Bloomed  on  the  parent  a  breast ; 

Ah  I  (hen  it  widiepad  on  the  ssbem, 

And  sought  a  deeper  xv8t» 

And  we  laid  o'er  her  gentle  fhime  the  sod, 
But  we  know,  that  her  ^int  m  pm»  to.  God* 

The  birds  aba  laved  so  si^.tai  hear 
Her  parting  requiem  sipg) 
And  her  memory  lives  in  the  silent  tear, 
^Vbich  the  heart  to  the  eye  will  bring ; 

h2 
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For  her  kii4  Ihtle  ieetiiigi  will  ne'er  be  foiget 
By  tliote  who  ha^  noamedk-her  early  lot 


THE  WAY  TO  MAKE  OLD  AGE  COMFORT- 

ABLE, 

^  You  ar6  old,  fttber  William/  the  young  man  cried> 

^  The  few  locks  that  are  left  you  are  grey ; 

^  You  are  hale,  fisher  William,  a  hearty  old  man, 

'  Now  tell  iae  the  reason,  I  pray  ?* 

^  In  the  days  of  my  youth,'  fieither  William  replied, 
'  I  remembered  that  youth  would  fly  fast ; 
*•  And  abused  not  my  health  and  my  rigour  at  firsts 
^  That  I  never  might  n^ed  them  at  last/ 

'  You  are  old,  father  William,'  the  young  man  eried,. 
^  And  pleasures  with  youth  pass  away ; 
^  And  yet  you  lament  not  the  days  that  are  gone,i 
'  Now  tell  me  the  reason,  I  pray  ?' 


% 
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'  In  the  days  of  my  youth,'  ftther  WilliaiD  rtpliedy 
^  I  remembered  that  youth  wonld  not  lait» 
^  I  thought  on  the  faioie  ^rfiatevcir  I  djudy 
'  That  I  nerer  mi^  grieve  for  th»  pp«t«' 


^  You  are  old,  btbtr  WWitaftt*  th^  youqg  maa  cried, 

'  And  life  miilt  ho  haiteiiiog  «W8y ; 

'  You  are  cheeffiil»  and  love  ip  convene  upon  deadi, 

<  Now  tell  roe  the  repw^  I  pmy  ?* 

<  I  am  cheerful,  jqh^  m^'hAa  YfiBiam  sefditd, 
'  Let  the  cause  thy  attftifw  «gag|» ; 

'  In  the  days  of  qif  youth  I  .w—^lywBd  py  *G<d,- 
'  And  He  hath  no(.foi||potl«a «y  ago.* 


THE  FRAILTY  OF  BEAUTY* 

I  ihust  tune  upmy  hiq>*s  bvoken  strings 
For  the  finr  bai  fiomumded  the  stnun ; 

But  yet  such  a  theme  will  I  sing, 
That  I  think  shell  not  ask  me  Bifffyi  i 

h3 
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For  in  ufl  Imt— yiNrth's  Umnhb  m  Uewn, 
And  dMH  besQty)  liie  lowei,  wmbI  Me : 

{Andtme^  if  a  kidyftti  frown^ 

SlieU  frowii  itt  die  words  I  Into  nid.) 

Tbe  miles  of  Ae  roee-tnid  haw  fleet ! 

They  come— -olid  ae  qdddy  tliey  fly : 
The  vieleCy  how  modest  and  sweet : 

Yet  the  spring  sees  it  open  and  die. 

How  snow  white  the  lily  nppmn. 

Yet  the  life  of  a  lily's  a  day ; 
And  the  anowihat  it  eqnak,  in  tears 

To-morrow  must  ranish  away. 

Ah,  Beauty  I  of  all  things  on  earth 
How  many  thy  charms  most  desire ! 

Yet  heauty  with  youth  has  its  birth, 
And  beauty  wi^  youth  must  expire. 

Ahy  fEur  ones  I  so  sad  is  the  tale; 

That  my  song  in  my  sorrow  I  steep; 
And  where  I  intended  to  rail, 

I  must  lay  down  my  harp,  and  must  weep. 
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But  Virtue  indignantly  seized 

Tlie  harp  as  it  fell  from  my  hand ; 
Serene  was  her  look,  though  displeased^ 

Aa  she  uttered!  heir  awfkd  command. 

^  Thy  tears  tad;  thy  pi^  eaipl«y 

For  the  thoughtli38a»  tl^f^d^  tk^yma^r^ 

But  those  who  mf  hlaMbgi  ei^iy 
Thy  tears  and  thif  pii^ 


<  For  heauty*  alanej  n&'eir  htatow«l 
Such  a  charai  aa  Rffliyai  hw  lent ; 

And  the  cheek  o£  a  liaib  never  {^wedi 
With  a  anufe  like  tfar  smile' ii 


^  Time's  hand».  ani  ikm  peataleBtt  mgw 

No  hiM^  n«  osmpiesiQsi'cav  UranPOfi 
For  beausy  moat  ynaU  to-  M  wiffB, 

But  I  will  not  yielii  tmiAitt  pmr^k 

Rev.  a  Woife. 
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f . 


THE  WAKE: 

How  sweet  upon  my  slumben  break 
Thoee  sokmii  (MHumIs  with  dying  foil ; 

The  rnnsic  of  the  mtdoight  wake. 
When  silence  sleeps  on  all  I— 

Its  streams  that  weep  o*er  past  delight^ 
And  soften  into  sighs,  prolong   . 

The  soul  of  sorrow  this  the  night. 
Which  breathes  on  Scottish  song» 

It  sinks  upon  the  heart  like  balm, 
Of  brighter  days  the  memory  brings ; 

And  nights  of  beauty — ^peace  and  calm. 
All  fled  on  angel  wings. 

Now,  through  the  silence  deep  and  wide 
The  soft  aerial  accents  swoon ; 

Like  some  lone  spirit's  anthem  sighed 
Beneath  the  midnight  moon. 
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And  wwt  M  thtk  which  diifaMd  the  howiB 
From  Chnw,  wIwdl  CiestidiiApnvig ; 

And  oo  green  Edon's  caxly  bowlm 
Thettan  of  moming  song; 

Or,  endi  m  tnnoed  kma  shefriierdi,  when 
The  eagek  fajmned  a  S»riirar*s  birth, 

In  ttnune  that  bnethed  good  wffl  to  men, 
And  promiMd  poMO  to  earth. 

Oh  thus  may  aleeploM  mtnow'n  ee^  . 

Be  ever  soothed  with  mnaic'B  atrain, 
The  piireit-4>e«t  of  {ileaanree  heare, 

Which  leavei  ndr  atbg  nor  jrtam* 

John  Malcolnii  Esq. 


ETERNITY. 

And  is  it  in  the  flight  of  threescore  years    < 
To  push  eternity  from  hnmaiBi  thonght  ? 
To  smother  souk  immortal  in  the  dost ! 
A  soul  immortal  spending  all  her  fires, 
Wasting  her  strength  in  strenuous  idl^ess ; 
Thrown  into  tumult,  raptured,  or  alarmed, 


H^  tm  mmiicAL  umlauo'e. 


At  tt^ltt'witf  MtM  Citt  vbiwiM  or  kididgv^; 
Resembtai  mmm  tol»  %  imifmi  wnmg^ 
To  waft  a  tediBiv^-«r  to  ^tmrm  a  tjr. 

Young. 


THE  ROSE. 

The  rose  had  bifiieii  iMnlied  (jost  mnlMd  ua  shower) 

Which  MttytD  AomamyeftA; 
The  plodtifal  moftmuw  tMeufibemd  Ihe  iower. 

And  weighted  ^mm  ks  toamiftd  ImmI. 

The  cap  was  quite  full,  and  the  leases  vrere  all  wet. 

And  it  looked  to  a  fimcifal  view, 
As  it  wept  for  the  buds,  it  had  left  with  regret 

On  the  heaatifol  hush,  where  it  grew. 

I  hastily  setoed  it,  unfit  as  it  was 
For  a  nosegay,  a#  dripping  aad  drowned, 

And  shaking  it  mdely^-too  mdely,  alas! 
I  snapt  it--4t  M  to  the  fnvooad. 
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And  MAhii  {  fl'WihBmfi^  |»  tfaepdlylMftpM^ 

Some  act  by  the  delicate  mind ; 
EegaidleM  of  ymn^n§f  and  bmaUng'  a  hmxt, 

Already  to  sorrow  inclined. 

Thk  ^egant  rose^  had  I  aiiaken  it  leas 

Might  have  bloomed  with  its  owner  a  while ; 

And  the  tear  th«t  ia  wiped  wilk  a  littto  mAtnm, 
May  be  followed  perhaps  by  a  smile. 


t^mrmimtmm 


THE  PAATING  SONG. 


I  hear  thee,  O  tfaoa  rastUag  streaw !  flimt'rt  from-  my  na- 
tive deU, 

Thon'rt  bearing  thence  a  monrnfuUonnd — a  murmvr  of  fiure- 
well! 

And  {JBure  thee  well  —  flow  on,  my  stream !  flow  on  thou 
bright  and  free, 

I  do  bitt  dream  that  in  tky  vmee  eae  tone  iMBents  ^  me. 

But  I  have  been  a  thing  unloved,  from  childhood's  loving 
years, 

And  therefore  turns  my  soul  to  thee,  for  thou  hast  known 
my  tears; 
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The  Bountaia^  tad  die  csie%  mid  fkom,  mj  wcrat  tms 
bare  knaum :  .    -  ' '      • 

The  woods  on  left  wboe  ie  httb  wopC,  that  ef«r  wept 
alone! 

I  see  thee  once  agiioy  my  home !  thoii*rt  ^team  laudrt  thy 

▼inei^ 
And  deiv  i^oii  ifay.  ^liiMiiin^'  roof,  the  light  of  snnmer 

It  iii  a  joyous  boor  when  ere  comes  whispering  throogh  the 

groves, 
The  hom*  that  brings  the  son  from  toil,  the  boor  the  mother 

lores  I 
The  boor  the  mother  loves  !-*-l(nr  me  bdoved  it  hath  not 

been; 
Yet  ever  in  its  pm]^  smile,  iham  smilest  a  blessed  scene ! 
Whose  qoiet  beauty  o'er  my  soul  through  distant  years  will 


Yet  what  but  as  the  dead,  to  thee,  shall  1  be  then,  my 
home? 

Not  as  the  dead !— 410,  not  the  dead  I  we  speak  of  them — 
we  keep 

l^heir  names,  like  light  that  must  not  fade,  within  our  bo- 
soms deep ; 
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We  Imllow  e*en  the  lyre  they  touched,  we  Iovq  the  lay 

they  sung, 
We  pass  with  softer  steps  the  place  the^  filled  our  band 

among  I 
But  I  depart,  like  sound,  like  dew,  like  aught  that  leaves 

on  earth 
No  trace  of  sorrow  or  delight,  no  memory  of  its  hlrth  ! 
I  go  ! — ^the  echo  of  the  rock  a  thousand  songs  may  swell. 
When  mine  is  a  forgotten  voice.^ — Woods,  mountains,  home, 

fiarewell ! 

And  fai-ewell,  mother !  I  hare,  borne  in  lonely  silence  long. 
Bat  now  the  current  of  my  soul  grows  passionate  and  strong  ; 
And  I  will  speak  I  thou^  but  the  wind  that  wanders 

through  the  sky, 
And  but  the  dark  deep-rustling  pines,  and  rolliiig  streams 

reply, 
Yes  I  I  will  speak !  within  my  breast  whatever  hath  seemed 

to  be,  * 
There  lay  a  hidden  fount  of  love^  that  'would  have  gushed 

for  thee  I 
Brightly  it  would  have  guriied,  fafut  thira-Hmy.  mother  ! 

thou  hast  thrown 
fi^k  on  the  forests  and  the  wilds  what  should  have  been 

thine  own. 

Mrs^Hemans, 
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THE  TEARLESS  EYE. 

His  soul  was  OYerchaiged  with  grief, 

And  y«t  he  oould  not— «oiiId  not  weep, 
Or  died  eoe  taw— -whose  kind  relief 

Sfight  toolhe  his  throbbing  heart  to  deep. 
No  more  his  eyes  can  overflow 

As  once  they  conld  when  he  was  sad, 
Or  shed— 'twas  acataey  of  woe— • 

Those  tears  whidi  nudm  the  mourner  glad. 

Then  grief  conld  weep  itself  away. 

And  sorrow  sob  itself  to  rest ; 
But  not  one  tear  will  now  allay 

The  aehing  of  that  wavy  breast. 
Be  still — be  still  thou  throbbing  heart. 

And  cabn  that  beating  pulse  of  thine  I 
Oh  that  one  soothing  tear  would  start 

To  yeat  the  sorrow  pent  within  ! 


Anon. 
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ON  SEEING  THE  DEM)  BODY  OF  A  YOUNG 

LADY. 

I. 
If  I  had  thovgbt  fixm  eoidd'st  hmn  diedy 

I  migfat  not  weep  for  thee ; 
Bat  I  forgot,  when  by  thy  tide, 

That  thoa  could'st  mortal  be : 
It  never  through  my  niiid  had  paal^ 

The  time  would  e'er  be  o'er^ 
And  I  00  thee  ahonld  hak  my  hiat» 

And  thou  should'at  smile  no  more ! 

II* 

And  still  upon  that  fine  I  Iddi, 

And  think  'twill  smile  agaam ; 
ABd  still  the  thought  I  will  not  brook. 

That  I  must  look  in  vain ! 
But  when  I  speak — thou  dost  not  say, 

What  thou  ne'er  leftist  unsaid ; 
And  now  I  feel,  as  well  I  may. 

Sweet  Mary !  thou  art  dead  ! 
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lU. 

VlhHi  wmM'^  iteyt  e'ea  « tbw  art, 

Alggy,«rfinawiP6. 
I  rtilMJh  ^m thy aflit Iwwt, 

Aad  ufaM  Ifcgr  mbBm  Jiftve  besa ! 
WliBe  a'M  dqr  «U1,  bMc  cone  I  have, 

ThM  «MMeat  atfll  aine  own ; 
But  thml  lif  tkit  te  Ihf  fpnm-«- 

AndlMBMirdMel 


^   :    . 


.IV. 

I  do  not  thinkf  where'er  then  «% 

Thon  hast  fotgoiten  me; 
And  ly  peilia|M^  may  loetlM  tlw  beart. 

In  thinking  too  of-  tbee : 
Yet  there  was  round  tbee  such  a  dawn 

Of  light  ne'er  seen  before, 
As  fancy  never  could  have  drawn, 

And  never  can  restore  I 

Bev.  a  Wolfe. 


THE  MINSTREL  BOY. 

The  Minstrel  boy  to  the  war  is.  gone, 
In  the  ranks  of  death  you'll  find  him ; 
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His  father's  swcNrd  he  has  girded  on» 
And  his  wild  harp  slung  behind  him. 
<  Land  <^  song/  said  the  warrior  bard^ 
'  Though  all  the  world  forsake  thee, 
One  swwd  at  least  thy  rights  shall  guards 
One  faithful  harp  shall  praise  thee/— 

The  minstrel  fell — but  the  Neman's  chain 

Could  not  bring  bis  proud  soul  under; 

The  harp,  he  loved,  ne*er  spake  again. 

For  he  tore  its  dunrds  asunder ; 

And  said — ^  No  chain  shall  sully  thee, 

Thou  soul  of  love  and  bravery ; 

Thy  songs  Nwere,  made  for  the  pure  and  free^ . 

They  never  shall  sound  in  skvery  T 

Moore. 


b, 


TO  A  YOUNG  LADY  ON  HER  RETURN 
FROM  A  SEA  VOYAGE. 


They  who  have  marked  the  blooming  ix)se 
From  some  loved  features  daily  fiside. 

And  spite  of  tenderness  disclose, 
Each  morning,  but  a  ftdnter  shade^ 


173  TRX  POSTICAL  MXLANGE. 

Until  the  anxiouB  eye  raig^t  view, 
Aloae  the  lily's  tiddy  h«e,  . 
Yet!  tbey kive Mt M  we iw  yo«. 

Butob!  howlnr  thejoyehatekMwft, 
To  see  agMB  tfi»  rotit  Ue««: 
To  find  their  very  hopes  oat-done. 
And  all  their  fern  relieved  er  gone. 
Snch  joy  is  oan  ;  for  giMew  heeven 
Returning  hetkh  to  thee  hes  given ; 
And  we,  thy  friendi,  wiU  gladly  give 
The  praiie  te  Him  «h»  bade  thee  live. 

How  finutee  aB  tiiy  pveiiti^  cam! 

How  veia  to  brolhe  the  ocem  ml 

If  He  who  mles  the  earth  and  seas, 

Nw  Ueased  the  care,  nor  winged  the  breeze. 

'tis  the  Physician,  heavenly,  tme. 

Whose  balms  have  done  so  much  for  you. 

Sweet  friend !  eh  !  may  thy  le^^thened  days 

Be  all  devoted  to  His  praise: 

May  every  hour  in  mercy  given 

But  fit  thee  more  for  Him  and  heaven ! 
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NIGHT  SONG; 

Friendship !  I  thougiit  thee  once  a  {^easing  tbiog ; 
When  childhood  flattered  me  with  easy  dreams* 
Too  rash  I  trusted  to  thy^waxen  wing, 

Against  a£91ction's  melting  beams. 
I  knew  not,  till  I  H%  how  light  I  'how  nm ! 
Were  all  thy  boasted  mighty  powers : 
Fair  promisor  in  hbppf  htfvss^ 
But  flying  frMB  ott^  pratt. 

When  youth  alhavd^  iM^  Ihlifr  My  m^likeifB  knee,  ' 

To  sports,  companions,  and  unthinknig  days ; 
I  thought  the  sun  and  seasons  made  for  me, 

Smoothly  we  enter  life's  delusive  mate. 
By  inexperience  led,  and  hope  deceived. 
I  trusted  ere  my  heart  inquired, 
So  soon  is  what  we  wish  admired  \ 
And  what  we  love  believed ! 

-But  heavenly  care,  that  cKd  toy  good  intend, 
Stripped  me  of  these  to  give  me  better  joys ; 

oving  worldly  prospects — substance— friend— 
-And  gave  itself  in  change  for  earthly  toys. 
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Ah  !  my  deer  Lord,  how  little  did  I  know  ? 

When  their  mourned  loss  first  fixed  my  smart. 
Thou  didst  but  rend  them  from  my  heart, 
That  thou  might  more  bestow. 


.    SONG  OF  A  SPIRIT. 

HM,  iriHt  I  teUto  tfae^ 
Nor  eontnT  o'er  my  tomb ; 

My  ^nrit  wanders  free 
It  wailb  di/lhiBe  sImU  oome. 

An  pensive  and  aloney 
I  aee  thee  (Bt  and  weap ; 

Thy  kiid  span  Ae  stonoi 
Whaie  my  cold  ashea  sleep. 

I  witch  lh|  jpaUm  ayes, 
I  VlriK  aidh  silent  tear : 

Ere  thay  are  bnt  io  iir. 


Antm. 


Anon, 
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TO 


Can  I  forget  our  childish  days  ? 

When  life  and  love  were  young 
When  nature  8  Toice  the  heart  obeyii^ 

Ere  flattery  soiled  the  tongue : 
Ah  I  no — lor  then  I  deemed  thee  trae. 
And  life  and  lore  to  me  were  new. 

Can  I  forget  those  childiiii  days  ? 

When  every  thought  of  mine, 
But  sought  for  pleasure  in  thy  praise, 

And  in  thy  look  divine : 
Ah  I  no — for  these  were  happy  hours, 
And  sorrow  had  not  sought  our  bowers. 

Can  I  forget  the  happy  time  ? 

When  first  I  breathed  to  thee 
The  tale  of  love,  and  when  the  ehime 

Of  thy  answer  came  like  melody,  ' 
Of  distant  music  on  my  ear, 
So  soft,  so  sweet,  but  ah,  how  ckwr. 
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To  tflB  w  wkn  we  w«e,  wmI  still 


A  Ttemd  of  our  firte  ii  it — 
A  moduqr  of  ov  wmdiedneiB. 

Then  siaoo  tbete  ikyi  no  moce  xeton, 
^aee  we  ao  more  nrait  neei; 

Since  aemoty  still  bnods  o'er  the  am 
Qfloyeeadfrigiydiliip  sweet; 

Fsrewdly  and  may  thine  only  tsar 

Be  shed  npra  my  lowly  hier. 


Anon. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  CLERGYMAN. 

If  sorrow's  holiest  tears  could  Jbring 
Thy  spuk  bom  its  native  Wr»||t^ 

Then  might  4M  hope  that  jpj^'s  wm 
Would  waft  the  haifc  bom  pmaddine  I 

But  all  our  aoRow  is  mdpiQirqf 

In  that  blessed  place  where  thou  art  g<me. 


XHX  FOSTICAL  MSLAKOE.  177 

Farew^I  Favewc^I  bdbved  riiade«— ^ 

Long  shall  thy  memory  linger  hm. 
Till  they  that  Jk»ml  thee  tee  am  <dead»    . 

And  iimi^^iQg  in  anellier  aiphfefe; 
Where  deathe  cold  hand  eaa  never  tear  i 

The  ties  thait  hound  ns  Bfaortly  heie. 

Oh  1  happy  was  that  change  to  theoy 
When  death  appeared  withoat  a  irowa  ; 

And  life*— and  iaunortaKty-^  .  .     i:  - . 
Displayed  ihy  bright  'nofailiiig  eroum ! 

For  thou  weia  €ulih6il  to  die  call, ' 

Which  raised  thee  as  a  f(MdB4o«Hr 

Well  may  they  weep,  who  round  thee  hung, — 
The  chnrch  shall  long  thy  loss  deplore ; 

For  oh  that  heart  is  cold, — ^that  tongue 
On  earth  shall  praise  our  God  no  more : 

For  thou  hast  joined  the  hosts  abo^ 

That  triumph  through  redeeming  love ! 

No  more  hy  cam  and  mmm  w»n, 

The  vomreppoiaa  eaQh4itt'dalay; 
And  O  ;iH>  m«M»  aMl  they  who  Bmum 

Hear  thy  land  vaiee  In  aoRiaw^»4af : 
And  who  shall  them  conduct  and  goide, 
On  life's  tempestaooa  awellmg  tide  ? 
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Untii  %h»  imdoui  eye  might  view, 
Aloae  tb»  IBy's  suskly  hue,  . 
Yea !  they.ifiy  Mitm  ?»  for  yo«. 

To  see  ageiB  lii»  roeei  Ue«Mi^ 
To  find  their  very  hopes  oat-done. 
And  all  their  foan  itliewed'  er  gottew 
Such  joy  is  ouni }  for  gmdiem  hetven 
Retnming*  faeikh  t»  thee  has  givwi ; 
And  we,  thy  frienda,  ini  gtid^  give 
The  praiiei  le  Hia  «h9  biide  thee  Krew 

How  ftuMise  fltttiqF  pweM^  car») 

How TBia tohrsatke the eeean  ml 

li  He  who  rules  the  earth  and  seas^ 

Nor  blessed  the  care»  nor  winged  the  breeze. 

^ITis  the  Physiciaay  heaTenly>  true, 

Whose  balms  have  done  so  much  for  you. 

Sweet  friend  t  :^h  t  may  thy  lengthened  days 

Be  all  devoted  to  His  praise : 

May  every  hour  in  mercy  given 

But  fit  thee  n)ore^for  |lim  and  heaven ! 
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NIGHT  SOWO^ 

Friendship !  I  thou^t  thee  once  a  pleMing  thing; 
When  childhood  flattered  me  with  easy  dreams* 
Too  rash  I  trusted  to  thy  waxen  wing, 

Against  affliction's  melting  beams. 
I  knew  not,  till  I  feH»  how  lighil  how  nun ! 
Were  all  thy  boasted  mighty  powers : 
Fair  promisor  in  bl^y  liiiMn^ 
But  flying  frdm  onif  pdtt. 

When  youth  alltaed  me,  Ihtai^  My  tiodieir'*  knee,  ' 

To  sports,  companions,  and  unftlnkaig  days ; 
I  thought  the  sun  and  seiasons  made  for  me, 

Smoothly  we  enter  fife's  delusive  maase. 
By  inexperience  led,  and  hope  deceived. 
I  trusted  ere  my  heart  inquired. 
So  soon  is  what  we  wish  admired  I 
And  what  we  love  beKeved ! 

But  heavenly  care,  that  Ad  toy  good  intend, 
Strqyped  me  of  these  to  give  me  better  joys ; 

Removing  woridly  prospects — substance— friend— 
And  gave  itself  in  change  for  earthly  toys. 
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Ah  !  my  detr  Lord,  how  little  did  I  know  ? 

When  their  momned  Ion  firrt  fixed  my  smart, 
Thon  didst  but  rend  themfirom  my  heart, 
That  thou  might  more  bestow. 


.    SONG  OF  A  SPIRIT. 

Haik,  wte  I  tdto  thee^ 
Not  aonowo'er  my  tomb ; 

My  wfnrit  wmders  firee 
It  waim  till'tlmw  tUl  oome. 


AD  penriro  aadalaao, 
I  aao  tlMa  (Bt  and  wwp; 

Whaaaipy  oqU  adhaa  deep. 


I  wtieh  ihriMaUw  •fw 
I  mtri^  mA  mlm%  imt ; 

£i»  tha^  ^rp  M  ia  air. 


iilUM, 


Afum. 
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TO 


Can  I  forget  our  childish  days  ? 

When  life  and  love  were  young 
When  nature  8  Toice  the  heart  obeyii^ 

Ere  flattery  soiled  the  tongue : 
Ah !  no — lor  then  I  deemed  thee  true. 
And  life  and  love  to  me  were  new. 

Can  I  foi^et  those  childiiii  days  ? 

When  every  thought  of  mine, 
But  sought  for  pleasure  in  thy  praise, 

And  in  thy  look  divine : 
Ah  I  no — ^for  these  were  happy  hours, 
And  sorrow  had  not  sought  our  bowers. 

Can  I  forget  the  happy  time  ? 

When  first  I  breathed  to  thee 
The  tale  of  love,  and  when  the  ehime 

Of  thy  anawer  came  like  melody. 
Of  distaat  music  on  my  ear, 
So  soft,  80  sweet,  but  ah,  how  clear. 


176  TfiS  iPOBTICJOr  MttAVOE. 

Ak  I  nOf  for  nemorf  has  the  will 
To  tnMft  o*tc  eveiy  aoone ; 

To  t^  us  what  we  were,  and  still 
Ta  say — what  migtiX  bs^w  been — 

A  reonrd  of  our  &te  it  is — 

A  mockoy  of  o«r  wrBtchodffe^s* , 

Then  since  tbei^  ^ays  n^  mop^  retoP* 
Since  we  n9iPW^,iBi(pt;ifve^;. 

Since  memory  sititt  luroodB  o'^r  ^  nm 
OfloveeiMJlfrifll^dalHpaweet;  . 

FareweUy  and  may  thine  only  tear 

Be  shed  upon  myipprly  .bier.  . 


Anon. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  CLERGYMAN. 

If  sorrow's  holiest  tears  could  hnog 
Thy  spiiiit  finm  Its  #ative  f)i:ie«|Tr- 

Then  migfat-jm  bepe  itm  jpj^  a  WV^ 
Would  waft  the  haifc  bom  9V94ifie  I 

But  all  our  JMBTOw  iB:iiii)^W9f . 

In  that  blessed  place  wlmre  thou  art  g<me. 


XHB  F<»rriCAL  MSLAKCUE.  177 

Farew^  I  Favew^  I  bdbved  riiadei— *• 

Long  shall  thy  memory  linger  hm. 
Till  they  <te« ^ovitd  thee  tM  ai*<dead^   . 

And  mingling  in  anlhwr  tyhfete^ 
Where  death  «  cold  hand  eaa  never  tear  i 

The  ties  that  honiid  ub  fifaortly  heie. 

Oh  !  happy  was  that  change  to  the«y 
When  death  appeared  wkhost  a  (rawm ; 

And  life*— and  imnaortaKty-^  •  '- 
Displayed  ihf  bright  'vofailiiig  eraum ! 

For  thou  wen  laithhl  to  die  oaU, 

Which  raised  thee  ai  a  fpMde  Ho  «H» 

Well  may  they  weep,  who  round  thee  hung, — 
The  church  shall  long  thy  loss  deplore ; 

For  oh  that  heart  is  cold, — ^that  tongue 
On  earth  shall  praise  our  God  no  more : 

For  thou  hast  joined  the  hosts  abo^ 

That  triumph  through  redeeming  love ! 

No  more  hy  cam  aad  sonaw  wmn, 
The  voioo  reppoiaa  <MM)h  d«tt 'delay ;    . 

And  O  .|H>  Aiwe  ^Ml  they  who  noaim 
Hear  thy  land  voiae  kt  aoRiaw^»4af : 

And  who  shall  them  conduct  and  goide, 

On  life's  tempestuoaa  swdling  tide  ? 
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'  Still  tnwl  io  God  r  mar  hemeU  umy  hear 
The  {MutiBf  woidi — the  ImI  he  gmve. 

When  deaths  cold  ImuuI  wm  bag&nag  neatf 
Whidi  hmttf/bti liiiiiqncldy  to  Ae  gravel 

That  bed  from  winch  Bone  ihii  srne, 

mi  hearen'e  ket  thmider  lendi  the  skies. 

Then,  11U17  oar  took  devoutly  think, 
How  ehort  a  tlep divides  the  tomb; 

We  re  standing  on  an  awfiol  brink, 

And  moments  eoon  will  seal  oar  doom ! 

Yes !  all  who  numm  his  sadden  call, 

Most  soon  obey— -it  qieaks  to  all ! 


Anon, 


THE  DESTRUCTION  OF  SENNACHERIB. 

1. 
The  Assyrian  came  down  Kke  the  wdf  on  iJie  fold, 
And  his  cohorts  were  glekuning  in  purple  and  gold ; 
And  the  sheen  of  their  spears  was  like  stars  on  the  sea, 

When  the  blue  wave  rolls  nightly  ^m  deep  Galilee. 

..,,,.  ,.  .     ■■■■.■ 

......  i    . 
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II. 

Like  the  le«v«0  of  lihe  f<H;«9t  when  stHumer  is  green, 
Thit  host  with  their  banners  at  sunset  were  seen ; 
Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest  when  autumn  hath  blown. 
That  host  on  the  morrow  lay  withered  and  strown. 

III. 
For  the  angel  of  death  •^>ead  his  -wingB  on  the  blast, 
And  breathed  in  the  face  of  the  foe  as  he  passed ; 
And  the  eyes  of  the  sleepen  waxed  deadly  and  chill, 
And  their  hearts  but  once  heaved,  and  for  ever  grew  still. 

And  there  lay  the  steed  with  his  nostril  all  wide. 
But  through  it  there  rolled  not  ihe  breath  of  his  pride. 
And  the  foam  of  his  gasping  lay  white  on  the  turf, 
And  cold  as  the  spray  of  the  rock-beating  surf. 

And  th^e  lay  the  rider  distorted  and  pale, 
With  the  dew  on  his  brow,  and  the  rust  on  his  ntnl ; 
And  the  tents  were  ell  silent,  the  bann«»  akme^ 
The  lances  unUfted,  the  trumpets  unUewn. 

And  the  widows  of  Ashur  are  knkL  hi  thedr  wail, 
And  the  idob  are  broke  in  the  temple  of  Baal ; 

VOL»  II.  I 
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And  the  might  of  the  Gentile9  unsmote  hy  the  sword, 
Hath  melted  like  mow  in  the  glance  of  iixe  Lintl  I 

Byram. 


TO  A  MOTH  FLYING  ROUND  THE  FLAME 

OF  A  CANDLE. 

Fond,  flattering  insect^  ceaae  tQ  uige  iby  fttey  : . 

Thy  silken  wing  presenting  to  the  fiam^  ; 
Quick,  let  me  saye  thee  ere  it  be  too  late, 

Ere  the  fake  day  deyour  thy  filmy  frame. 

There^  take  thy  chance,  poor  heedless  iBQocent, 
I  catch  thee,  life  and  freedom  to  restcH^ ; 

Go,  roTe  at  large  the  unboonded  element, 
And  live  thy  little  life's  short  period  o'er. 

Ah  I  why,  like  thee,  will  man  destruction  brave, 
With  blind  temerity  proToke  his  doom, 

Spurn  the  kind  li£ted  hand  that  wants  to  save, 
And  madly  bwten  where  he  must  consume  I 

Scorched  he  returns,  the  experienced  ill  defies, 
Rusheei  on  mini  flu|t«ni,  flames,  and  dm  I 

■  m:.  ■  ■    .?•■         _      .      .      .      ■    Anon^   ■ 
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EXTRACT  FROM  MOURNFUL  RECOLLEC 

TIONS. 

It  is  an  eaty  taak,  lor  hearts  «t  rest, 
To  talk  of  brighter  days  to  the  diatreoaed; 
To  shew  us  joys  the  fotnre  may  repeal, 
And  speak  of  that  oomposiire  which  they  feel. — 
They  may  remind  va,  tears  aiad  sighs  are  vain — 
Alas  1  can  hopelessness  diminish  pain  ? 
They  say,  when  God  afflicts  us,  it  is  fit 
That  men  should  suffer  meekly,  and  submit ; 
Yes — ^we  submit,  and  place  our  trust  alone 
In  one  last  hope-«-to  go  where  they  are  gone ; 
Gone — ^where  the  pure  m  heart  again  shall  meet ; 
Ah,  yes  I  our  proq)ect  would  be  incomplete 
Did  we  not  hope  to  ^lare  the  perfect  bliss 
Of  that  bright  worid,  with  friends  so  dear  in  this ; 
And  recognise  those  fonns,  in  realms  above. 
Who  claimed  on  earth  our  fondest-purest  lore. — 

llamas  Bayly* 

!•'     ■  • 
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WHEN  DEATH  SHALL  CHILL,  &c. 

When  death  shall  chill  this  aged  heart, 

That  time  but  doaer  irnks  with  thine. 
And  sad  tears  nnfoibidden  start. 

Still  let  some  silent  thoughts  be  mine. 
Oh  think  how  constant  I  have  proved, 

How  dearly  prized  thoa  wert  by  me, 
How  sorrow  tried,  and  yet  I  loTed,  > 

And  dared' the  stonn,  if  blessed  witii  thee* 

Our  love  began  in  eariy  years, 

When  hearts  elate  ne*er  dream  life's  day, 
Though  breaking  light,  may  set  in  tears, 

Or  fleet  with  cruel  speed  away. 
Our  kindred  slumber  side  by  side, 

Where  yonder  bending  Uossoms  wave, 
Grief  rent  each  heart  but  thine,  my  bride, 

And  yielded  quiet  and  the  grave. 

And  soon  the  saddening  hour  will  rise, 

When  death  shall  steel  my  glance  from  you, 
And  tears  will  fill  those  faithful  eyes, 
When  with  my  friends  I  slumber  too. 
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Then  may  thy  trembling  footo^M  etray, 
And  plant  the  light  leaf  o'er  my  breast. 

Where  the  bright  sui  may  cast  his  ray, 
And  gild  it  ere  he  sinks  to  rest. 

Richard  Ryan. 


THEY  WEPT,  &c. 

They  wept — those  aged  patriots  wept, 

Thefiune  of  Tanished  yean ; 
And  bnmmg  thoughts,  whidi  long  had  slept, 

Now  melted  them  to  tears ; 
They  well  remiembered  Salem's  state, 
Ere  Babel  laid  it  desolate. 

They  saw  the  second  temple  rise. 

But  oh  less  fidr  and  bright ! 
And  e'en  their  age-enfrozen  eyes 

Drqyped  sorrow  at  the  sight ; 
They  thought  of  many  a  long  passed  scene 
Of  what  they  were,  and  what  had  been. 

i3 


F«r 


A  MOTHER'S  GRIEF. 


To—ktfce  iff  r  ii^iheMb»> 


To  i«e  iIk  iote^  tma  gmk  tetfa^ 
Yel  IsBoir  moi  why  ihef  ikmi 

To  meet  tbe  medk  npfifted  epe 
TYmt  fiun  iroiild  adk  relief 

Yet  can  bst  tefl  of  agony — 
Tbk  10  a  nodber'a  grief ! 

Tbrongfa  draaiy  days  and  darker  nigfafe? 

To  trace  the  marcb  oi  death ; 
To  bear  the  faint  and  frequent  aigli, 

Tlie  quick  and  shortened  breath ;. 
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To  mark  the  last  dread  strife  draw  near, 

And  pray  that  straggle  brief, 
Though  all  is  ended  with  its  close — 

This  is  a  mother's  grief. 

To  se*e  in  one  short  honr  decayed 

The  hope  of  fnture  years ; 
To  feel  how  Tain  a  father's  prayers, 

How  vain  a  mother's  tears  ; 
To  think  the  cold  grave  now  must  close 

O'er  what  was  onee  the  chief 
Of  all  the  treasured  joys  of  earth — 

This  is  tt  mother's 


Yet  when  the  first  wild  throb  is  past. 

Of  anguish  and  de^Mor, 
To  lift  the  eye  of  ftdtii  to  beanren. 

And  think,  *  my  child  is  there  I* 
This  best  can  dry  the  gushing  tears. 

This  yields  the  heart  relief. 
Until  the  Christian'^  pious  hope 

O'ercomes  a  mother's  grief. 

Dak. 
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ON  THE  DEATH  OF  AN  INFANT. 

With  what  nnkiiawB  deH^  the  imyther  anUed^ 
When  this  frail  treasiire  in  her  ansa  she  pieeBed  I 

Her  prayer  waa  heard-— eke  clasped  a  ]Mog  child, — 
But  how  the  gift  txaaacends  the  peer  request  I 

A  chUd  was  all  she  asked^  wi^  many  a  tow  : 
Mother — ^behold  the  diildan.  angel  now  I 

Now  in  her  father's  honae  she  findam  plac»;    . 

Or  if  to  earth  she  take  a  transient  flighty 
Tis  to  falfil  the  pnrpoae  of  his  grace, 

To  guide  thy  footatepa.  ta  the  world  of  light  ;—* 
A  ministering  apint  aent  to  thee^ 

That  where  she  ]s,.'tfiere  thon  may'sl  also  be. 

MissJa$»e  Taylor, 


THE  CHILD'S  FUNERAL. 

Cahn  and  warm  is  the  summer  sky> 
And  the  summer  sun  is  bright^ 
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For  the  piUowy  ckmds.diat  aioimd  him  Ue^ 

Soften,  bnt  din  not  bis  ligfat; 
And  flowers  tbat  are  bending  in  chiBterB  Jair, 
Lavish  their  sweets  on  the  ndon-Me  air. 

Things  that  are  beauteooB,  last'nras,  gay, 

To  the  raptured  view  arise, 
For  nature  spreads  fofth  her  divine  array 

Of  odonrs,  and  rainbow  dyes ; 
And  her  sweetesi  of  soiindft;  ier  firom  every  tree 
Peals  ont  the  foil  gosh  of  minstrelsy. 

All  is  gladness,  freshness,  and  Ifle, 

And  can  death  intnide  ? — ^the  tomb 
Ope  its  jaws  in.an  homr  so  bland  and  rife  ? 

Yes  I  hark  to  that  heavy  boom. 
That  is  loading  the  wings  of  the  indolent  hieese. 
And  see,  what  sonrowfnl  groups  are  these  I 

From  yon  grove  there  issues  a  bend 

Of  infant  forms,  clad  in  white, 
And  upborne  by  many  a  small  fair  hmd, 

A  coffin,  with  flowers  bedight ; 
And  behind  there  are  duskier  forms,  wh»  Weep 
0*er  that  innocent  thinif  in  its  last  cold  sleep. 
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No  W4mxkif9 1  w)9t»  thftt  yejB^iun» . 

Thus  early  to  a^ek  tlie  tomW     ' 
£'e»  I  #101  grieye,  to  behold  liira  thus  bonie^ 

A  flower  pfaieked  in  early  bloom ; 
Tho'  nnseen  by  me  all  those  natural  arts 
With  inphichf  as  with  spdla*  he  led  captiye  your  hearts*- 

•  f         ■         ... 

Fair  ones^  bearing  your  ]^ymalo  now. 

Less  happyv  meduakar  ttPB  ye ;  . 
Soma  pain  aad  disoasoway^AOHie  of  ye  bow ; 

Of  some  the  woree  ftt^  may  be» 
Through  long,  loDg  years,  silent  strife  to  wage^ 
With  cares,  and  with  iUs^.aiid  hst  wiUi  age.^ 

Where  now  is  the  feeling  so  gi^y. 

That  gladdened  my  heart  erewhile  ? 
Swept  like  tJbe  sunbeam  x>f  winter  away. 

And  tears  take  place  of  a  smile. 
Less  bright  do  the  flowers  seem,  less  vivid  the  green^^ 
That  funeral  has  passed  like  a  dond  o'er  tho  scene* 

O,  each  moment,  oc  bright  or  chilly 

To  some  must  death's  horald  be» 
For  hift  sable  pennoa  is  floating  stilly 

No  spot  from  its  sbadoi*  free* >   < 
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He  owns  no  season-^M  knows  no  stay-^ 
Sunny  ring^ts  he  spares  nd,  nor  tir^sses  of  grey. 

Anoii. 


REMORSE* 

I  cannot  weep  I  I  dare  not  pray ! 

The  very  source  of  tears  is  dry  I    ' 
And  wbat->>when  hot>e  is  lost  for  aye«-^' 

Avails  the  prayer  of  a^ny  ? 
A  dark  dond  lowers  befive  mine  eye^^-  - 

A  chain  is  twined  around  my  heart«— 
I  cannot  pierce  that  donded  sky— ^ 

I  cannot  tear  those  bonds  apart. 

While  with  resistless  pangs  I  strive, 

As  never  goilty  wretch  hath  striven ; 
A  voice,  whene'er  I  shriek,  *  Forgive  !' 

Replies,  *  Thou  can'stnot  be  forgiven.* 
I  know  not  if  from  hell  or  heaven, 

That  voice  of  vengeance  coraes^  and  camo ;: 
But  on  my  heart  its  words  are  graven, 

In  characters  of  livhig  flame. 
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Ye  gniHf  joys  I  wliMe  titiMMit  glow 

i  pVNiged  mjriorfek  soal  ta  shan 
Where  are  your  fidee  illnnons  now  ? 

Your  eTaneecent  Unnsports,  where  ? 
Alas  I  the  only  frnito  je  bear, 

For  which  I  dared  my  heayen  rengn. 
Are  death,  and  daiimess,  and  despair — 

And  these  aecnrsed  fruits  are  mine  I 

Death  I— oh  I  I  cannot^  wiH  not  die  I — 

Ye  faithless  demons  I.  come,  ah  I  come^ 
And  snatch  me  from  eternity. 

And  saTOJMe  frpm  the  threatenii^  tomU- 
Did  ye  not  lure  ipe  to  my  doom  ? 

Oh  come,  ere  life's  last  tie  shall  sever. 
Ere  hope's  last  ray  in  jendless  gloom 

Shall:  set — and  I  am  lost  for  ever  I 

They  pass — an4  shall  I  turn  mine  eye 

To  thee,  my  father  and  my  God  ? 
Alas  I  while  youth  and  joy  were  high 

Untouched  by  love,  by  fear  unawed ; 
I  spumed  thy  mercy.     Now  thy  rod 

Smites  deep — ^but  oh  I  I  dare  not  crave 
Tiie  boon  thy  grace  had  then  bestowed^-^ 

There  is  no  mercy  in  the  grave. 
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It  comes  I  it  conies  I  I  feel  it  now— - 

The  foe  hath  aimed  his  ftul  dait ; 
The  dews  of  death  are  on  my  hrow— • 

The  pangs  of  hell  are  in  my  heart— 
I  faint  beneath  that  cureless  smart*— 

Oh  I  mercy  I— ere  the  strife  is  o'er : 
Ere  the  last  link  is  torn  apart, 

And  I  am  lost  for  erer  more !     .      ' 

Arum. 


THE  LAST  UNSENtENCED  SINNER. 


-'Twas  a  dread  vision ! 


Methooght  I  stood  before  the  jndgment-seat 
Naked  and  pale, — ^the  last  unsentenced  sinner. 
On  either  side,  a  dread  array  of  angels*— 
Pure  as  their  great  Creator, — ^parted  wide, 
The  wicked  and  the  righteous.    In  the  midst. 
Glorious  in  his  wrath,,  appeared  the  Judge  I 
Doomed  in  my  consdeuee — scarce  dared  1  lift 
My  eyes  to  mark  his  visage,  lest  his  glance 
Instant,  should  hurl  me  to  perdition. 
The  books  lay  open — how  my  spirit  shook, 
As  listening  myriads — spiled  on  myriads  round 


IfS  THE  F<ISnCAIr  MKLiUrCK. 


Expeettaft Stood*    Oto^lei^dBk 

Loogmg  to  gnMp  Arir  picf ,  «id  aock,  «id  ame, 

Anodier  beng',  cfter  doomod  to  dmare, 

Tbor  own  vnatteraUe  agoHus  1 

There,  a  !>r%fct  bond,  wikkg  to  rtrike  tigir  Iwqw 

To  hafl  anodier  taint  to  endow  Iffii. 

I  heard  the  irreyocaMe  aenlencfe ! 
Twas  just !  instant  the  neyer-dying  wonn 
Of  keen  remorse,  stmck  his  deep-gnawing  fimgs 
Within  my  tortured  bosom ;  then  the  flame 
Of  nnextingoishable  suffering 
Intmsely  burnt  around— upon — within ; 
And,  at  that  momeDt,  the  bright  sen^h  band, 
Shrouded  from  my  sight,  was  gone  foff  ever ! 
Oh  I  as  it  passed  away,  and  the  dai^  yeil 
Of  eyerlasting  blaekness  drew  around, 
I  heard  the  enchanting,  blissful  harmony 
Of  those,  who  soared  to  happier  regions  ! 
Music  I  sweeter  than  the  exquisite  tones 
Produced  on  earth — ^but  each  enthrilling  note 
Vibrated  on  my  ear,  with  piercing  pangs 
Damned  spirits  only  feel. 
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OH  SAY  NOT  THAT  MY  HE;ART,  ke. 

I.  •■  •■' 
Oh  say  not  that  my  hear!  i&  cold 

To  aught  lliat  once  Could  warm  il-^ 
That  nature's  form  so  dear  of  old 

No  more  has  power  to  charm  it ; 
Or  that  the  ungenerous  world  can  chill 

One  glow  of  fond  emotion 
For  those  who  made  it  dearer  still, 

And  shared  my  wild  devotion. 

II.  . 
Still  oft  those  solemn  scenes  I  view. 

In  rapt  and  dreamii^  sadness ; 
Oft  look  on  those  who  loi^ed  them  toa^ 

With  fancy's  idle  gladness ; 
Agaiu  I  longed  to  view  the  light 

In  nature's  features  Rowing ; 
Again  to  tread  the  momitain's  height 

And  taste  the  soul's  o'erfioiwing.- 
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III. 

Stem  duty  rose,  and  frowning  flong 

Hk  leaden  cham  around  me ; 
With  inm  look  and  lollen  tongne 

He  muttered  0  lie  boond  me 
'  The  moontain  fareesey  the  boimdleea  heayen. 

Unfit  for  toQ  the  cieatiue ; 
These  for  the  free  alone  ave  giyeoy — 

But  what  hum  tivtm  with  nature  ?* 

220V.  C.  Wolfe. 


ON  A  YOUTHFUL  BEAUTY. 

Oh  my  love  has  an  eye  oi  the  softest  blue, 

Yet  it  was  not  that,  that  won  me ; 
Bat  a  little  bright  drop  from  her  soul  was  there — 

Tis  that,  that  has  nsdmie  me. 

I  might  have  passed  that  lovely  cheek, 
Nor,  i)erchancey  my  heart  have  left  me  ; 

But  the  sensitive  blush  that  came  trembling  there, 
Of  my  heart  itior  ever  bereft  me. 
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I  might  have  foi^Qtten  that  red,  red  lip — 

Yet  how  from  the  ihoi^ht  to  sever  ? 
But  there  was  a  smile  from  the  swishine  within^ 

And  that  smile  YVL  remember  for  ever. 

Think  not  'tis  nothkg  but  lifeless  clay, 

The  elegant  form  that  haunts  me— 
Tis  the  gracefully  delieate  mind  that  moves. 

In  every  step,  that  enchants  me. 

Let  me,  not  hear  the  nightingale  sing, 
Though  I  once  in  its  notes  delighted ; 

The  feelmg  and  mind  diat  ccmies  whispering  forth, 
Has  left  me  no  music  bmde  it* 

Who  could  blame,  had  I  loved  that  foce. 
Ere  my  eye  could  twice  explore  her  ? 

Yet  it  is  for  the  fiedry  intdligence  thore, 
And  her  warm— warm  hearti,  I  adore  her. 

Eev.  a  Wolfe. 


ODE  ON  THE  DARWENT. 

Darwent !  what  scenes  thy  wandering  waves  behold. 
As  bursting  from  thy  hundred  springs  they  slaray, 
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And  tell  her,  Dnrwenty  m  you  mnrmwr  bye, 
How  in  these  wilds  with  hopekas  lo£ire  I  bam, 
Teach  yoor  kme  vales  and  echoing  caves  to  s^^^fa. 
And  mix  my  briny  sorrows  with  3roiir  am  I 


THE  SAILOR  BOY*S  ADIEU. 

The  boatswain's  shrill  whistle  piped  all  hands  ahoy. 

The  word  to  weigh  anchor  was  given ; 
When  pale  tamed  the  cheek  of  the  poor  sailor  boy. 

His  eyes  were  uplifted  to  heavra. 
And  was  it  dismay  tiiat  affected  his  breast, 

Or  dread  of  the  deep,  that  pervaded  his  feelings  ?  . 
Ah  no  I  'twas  a  pasuon  more  keenly  exprest^ 

Twas  the  throb  of  affediMB-i^'twas  nalare'B  af^alings  ? 


To  home  and  to  kindred  Wd  hidden  teewell  I 

He  strove  his  sensations  to  smother. 
But  memory  had  bound  xouoDd.his  bdeom  her  spell, 

And  he  mused  on  the  words  of  his  mother ! 
'  My  hope  is  thy  andoct,  thy  hxhet  is  dead, 

Be  trae  to  thy  long,  and  ne'er  shrink  £rom  thy  duty ; 
11)0  fiuTows  of  age  on  my  teni^ea-aie^qiread,  • 

Thy  sister  has  nought  but  her  virtue  and  beauky*! 


1« 

The  Milor  h9j9  dbeek  wm  bedMPed  widi  a  ^tm, 

Hk  iiniMiIti  bdbdd  kb  LMiliua; 
With  hetftfhnw  his  ^Miig  bwNB  they  Actr, 

It  sweDed  with  a  Wpl  denrtMi. 
Akift  op  the  sfanNidi  to  his  duty  he  flew. 

His  bent  glowed  with  eoonge,  all  obetades  bniTingy 
From  his  neck  his  deer  sisters  ket  token  he  drew. 

The  pledge  of  her  lore,  horn  the  top  galkM  wmTing. 

G,  JLtwis* 


EXTRACT  FROM  CHJOLDE  HAROLD, 

Is  thy  face  like  thy  mother's  I  my  ftnr  child ! 
Ada  I  sole  daughter  of  my  house    and  heart  ? 
When  last  I  saw  thy  yoimg  blue  eyes,  they  smiled. 
And  then  we  parted— not  as  now  we  part, 

Dui  wivO  a  nopeii  onw^ww— **«>«« wwi»*«ww<w>»w«*»»» 

The  waters  heare  aronnd  me ;  and  on  high 
l*he  winds  lift  np  their  Toices ;— I  depart 
Whitber  I  know  not-^-bnt  the  boards  gone  by> 
When  Albion's  loasening  sbaras  could  grieve-— or  gtod 
eye. 
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Yet  once  moro  upon  the  waters,  yet  once  more ! 
And  the  wavee  bound  beneath  me  as  a  steed 
That  knows  his  rider. — ^Welcome  to  their  roar  I 
Swift  be  their  guidance,  wheresoever  it  leads : 
Though  the  strained  mast  should  quiver  as  a  reed, 
And  the  rent  canvas  fluttering  on  the  gale 
Still  must  I  on — for  I  am  as  a  weed  I 
Hung  from  a  rock,  on  ocean's  foam  to  sail, 
Where'er  the  surge  may  sweep-— the  tempest's  breath  pre- 
vail. 

Byron, 


SPEECH  OF  AN  OLD  OAK  IN  THE  PLEA- 
SURE  GROUND  AT 

Stranger,  if  p^ace  delights  your  cultured  mind 
Rest  here,  beneath  my  spreading  aims  redined, 
Bend  thy  pleased  eye  on  yon  illumined  vale, 
Hear  my  gay  birds,  and  breaithe  my  fragrant  gale. — 

^Beats  thy  young  heart  with  finer  feelings,  warm  ? 

Does  beauty  strike  thee^  or  does  virtue  cfaann  ? 
Or  if  sweet  love  attunes  thy  gentle  bieaat,  : 
Beneath  my  spreading  braacfaaa,  atnuq^  I  rest ;  . 


Fm\ 


ON  THE  XEW  rCAB. 


£dge  the  bloe  wvwtBy  their  glooaiy  bffcti 

Hesre  iKsriljr  along: 
And  wwuAf  wcwm  way  JBeMc  tfaoaghw 
Whtt  the  year^*  dugea  will  hsre  wraoght. 

If  God  Bj  life  pfolaig; 


Hair  Icm  ay  joys  may  ebb ;  my 
How  high  its  riiiiig  tide  may  flewy 
I  leave  to  thy  oomaumd: 
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This,  this  shall  silence  all  my  fears, 
In  bliss  or  grief,  in  smiles  or  tears, 
My  times  are  in  thy  hand. 

Anon, 


ON  A  TOMB-STONE  IN  IRELAND. 

A  little  spirit  slumbers  here, 

Who  to  one  heart  was  very  dear, 

Oh  I  he  was  more  than  life  or  light, 

Its  thought  by  day«-it8  dream  by  night. 

The  chill  winds  came — ^die  young  flower  faded 

And  died  I — ^the  grave  its  sweetness  shaded. 

Fair  boy  I  thou  shouldst  hare  wept  for  me. 

Nor  I  hare  had  to  mourn  o'er  thee. 

Yet  not  long  shall  this  parting  be ! 

Those  roses  I  have  planted  round. 

To  deck  thy  dear  and  sacred  ground,  • 

When  spring  galea  next  those  roses  wave 

TheyH  blush  upon  thy  mother's  giave  I 

Anon. 
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•    I 


For  Virtae,  gaest  oetetiali  giiaidi.the  g^adesy 
And  youth  and  beauty  stray  Imieatk  my  thadM.  • 


ON  THE  NEW  YEAR. 

Blest  opening  of  another  year  I 
Thy  'cheerful  sounds  dispel  the  fear 
'  That  presses  down  my  soul : 
When  launching  on  an  unknown  sea, 
That  skirts  a  near  eternity, 
I  see  the  billows  roU. 

How  darkly  roll ;  though  snowy  crests 
Edge  the  blue  wayes,  their  gloomy  breasts 

Heaye  heavily  along: 
And  yainly  scans  my  feeUe  thooght^ 
What  the  year's  changes  will  have  wrought, 
If  God  my  fife  prokmg* 

How  low  my  joys  may  ebb ;  my  woe- 
How  high  its  lismg  tide  may  flow, 
I  leave  to  thy  oomoiand: 
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This,  this  shall  silence  all  my  fears, 
In  bliss  or  grief,  in  smiles  or  tears, 
My  times  are  in  thy  hand. 

Anon, 


ON  A  TOMB-STONE  IN  IRELAND. 

A  little  spirit  slumbers  here, 

Who  to  one  heart  was  very  dear, 

Oh  I  he  was  more  than  life  or  light, 

Its  thought  by  day«-4t8  dream  by  night. 

The  chill  winds  came — ^Ae  yovng  flower  faded 

And  died  I — ^the  grave  its  sweetness  shaded. 

Fair  boy  I  thou  shouldst  have  wept  for  me. 

Nor  I  have  had  to  mourn  o'er  thee. 

Yet  not  long  shall  this  parting  be ! 

Those  roses  I  have  planted  round, 

To  deck  thy  dear  and  sacred  ground,  • 

When  spring  galea  next  Aose  roses  wave 

TheyH  blush  upon  thy  mother's  grave  I 

Anon, 


7H1  xTiXS^  ^ZAi^ 


f6tf09  uatu^  scfer 


Tjw^ 


AiM^  *    ^H^ 


7W 


m. 


^Um  ^  hf  hrm'%    liImi  i 

mkt. 

f  irMdM  tWe  11  tfe  cTfMl 

ilHle, 

%nk40m^0fmhtmmd\ 

mr— 

fcfefli    db  t  wkse  i»  dbe  bot 

r? 

IV. 

TiMt  yovtiM  dieek  wm  ttr 

Mdbriglii, 

'fhti  «3re  bcmed  like  timie  own  tweet  ligbt. 
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That  voice  was  mnaicy  and  that  heart — 
Enough — 'twas  enn  too  soon  to  part  I 

V. 

That  fece,  whoee  eyery  raule  coold  bless, 
Now  wears  bvt  death's  cold  fixedness; 
Say  does  her  spirit,  throned  on  high^ 
liook  on  thee  from  that  upper  sky  ? 

VI. 

If  dim  declining  years  I  see, 
StiU  will  I  think  of  her— of  thee ; 
And  leave  the  world's  unhallowed  jar 
In  thy  calm  beam,  pale  evening  star  I 

Anon. 


WRITTEN  UNDER  BODILY  AFFLICTION. 

Stricken  of  Thee,  O  Lord  I  I  mourn, 

And  count  the  lagging  hours ; 
Impatient  for  the  g^  return 

Of  health's  revivi^  powers. 
The  sacred  word  unopened  Ues, 

Nor  yields  me  sweet  employ ; 

VOL.  II.  K 


liM  THK  VineSlCAL  MBLAHGE. 

No  precious  author  cheen  my  flonl, 
Or  fills  my  hearl  wilh  joy.* 

Fain  would  I  feed  on  mercies  past, 

To  mitigate  my  woe ; 
On  my  sumranding  Uessiiigs  testy 

While  pndses  overflow. 
O  for  that  faith  that  looks  afo 

Beyond  this  mingled  scene ; 
That  brings  the  heavenly  Canaan  near, 

Though  ages  roll  between. 

Courage,  my  son!  I  liiy  threeeeons  years, 

And  more,  are  passed  away; 
And  many  a  bitter  sigh  and  tear. 

That  marked  thy  gloomy  way. 
In  infancy  constrained  to  weep 

Beneath  affliction's  rod, 
E'en  then  I  felt  how  rough,  how  steep, 

The  way  that  leads  to  God. 

Once  lifted  higti  on  pleasure's  wing, 
The  careless  years  went  round ; 

Rapt  in  the  weild's  ftntastic  ring> 
No  other  bUn  I  found. 
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Ah  I  bad  my  Uttle  bark  renained 

Upon  this  snmmer  sea, 
The  richest  p^ir^on  I  had  gained 

Were  sin  and  misery. 

•     Anon, 

iti   I     111 

A  COMPARISON. 

Behold  the  slowly-opening  bud — the  infEUit  on  the  knee, 
And  pause,  and  think,  how  Hke  th^  are — ^how  like  their 

course  shall  be ; 
A  rosy  hue  spteadd  b'et  the  flower,  in  many  a  beauteous 

streak, — 
The  rosy  flush  of  health  adorns  the  infant's  smiling  cheek. 


The  bud  expands — ^the  child,  too,  owns  the  ripening  hand 
of  time ; 

And  both  are  gay,  and  wearing  on,  towards  their  sunny 
prime ; 

The  sky  above  them  both  is  bright ;  or  if  a  cloud  appears. 

The  silvery  shower  soon  passes  by—- edon  dried  are  boy- 
hood's tears. 


k2 
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Bnt  after  stonns  will  aettthe  the  Aoiwnm    toara  poor  when 

manhood's  brow 
Is  shadowed  o*er  whh  caie»  or  fiiROW|Bd  deep  by  sorrow's 

plough  I 
Then  one  its  zenith  bloom  attains    hiw  full  endowments 

one; 
While  fleet  as  dreams,  and  scarce  obsenred  the  hours — 

the  seasons  ran. 

Stem  winter  comes— old  age  creqM  oh:— decay  will  soon 

.assail ; 
Tlie  leaves  are  dropping  one  by  oae-^-tbe  vigorous  senses 

fail; 
A  few  brief  hours — a  few  short  yean— -have  yet  to  wear 

away, 
Then  what  the  flower  ?— pale  scentless  dust !  the  man  ? — 

cold  breathless  clay. 

Anon, 


THE  MARTYR. 

I  stood  within  a  dungeon's  wall. 

And  breathed  awhile  the  captive's  air ; 

Yet  sweeter  than  in  marble  hall, 

Arose  to  heaven  the  voice  of  prayer. 
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His  head  upon  a  stone  reclined, 

And  as  he  poured  his  parting  hreath, 
Methongfat  the  living  spark  enshrined, 

Was  triumphing  in  death.. 

A  few  fiunt  beams  of  living  light 

Were  struggling  through  the  grated.bar ; 
Illumining  the  path  of  night, 

And  pointing  to  his  home  afiur : — 
Awhile  he  ceased,  and  on  his  cheek, 

There  stood  a  hue  of  heavenly  birth ; 
And  if  a  voiceless  thing  cau  speak. 

It  said — ^  dissolve  thou  earth  !* 

And  then  his  eye  grew  proudly  bright. 

And  glory  stamped  his  pallid  brow ; 
'  Hosanna  I  for  the  steeds  of  %ht  I 

Now  Father,  for  the  diariot,  now, — 
The  fiery  car — ^the  living  steed— 

My  Father  8  house— my  spirit'a  dome — 
Burst,  burst  your  bond»-^e  sool  is^eed,    ' 

Rise  to  your  Eden  home ! ' 

Anon. 
k3 
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Bnt  after  stonns  will  aeathe  the  £k>weg    tears  poor  when 

manhood's  brow 
Is  shadowed  o*er  with  caie»  or  fiirrow|Bd  deep  by  sorrow  s 

plough  I 
Then  one  its  zenith  bloom  attains — his  full  endowments 

one; 
While  fleet  as  dreams,  and  scaroe  obsenred  the  hours — 

the  seasons  ran. 

Stem  winter  comes— old  age  creeps  on— decay  will  soon 

.assail ; 
The  leaves  are  dropping  one  by  oae-^-tbe  vigorous  senses 

fail; 
A  few  brief  hours — a  few  shor^  years — ^have  yet  to  wear 

away, 
Then  what  the  flower  ?— pale  scentless  dust !  the  man  ? — 

cold  breathless  clay. 

Anon, 


THE  MARTYR. 

I  stood  within  a  dungeon's  waJJ, 

And  breathed  awhile  the  captive's  air ; 

Yet  sweeter  than  in  marble  hall, 

Arose  to  heaven  the  voice  of  prayer. 


THE  POETICAL  MELANGE.  207 

His  head  upon  a  stone  reclined, 

And  as  he  poured  his  parting  hreath, 
Methooght  the  living  spark  enshrined, 

Was  triumphing  in  death- 

A  few  faint  beams  of  living  light 

Were  straggling  through  the  grated  bar ; 
Illumining  the  path  of  night, 

And  pointing  to  his  home  afiur : — 
Awhile  he  ceased,  and  on  his  cheek, 

l^ere  stood  a  hue  of  heavenly  birth ; 
And  if  a  voiceless  thing  can  speak. 

It  said— ^  dissolve  thou  earth  !* 

And  then  his  eye  grew  proudly  bright. 

And  glory  stamped  his  pallid  brow ; 
'  Hosanna  I  for  the  steeds  of  light  I 

Now  Father,  for  the  chariot,  now, — 
The  fiery  car — ^the  living  steed-— 

My  Father's  house— my  spirit's  dome — 
Bui*st,  burst  your  bonds—^e  soul  isjEreed,    ' 

Rise  to  your  Eden  home ! ' 

Anon. 
k3 
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SERENADE. 

I. 
The  mist  is  ma.  the  tacmattm^ 

The  dew  is  on  the  flower^ 
The  shadow  cm  the  foantam 

Now  deeper  down  doth  lower! 
The  foliage>  thoi^  hrown  ks  dreas^^ 

Asmunesa  browner  hve;. 
For  day,  widi  all  its  loveliness^ 

Is  fading  from  my  view.. 

Hi. 

The  slars  are  is  the  heaven  sown^ 

And  like  to  angels*  eyes^ 
In  gentleness  are  looking  down, 

As  pitying  my  sighs ; 
Xhe  moon  is  biightly  beaming  on 

Our  favourite  bower  and  me  ; 
And  must  I  linger  here  alone, 

My  Lady-love,  for  thee  ? 
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III. 

Our  trysted  hour  long  since  hath  rung 

From  every  neighbouring  tower ; 
The  nightingdle  her  hynm  hath  sung, 

To  hail  the  twilight  hour ; 
Then  what  can  stay  my  Lady-love, 

Why  tarries  she  so  late  ? 
'Tis  past  her  time — the  turtle  dove 

Is  nestled  with  his  mate — 

A  step  is  on  the  yielding  grass, 

Light  as  the  morning  dew; 
And  ah  I  the  flowers  that  feel  her  pass, 

Rise  brighter  to  the  view ; 
''Tis  she  herself  who  treads  the  grove, 

With  fleetest,,  foot  to  me, 
My  Lady-love  I  my  Lady-love ! 

All  welcome  be  to  thee ! 

William  Anderson. 
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THE  PAINS  OF  SLEEP- 

Ere  on  my  bed  my  limbs  I  by, 

It  hath  not  been  my  use  to  pray 

With  moving  lips  or  bended  knees; 

But  silently,  by  slow  degreed, 

My  spirit  I  to  love  compose, 

In  humble  tmst  my  eye-lids  dose 

With  reverential  resignation, 

No  wish  conceived;  no  thongfat  expressed  t 

Only  a  sense  of  supplication, 

A  sense  o*er  all  my  soul  imprest 

That  I  am  weak,  yet  not  unblest. 

Since  in  me,  round  me,  every  whei«^ 

Eternal  strength  uid' wisdom  are. 

But  yester-night  I  prayed  aloud. 

In  anguish  and  in  agony. 

Up-starting  from  the  fiendish  crowd 

Of  shapes  and  thoughts  that  tortured^  me, 

A  lurid  light,  a  trampling  throng, 

Sense  of  intolerable  wrong, 

And  whom  I  scorned,  those  only  strong  !  '^ 
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Thirst  of  revenge,  the  poweilen  will 
Still  baffled,  and  yet  burning  stiU ! 
Desire  with  loathing  strangely  mixed    • 
On  wild  or  hatefiil  objects  fixed. 

Fantastic  passions  I  maddening  bra\id  I 
And  shame  and  terror  oTer  all  I 
Deeds  to  be  hid  which  were  not  hid. 
Which  all  confused  I  conld  not  know, 
Whether  I  suffered,  or  I  did  : 
For  all  seemed  guilt,  remorse  or  woe. 
My  own  or  others  still  the  same, 
Life-stifling  fear,  soulnstifling  shame  1 

So  two  nights  passed :  the  night's  dismay 
Saddened  and  stunned  the  coming  day. 
Sleep,  the  wide  blessing  seemed  to  me 
Distempers  worst  calamity. 
The  third  night,  when  my  own  loud  scream 
Had  waked  me  from  the  fiendish  dream. 
Overcome  with  sufferings  strange  and  wild, 
I  wept  as  I  had  been  a  child ; 
And  having  thus  by  tears  subdued 
My  anguish  to  a  milder  mood. 
Such  punishments,,  I  said,  were  due 
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To  natures  .deef^ie8t'«tained  witk  sin : 
For  aye  entempetting  anew 
Th'  unfiEithoiDable  helliwkhiiiy 
The  horror  of  theindeeds:  to  fiew^ 
To  know  and  loathe,  yet  wish  and  do  ! 
Such  grief»  with; sncfti. men  well  agree, 
But  wherefore,  wherefore' Btdl  on  me  ? 
To  be  beloved  i»  all  I  need) 
And  whom  I  loye,.  I  love  indeed. 


Coleridge. 


THE  WARRIOR'S  DIRGE. 

Last  of  a  high  and  noble  name, 

We  may  not  shed  a  tear  for  thee, 
Thy  fall  was  in  the  noon  of  £Eime^ 

As  warrior's  fall. should  be. 
O'er  thy  fair  inoni>  like  cloud  of  night, 

Awhile  thy  youthful  .eiTors  lay, 
But  touched  like  that  by  heaven's  own  light. 

Were  earjy,  wept  away. 

Thy  steps  are  missed  by  wood  and  wave, 
Lost  to  the  scenes  thy  youth  loved  best, 


THE  POETICAL  MELAHGE;  213 

ThetorrtntS'Weqs  the  umxpmiMimre 

Above  thy  bed  of  rest. 
The  hounds  howl  ndly  afc  thy  gate^ 

The  echoes  of  the  chneaie  o'er. 
In  vain  the  kmg^-JoDg  nighti  they  wait) 

The  hnnter  oomee  jio  mate*. 

No  voice  JB  beard' amid*  thy.  haXkf 

Except  thevwild  winds  fitful  sigh, 
The  morning  beam  that  gilds  thy  walls 

It  cannot  glad  thine  eye. 
All  lonely  bloom  the  summer  flowers, 

Thy  garden's  silent  walks  along  ; 
The  wild  bird  warbles  thro'  its  bowers, 

Thou  canst  not  hear  her  song. 

Cold  is  the  heart  that  loveat  thee  now, 

'Twas  broken  ere  it  ceaeed  to  breathe ; 
Alas  !  what  bids  the  hero's  grow, 

Must  blight  the  bridal  wreath. 
From  blood  the  warrior's  laurel  sprung, 

Midst  bleed  and  tears  can  only  bloom ; 
'Tis  but  &  funeral  I  garland  hung 

Above  his  mouldering  tomb. 
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TiKm  liwt  Ml  Vide  thio*  wintry  yaam^ 

To  widiw»  tiU  Ab  hmtignmB  old ; 
I  we^  until  it  halh  BO  teara. 

To  fed  the  blood  mn  cokL 
Who  wovld  not  wish  like  thee  to  die. 

And  leave  «  dwithloiw  name. 
To  live  like  thee  while  life  was  joy, 

And  fell  friien  death  waa  feme  ? 

Join  Malcolm^  Esq, 


THE  LAMENTATION  OF  MARY  QUEEN  OF 

SCOTS- 

I  sigh,  and  lament  me  in  ndnt 
These  walk  can  bat  echo  my  moan  ; 

Alas  r  it  increases  my  pain^ 
To  think  of  the  days  that  are  gone. 

Through  tdke  grates  of  my  prison  I  see 

The  birds  as  they  wanton  in  air ; 
My  heart,  how  k  pants  to  be  free, 

My  looks  they  are  wild  with  despair^ 
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Ye  roo6|  where  cold  damps  and  dismay 

With  silence  and  solitude  dwell ; 
How  comfortless  passes  the  day, 

How  sad  tolls  the  evemng  bell  I 

The  owls  from  the  battlements  dry, 
Hollow  winds  seem  to  murmur  around, 

'  O  Mary  prepare  thee  to  die  I' 
My  blood  it  runs  cold  at  the  sound. 

Unchanged  by  the  ngonrs  of  fate, 

I  bum  with  contempt  for  my  foes ; 
Though  fortune  has  doud)^  my  s^ate,. 

This  hope  shall  enlighten  its  dose. 

False  woman  I  in  ages  to  come 

Thy  malice  detested  shall  be ; 
And  when  we  are  cold  in  the  tomb, 

The  heart  still  shall  sorrow  for  me. 

Mti  Hunter. 


L 


na 


Tu:1Mke% 


\%  down  iiK  liffimii; 

Hm!  ftlsve  it  wmm^an^m  \m 
Hm  tmV%  «bort  Sabbath  ilecfHii^, 
VihSiti  Tfmnd  wmd  romd  die  ijiapiic  bat 
I'nwesaiisil  wauh  is  keeping. 
The  Hindoo  modier^s  hnp  is  fed, 
<^)'er  uleej^mg  foniM  its  fight  is  shed. 
And  she  hath  ta'en  her  midnight  seat 
With  fly-flaps  at  her  chDdren's  feet, 
llie  irea^er's  restless  task  is  o*er, 
ITie  raised  canoe  is  on  the  shore, 
Niir  longer  to  the  honter  s  voice 
J'he  echoes  of  the  hills  rejoice  ; 
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Night  is  the  honr^  anfVe«rtJi  and  8ky 
In  undi8tusb«!€l  stilluess  lie. 

Hark !  what  oomes  Bounding  down  the  vale 
With  startling  shriek  and  sudden  wail? 
As  if  some  homeward  wanderer^ 

With  heedless  .stepi  had  strayed. 
Deep  through  the  tangling  thiokgto  p^mr 

The  boa's  lair  was.  madey 
And  saw  the  monster's  kunplike  eye, 
Fixed  on  him.  fiill*and(8leadilyi^ 
Its  boding  soundi  hath  staiSled  sleep, . 
And  dreameninonk their  conehes.leapv 
And  many  a  mothef^. maddening  eye- 
Turns  from  her  children  to  the  sky ; 
And  many  a  dark  red  turban  shines ; 
And  far  in  long  embattled  lines, 
Beneath  the  torchlight — widely  glance 
The  bright  maschett^*— the  pennoned  >laDce — 
The  Persian  s  courser  plunges  on 
In  wild  and  rude  capariaon, 
His  dark  red  scarf  t^ehind  him  streaming, 
His  buckler's  sheen  around  him  gleaming — 
And  there  the  dark  Hindoos  are  grouped 
With  white  sleevea  tP  the  shoulder  locked  ;,* . 


»!'? 
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And  BHUiy  a  brown  wad  hnemaj  finb 

With  gems  wad  mtwwr  Ummd^ 
Ma?w  m  the  iftrtmce  dark  and  gnm» 

As  if  it  qpvned  the  grand. 
And  imiiy  a  wild  dikled  eye 
Like  fliowflakes  on  a  winter  eky, 

Gkres  •'er  the  dmkf  cheek  ; 
And  raod  the  foreheadhig^  and  bold. 
The  costly  shawl  entwinesits  Mi 

O'er  lini^  daik  and  thkk. 
And  yen  and  whoop  tfarooghoot  the  crowd,. 
At  intervals  ling  ioog  and  lond— 
Andjoni^  knifies  are  blandishing^ 
And  battle  songs  the  negroes  sing* 

A.B.P. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  AUTHOR'S  SON. 

We'll  find  relief  in  sense  of  deep  endnring, 
We'll  seek  ddight  in  tbiDking  iH  post  curing ; 
And  we  will  show  allegiance  to  our  child. 
Fixed  as  his  lore  iofr  ns-— dbangeless  and  mild : 
Hours,  days,  and  nMmUis,  and  years,  shall  pass  away. 
His  sightly  form,  now  stiffened,  shall  decay. 
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His  eyes  our  pride,  his  limbs  our  decent  care, 

His  gentle  movthy  his  clean  and  silky  hair/ 

His  round  and  restless  hands,  that  wanned  and  slid         \ 

In  ours— liis  feet  still  running  where  we  bid — 

His  arms  that  drew  him  to  his  mother's  breast, 

His  lips  that  kissed  her  when  he  went  to  rest — 

The  graceful,  tender,  carriage  of  his  joy, 

When  she  came  forth,  led  by  her  darling  boy, 

Who,  as  the  morning  grew>  and  she  lay  sleeping. 

Was  looking,  listening,  and  <m  tip-toe  creeping, 

Restless,  yet  checking  his  sdidtude. 

Lest  aught  should  reach  her  of  disturbance  rude — 

Then  springing  like  a  bird,  when  gleamed  her  eye, 

That  her  first  sight  on  his  bleat  smile  might  lie. 

****** 

At  last  it  came — and  something  told  its  coming ! 
As  midnight  drew,  we  heard,  or  felt  a  humming, 
As  if  on  muffled  wheels  approached  a  Power 
That  could  dismay  our  sOnls,  and  blot  the  hour  I 
We  knew  a  fetal  presence  in  the  room, 
And  knew  that  it  was  come  to  take  our  boy ; 
From  shadowy  wings  there  seemed  to  spread  a  gkram*. 
To  make  existence  pant,  and  smothw  joy: 
A  freezing  instmct  told  na  death  was  near  ; 
Our  hearts  shrieked  inwardly  in  inortal  fear:; 


Tint  »ii]ky  'aidaiiJn  fCrudk  the  teal 

And  that,  wWe  odien  took  iharjaj,  or  sleep. 

\\>  o'er  bii  eoffoe  »  HbSr  wstdb  dioHld  keep : 

We  heed  the  Uait  the  omto  iro  feh  it  |iierce. 

And  dared  die  figlitmif  mwe  wmw  it  fiace. 

We  hnfEind  omielfeo  iIhc  we  Ind  oot  oao  tee 

To  look  to  now,  in  this  gnal  teeign  ptee: 

And  when  we  thought  of  hone,  'twas  with  a  ttait. 

An  if  it  were  the  world's  detested  part ; 

Yet  thi4  was  new — for  luiMseily  'twas  sweet 

To  flit  tmd  think  when  he  and  1^  shook!  meet. 

Tft^n  fare  thee  well !  thoi^  stiH  to  thee,  sweet  dnld ! 

'ITiy  father  looked,  to  feel  thy  spirit  mild 

Conui  on  his  heart,  pertvbed  thoughts  to  soothe. 

Am  oil  npon  the  water  steals  to  smooth ; 

1 'hough  the  soft  hreadnngs  of  diy  happy' sleep, 

Heard  in  the  morning  as  he  wakefdl  lay, 

Seemod,  like  commissioned  whi^rings,  to  creep, 

I'Hidiric^  to  purity  and  peace  the  day ; 
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AHhough  thon  tmght'st  him  more  than  he  could  teach 
In  torn  to  thee— and  to  his  wants  gave  more 
Than  thjr  yontlj's  weakness  ever  did  beseech ; 
And  though  no  power  thy  presence  can  restore — 
Yet,  since  the  loss  is  ours—the  gain  is  thine — 
Since  thou,  perhaps,  may'st  elsewhere  brighter  shine — 
We  wiH  despair — bat  we  will  not  repine. 

Farewell,  on  earth !  I  firmly  say  £Brewell ! 
Though  back  upon  me  falls  the  echoing  knell ; 
A  groan  of  emptiness  from  what  was  fuH — 
A  wail  of  gloominess  from  what  was  fair ; 
Although  the  utterance  soenu^  n^y  soul  to  pull. 
To  dissipate  it  with  the  word  in  air ! 
FareweU  to  thee  is  an  adieu  to  all — 
My  portion  here  hath  still  been  scant  and  small. 
Till  thou  wast  given,  a  treasure  to  my  need. 
In  whose  enjoyment  I  was  rich  indeed : 
And  now  I'm  left  again — poor — ^very  poor  I 
Condemned  without  an  object,  to  endnre^ 
Seeking  to  rest,  yet. forced  to  stnmble  through : 
Life*s  picture  sinks  into  one  jaundiced  hue — 
The  foreground  stormy,  and  the  distance  dark — 
A  coyeriDg  deluge,  but  without  an  9f]&. 

Jo/m  ScQtty  Esq 
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EXTRACT  FROM  THE  BEDOUINS, 

The  firefl)r*8  lamp  is  on  the  air, 
Hie '  wild*  gazellJB  is  in  hi6  laii^, 
And  through  the  hnsh  with  stealthy  foot 
The  oifsce  begins  his  noisel^  route ; 
The  alligators  babe-like  cry, 
Comes^  through  the  hushed  air  wailingly, 
As  down  the  broad  and'  silent  streBin    ' 
It  glides  like  idiadows  through  a  dream. 
The  slave  is  swinging  in  his  mat, 
His  toiFs  short  Sabbath  sleeping, 
While  round  and  round  the  vampire  bat 
Unwearied  watch  is  keeping. 
The  Hindoo  mother's  lamp  is  fed, 
O'er  sleeping  forms  its  light  is  shed. 
And  she  hath  ta'en  her  midnight  seat 
With  fly-flaps  at  her  children's  feet. 
The  weaver's  restless  task  is  o'er. 
The  raised  canoe  is  on  the  shore, 
Nor  longer  to  the  hunter  s  voice 
The  echoes  of  the  hills  rejoice  ; 
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Night  is  the  honr^  andeaflrth  and  sky 
In  undistusbiKl  stilluess  lie. 

Hark  !  what  oomes  souhdiiigf  down  the  vale 
With  startling  shriek  and  sudden  wail  ? 
As  if  some  homeward  wanderer,-    = 

With  heedless  'Stepi  had  strayed. 
Deep  through  the  tangling  thiofcete  tvhtvs 

The  boa's  lair  was.  made. 
And  saw  the  monster's  lamplike  eye^ 
Fixed  on  him.  fnlL' and (Steadilyi 
Its  boding  sound  hath  startled  sleep^ . 
And  dreamers  insmj  their  eouehes  leapv  ^ 
And  many  a  nMthev'eiBDMddBning  eye^ 
Turns  from  her  children  to  the  sky ; 
And  many  a  dark  red  turban  shines ; 
And  far  in  long  embattled  lines, 
Beneath  the  torchlight — widely  glance 
The  bright  maschetjte*— the  pennonod  Jaoce — 
The  Persian  s  courser  plunges  on 
In  wild  and  rude  capariaon, 
His  dai'k  red-sqarf  t^efaind  him  streamings 
His  buckler's  sbeen  aix)und  him  gleaming — 
And  there  the  dark  Hindoos  are  grouped 
With  white  %leevea^  the  shoulder  looped ;.' , 


gl*? 
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And  many  a  brown  and  brawny  fimb 

With  gems  and  silver  b<nmd» 
Moves  in  the  distance  dark  and  grim^ 

As  if  it  spurned  the  ground. 
And  many  a  wild  dikted  eye 
Like  snowflakes  on  a  winter  sky, 

Ghores  o'er  the  dusky  cheek  ; 
And  roond  the  forehead  hig^  and  bold. 
The  cosdy  shawl  entwines  its  fold 

0*er  ringlets  dark  and  thick* 
And  yell  and  whoq>  durong^nt  the  crowd,. 
At  intervals  ring  long  and  kmd— - 
And  jaofjie  knives  are  brandishing. 
And  battle  soogs  the  negroes  sing» 

A.  B.  P. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  AUTHOR'S  SON. 

We'll  find  relief  in  sense  of  deep  enduring, 
We'll  seek  delight  in  thioking  ill  post  coring; 
And  we  will  show  allegiance  to  oar  child, 
Fixed  as  his  love  iofr  ns-T^bangeless  and  mild : 
Hours,  days,  and  months,  and  years,  shall  pass  away. 
His  sightly  form,  now  stiffened,  shaH  decay. 
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His  eyes  our  pride,  his  limbs  oar  decent  care. 

His  gentle  mouth,  his  clean  and  silky  hair, 

His  round  and  restless  hands,  that  warmed  and  slid         \ 

In  ours— his  feet  still  running  where  we  bid — 

His  arms  that  drew  him  to  his  mother's  breast, 

His  lips  that  kissed  her  when  he  went  to  rest — 

The  graceful,  tender,  carriage  of  his  joy. 

When  she  came  f(Ml;h,  led  by  her  darling  boy, 

Who,  as  the  morning  grew,  and  she  lay  sleeping. 

Was  looking,  listening,  and  on  tip-toe  creeping, 

Restless,  yet  checking  his  sdlidtude. 

Lest  aught  should  reach  her  of  disturbance  rude — 

Then  springing  like  a  bird,  when  gleamed  her  eye. 

That  her  first  sight  on  his  blest  smile  might  lie. 

At  last  it  came— and  something  told  its  coming ! 

As  midnight  drew,  we  heard,  or  felt  a  humming,. 

As  if  on  muffled  wheels  approached  a  Power 

That  could  dismay  our  sctak,  and  blot  the  hour  I 

We  knew  a  fatal  presence  in  the  room, 

And  knew  that  it  was  come  to  take  our  boy ; 

From  shadowy  wings  there  seemed  to  spread  a  gkwm,.  • 

To  make  existence  paAt,  and  smothw  joy: 

A  freezing  instinct  told  ue  death  was  near ; 

Our  hearts  shrieked  inwardly  in  mortal  fea£  ; 
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And  many  a  brown  and  brawny  limb 

Witb  gems  and  silrer  boand» 
Moves  in  the  distance  dark  and  grim^ 

As  if  it  spumed  the  ground. 
And  many  a  wild  dilated  eye 
Like  snowflakea  on  a  winter  sky. 

Glares  o'er  the  dusky  cheek  ; 
And  round  the  iorehead  high  and  bold» 
The  costly  shawl  entwines  its  fold 

0*er  rii^lets  dark  and  thick; 
And  yell  and  whoop  throughout  the  crowd, 
At  intervals  ring  Jong  and  kmd-» 
And  jungle  knives  are  brandishing, 
And  battle  songs  the  negroes  sing» 

A.  B.  P. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  AUTHOR'^S  SON. 

We'll  find  relief  in  sense  of  deep  enduring, 
We'll  seek  delight  in  thinking  iH  pest  curing; 
And  we  will  show  allegiance  to  our  child, 
Fixed  as  bis  love  4br  us— changeless  and  mild : 
Hours,  days,  and  months,  and  years,  shall  pass  away, 
His  sightly  form,  now  stiffened^  shall  decay. 
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His  eyes  our  pride,  Ids  limbs  oar  decest  care, 

His  gentle  rnovth,  his  cleeui  and  silky  hair, 

His  round  and  restless  hands,  that  warmed  and  slid         \ 

In  ours— his  feet  still  running  where  we  bid — 

His  arms  that  drew  him  to  his  mother's  breast, 

His  lips  that  kissed  her  when  he  went  to  rest- — 

The  graceful,  tender,  carriage  of  his  joy. 

When  she  came  forth,  led  by  her  dariing  boy, 

Who,  as  the  morning  grew,  and  she  lay  sleeping. 

Was  looking,  listening,  and  on  tip*toie  creeping, 

Restless,  yet  checking  his  solidtude. 

Lest  aught  should  reach  her  of  disturbance  rude — 

Then  springing  like  a  bird,  when  gleamed  her  eye. 

That  her  first  sight  on  his  Ueat  smile  might  lie. 

At  last  it  came— and  something  told  its  coming ! 

As  midnight  drew,  we  heard,  or  felt  a  humming,. 

As  if  on  muffled  wheels  approached  a  Power 

That  could  dismay  our  s^tak,  and  blot  the  hoar  I 

We  knew  a  fatal  presence  in  the  room, 

And  knew  that  it  was  cod^e  to  take  our  boy ; 

From  shadowy  wings  there  seemed  to  spread  a  ^^m,.  . 

To  make  existence  pant,  and  smother  joy9 

A  freezing  instinct  told  U8  death  was  near ; 

Our  hearts  shridckl  inwardly  in  laortalfeafi; 
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Yet  we  were  mute— 4ind  on  the  sufferer's  bed 

We  threw  oorsehres,  and  held  bis  breathiiif  head  ;'^— ^ 

Held  bim,  m  one  who  drowns,  holds  to  the  sand, 

That  crumbles  as  he  clangs — and  folk  about  his  baflwL 

«  #  •  *  #  *. 

We  marked  the  time,  and  sbndderhig  said*  'tw»  well, 
That  sulky  midnight  struck  the  fieital  knell. 
And  that,  whUe  oth«<s  took  their  joy,  or  sleep, 
We  o'er  his  corse  a  chilly  watob  should  keep ; 
We  faced  the  blast  the  more  we'feh  it  pierce^ 
And  dared  the  lightning  as  we-  saw  it  fierce. 
We  hugged  ourseb^es  thac  We  hlid  not  one  face 
To  look  to  now,  in  this  great  foreign  place : 
And  \dien  we  thought  of  home,  'twas  with  a  start. 
As  if  it  were  the  world's  detested  part ; 
Yet  this  was  new-^— for  formerly  'twas  sweet 
To  sit  and  think  when  he  and  ihet/  should  meet. 

Then  fare  thee  well !  though  still  to  thee^  sweet  drild! 
Thy  father  looked,  tO"  feel' thy  spirit  mild 
Come  on  his  hisart,  perturbed' thoughts  to  soothe. 
As  oil  upon  iJie  water  steals  to  smooth  ; 
Though  the  soft  breathings  of  thy  happy  sleep. 
Heard  in  the  morning  as  he  wakeful  layj 
Seemed,  like  commissioned  whisperings,  to  creep. 
Finding  to  purity  and  peace  the  day ; 
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Although  thoa  tmight'st  him  more  than  he  could  teach 
In  turn  to  thee— end  to  his  wants  gave  more 
Than  thy  youth's  weakness  ever  did  beseech ; 
And  though  no  power  thy  presence  can  restore — 
Yet,  since  the  loss  is  ours — ^the  gain  is  thine — 
Since  thou,  perhaps,  may'st  elsewhere  brighter  shine — 
We  will  despair — but  we  will  not  repine. 

Farewell,  on  earth !  I  firmly  say  furewell ! 
Though  back  upon  me  fialls  the  echoing  knell ; 
A  groan  of  emptiness  from  what  was  fu)I — 
A  wail  of  gloominess  from  what  was  fair ; 
Although  the  utterance  seemi^  my  soul  to  pull, 
To  dissipate  it  with  the  word  in  air  I 
Farewell  to  thee  is  an  adieu  to  all — 
My  portion  here  hath  still  been  scant  and  small. 
Till  thou  wast  given,  a  treasure  to  my  need. 
In  whose  enjoyment  I  was  rich  indeed : 
And  now  I'm  left  again — poor-<-yery  poor  I 
Condenmed  widiottt  an  object. to  endure. 
Seeking  to  rest,  yet  forced  to  stnmble  through : 
Life's  picture  sinks  into  one  jaundiced  hue — 
The  foreground  stormy,  and  the  distance  dark — 
A  covering  deluge>  but.  without  an  ark*. 

Jolm  ScoUy  Esq 
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BEAUTY. 

•     I.     ■     • 
Ohl  brighter  than  the  brigfateat  star, 

That  glimmen  ihrongh  the  hase  of  ni^. 
When  the  blue  vatdt  of  heaven  afar 

Is  studded  o*er  with  silver  light ; 
And  brighter  than  that  brilliant  sky, 
May  be  the  glance  of  woman's  eye* 

II. 
Oh  I  lovely  as  the  golden  ray 

Of  Bunshme  sleeping  on  the  glade, 
When  morning  brightens  into  day. 

And  in  its  radiance  melts  the  shade ; 
And  lovelier  llian  that  gorgeous  smi, 
May  be  the  smile  from  woman  won. 

III. 
Bnt  beauty  shines' not,  may  not  shine, 

In  brightness  from  a  woman's  eye  ; 
Nor  does  she  in  a  smile  recline, 

Blooming,  as  flowerets  do,  to  die. 
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All  earth-bom  chaims  shall  fade  in  death. 
Nor  change  nor  ruin  beauty  hath. 

IV. 

She  dwells  but  in  the  pious  mind, 

Apart  for  erer  from  decay, 
Where  liyeathe  light  of  heavenly  kind. 

That  diines  ^  unto  the  perfect  day.' 
Where  Mih  and  hq>e  their  joy  impart. 
Her  home  is  in  the  virtuous  heart. 

WtUiatn  Anderson. 


DISSENSION  FROM  CALUMNY- 

Alas !  they  had  been  fnends  in  youth; 
But  whispering  tongues  can  poison  truth ; 
And  constancy  Uvea  in  reahns  abore ; 
And  life  is  thorny;  and  youlk  is  vain ; 
And  to  be  wroth  with  one  we  love, 
Doth  work  like  madness  in  the  brain. 
And  thus  it  chavueed,  as  I  diyine, 
With  Rowland  and  Sir  Jj^f^ism* 
Each  spake  words  of.  high  disdain  . . . 
And  insult  to  his  heart's  best  brother : 
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They  parted — ^ne'lsr  to  meet  «gain  I 

But  never  either  found  another 

To  free  the  hollow  heart  from  paining — 

They  stood  aloof,  the  scars  remaining, 

Like  cli^  whidi  had  been  rent  asnnder ; 

A  dreary  sea  now  flows  between, 

But  neither  heal,  nor  frost,  nor  tlittnder, 

Shall  wholly  do  away,  I  ween, 

The  marks  <tf  that  which  once  halfa  been. 


Cdyridffe. 


MUSIC. 

Nay,  tell  me  not  of  lordly  htSkk  1 

My  Minstrek  are  the  trees, 
The  moss  and  l^e  rook  are  my  tapeirtried  walls, 

Earth's  sotmda  my  s]ritt|^Bi0S. 

There's  mn^  Btv^tef  to  my  sonl 
In  the  weed  by  the  wild  wind  iknned''^ 

In  the  heave  of  the  Mtfge,  than  ever  stde 
From  mortal  ttitMrere  haad. 
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There's  mighty  music  in  the  roar 

Of  the  oaks  on  the  mountain's  side, 
When  the  whirlwind  bursts  on  thebr  foreheads  hoar, 

And  the  lighUiings  flash  bhie  and  wide. 

There's  mighty  music  in  the  BWdl 

Of  Winter's  midnight  waye--*- 
When  all  akore  is  the  thonder  ped» 

And  all  below  is  ^  grave. 

There's  music  in  the  city's  imm> 

Heard  in  ihe  noimtide  gkre. 
When  its  thousand  mingliiif  TOioes  come 

On  the  breast  of  the  suhry  air. 

There's  music  in  the  mwxroM  swing 

Of  the  lonely  Tillage  beU, 
And  think  of  the  spirit  upon  liie  wing 

Released  by  its  solemn  knel). 

Tliere's  music  in  the  forest-stream^ 

As  it  plays  through  the  deep  ravine, 
Where  never  Summer's  breath  or  beam 

Has  pierced  its  woodland  screen. 
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There's  music^in  the  thundering  sweep 

Of  the  mountain  wateriaUy 
As  its  torrents  stmggley  and  foam,  and  lea;). 

From  the  brow  of  its  marble  walL 

There's  music  in  the  dawning  mom» 
Ere  the  lark  his  pinion  driefr-— 

Tis  the  rush  of  the  breeze  Aroagh  the  dewy  corn- 
Through  the  garden's  perfumed  dyes. 

There's  music  on  the  twilight  cloud, 
As  the  clanging  wild  swans  spring, 

As  homewards  the  screaming  rarens  crowd, 
Like  squadrons  upon  the  wing. 

There's  music  in  the  d^th  of  night. 

When  the  world  is  still  and  dim, 
And  the  stars  flame  out  in  their  pomp  of  light, 

Like  thrones  of  the  Cherubim  I 

Anon, 
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HYMN  BEFORE  SUNRISE. 

Hast  thou  a  chann  to  stay  the  iiM>niing  star 
In  his  steep  course  ?  so  long  he  seems  to  pause 
On  thy  bald  awlxd  head^  O  sovran  Blanc ! 
The  Ary6  and  Anreiron  at  thy  hase 
Rave  ceaselessly ;  but  thou,  most  awful  form ! 
Risest  from  forth  thy  silent  sea  of  pines, 
How  silently  !  aromid  thee  ahd  above 
Deep  is  the  air  and  dark,  substantial  black, 
An'  ebon  mass :  metfainks  thou  piercest  it, 
As  with  a  wedge  I  but  when  I  look  again, 
It  is  thine  own  calm  home,  thy  crystal  shrine. 
Thy  habitation  from  <etemity  I 

0  dread  and  silent  mount  I  I  gased  upon  thee, 
TiU  thou,  still  present  to  the  bodily  sense, 

Didst  vanish  from  my  thought :  entranced  in  prayer 

1  worshipped  the  Invisible  alone. 

Yet,  like  some  sweet  beguiling  melody. 
So  sweet,  we  know  not  we  are  listening  to  it. 
Thou,  the  meanwhile,  wast  blending  with  my  thoughts, 
Yea,  with  my  life  and  life's  own  secret  joy : 
Till  the  dilating  soul,  enrapt,  transfused, 

VOL.  II.  L 
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Into  the  mighty  yision  passing — there, 

As  in  her  natural  form,  swelled  vast  to  heaven ! 

Awake,  my  soul  I  not  only  passive  praise 
Thoa  owest  I  not  done  liiese  sweffing  tears, 
Mute  thanks  and  secret  ecstasy  I  awake, 
Voice  oi  sweet  song  I  awake^  my  bear^  awake  ( 
Green  vales  and  icy  cU£b  all  j<M&  my  hymn. 

Thou  first  and  chid^,  sole  sovran  of  the  rshe  I 
O  strolling  with  the  darkness  sU  the  nigfaft, 
And  visited  all  night  by  troops  of  stars, 
Or  when  they  climb  the  sky,  or  when  they  -sink; 
Companion  of  the  mcnniing  star  at  daton. 
Thyself  earth's  rof^  stair,  and  ef  the  dawn 
Co-herald  I  wake,  O  wake,  and  titter  praise  I 
'  Who  sank  thy  sunless  pillars  deep  in  earth  ? 
Who  filled  thy  comitenanoe  with  rosy  l%lit  ? 
Who  made  thee  parent  of  peipetual  streams  ? 

And  you,  ye  five  wild  torrents  ifiereely  glad  ! 
Who  called  you  forth  from  night  and  utter  death, 
From  dark  and  icy  caverns  called  you  forth, 
Down  those  precipitous,  bladk,  jagged  rocks. 
For  ever  shattered,  and  the  same  for  ever  ? 
Who  gave  you  your  invulnerable  life, 
Your  strength,  your  q)eed,  your  fury,  and  your  joy. 
Unceasing  thunder,  and  «tecnal  foam  ? 
And  who  commanded  {and  the  silence  came); 
"  *  Here  let  the  billows  stiffen,  and  have  rest  ?' 
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Ye  icy-falls !  y!e  that  kom  tbe  tnomtibum'a  braw 
Adown  enormous  Tavines  slope  lunahi-^ 
Torrents,  medunks,  that  keand  a  niglity  vmce. 
And  stopped  at  onco  amid  their  maddert  phmge  I 
Motionless  torrents  I  silent  oataraot^  I 
Who  made  you  giorious  as  the  gates  of  heaTon 
Beneath  the  keen  l«ll  mooo'?  Wfao  bode  iJbe  svn 
Clothe  you  with  raiaboirs  P  Who  with  liviag  flowers 
Of  loveliest  bkiey  spread  ^ariaads  at  your  feet  ?-«**• 
God  I  let  the  torrents,  liJkie  a  shout  oi  nations, 
Answer !  and  let  the  ioe-flakis  echo,  God  I 
God  I  sing,  ye  meadow  streams,  with  gladsome  voice ! 
Ye  pine-groves,  with  your  soft  and  soul-like  sounds ! 
And  they  too  have  a  voice,  yon  piles  of  snow, 
And  in  their  perilous  Sail  shall  thunder,  God ! 

Ye  lively  flowers  that  skirt  ihe  eternal  frost  I 
Ye  wild  goats  sporting  round  the  eagle's  nest  I 
Ye  eagles,  playmates  of  the  woimtaiB  sUnm ! 
Ye  lightnings,  the  dread  arrows  of  the  (^ouds  I 
Ye  signs  and  wonders  of  die  elemte^t  I 
Utter  forth  God,  and  fill  the  hills  with  praise  I 

Once  more,  hoar  mount  1  with  thy  sky-pointing  peaks. 
Oft  from  whose  feet  Ithe  avalanche,  unheard 
Shoots  downward,  glittering  through  the  pure  ^einene 
Into  the  depths  of  douds  tbftt  iviei)  t^by  (hrefvstr*- 
Thou  too  again,  stupei^ous  momit^  I  tinw 

l2 
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That  as  I  raise  my  head,  awhile  bowed  low 
In  adoration,  upward  from  thy  base 
Slow-travelling  with  dim  eyes  sufinsed  with  tears^ 
Solemnly  seemesti  like  a  vapoury  cloud. 
To  rise  before  me^rise,  O  ever  rise, 
Rise  like  a  cloud  of  incense,  from  the  earth  ! 
Thou  kingly  spirit  throned  among  the  hills, 
Thou  dread  ambassador  from  earth  to  heaven. 
Great  Hierarch  I  tell  thou  the  silent  sky, 
And  teH  the  stars,  and  tell  yon  rising  sun, 
Earth,  with  her  thousand  voices,  praises  God.  -  ' 

Coleridge, 


JOY. 


Joy  is  a  fruit  that  will  not  grow 

In  nature's  barren  soil ; 
All  we  can  boast  till  Christ  we  know, 

Is  vanity  and  toil. 

But  where  the  Lord  has  planted  grace, 
And  made  his  glories  known ; 

There  frrdts  of  heavenly  joy  and  peace 
Are  found,  and  there  alone. 
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A  bleeding  Sayiour,  seen  by  ftdtb, 

A  sense  of  pardoning  love ; 
A  h<^  that  triumphs  over  death, 

Give  joys  like  those  above. 

To  take  a  gUmpee  within  the  vail. 

To  know  that  God  is  mine. 
Are  springs  of  joys  that  never  fail. 

Unspeakable  I  divine  I 

These  are  the  joys  which  satisfy, 

And  sanctify  the  mind ; 
Which  make  the  spirit  mount  on  high, 

And  leave  the  world  behind. 

No  more,  believers,  mourn  your  lot ; 

But  if  you  are  the  Lord's, 
Resign  to  them  that  know  him  not 

Such  joys  as  earth  affords. 

Newton, 

l3 


230  TRB  POETICAL  MELANGES. 

That  as  I  raise  my  head,  awhile  bowed  low 
In  adoration,  upward  from  thy  base 
Slow-travelling  with  dim  eyes  sofinsed  with  tears^ 
Solemnly  seemest,  like  a  vapoury  cloud, 
To  rise  before  me — ^rise,  O  eVer  rise, 
Rise  like  a  doud  of  incense,  from  the  earth  ! 
Thou  kingly  spirit  throned  among  the  hiUs, 
Thou  dread  ambassador  from  earth  to  heaven^ 
Great  Hierarch  I  tell  thou  the  silent  sky, 
And  teH  the  stars,  and  tell  yon  rising  sun. 
Earth,  with  her  thousand  voices,  piloses  God. . 

Coleridge, 


JOY. 


Joy  is  a  fruit  that  will  not  grow 

In  nature's  barren  soil ; 
All  we  can  boast  till  Christ  we  know, 

Is  vanity  and  toil. 

But  where  the  Lord  has  planted  grace, 
And  made  his  glories  known ; 

There  fruits  of  heavenly  joy  and  peace 
Are  found,  and  there  alone* 


ri 
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THE  BIRTH  OF  JESUSu 

Kow  is  the  time  completed, 
Now  d(xme»  the  Afipointed  hkmri^' 
Now  deatib  %htlXk  be  defeated^  "■ 
Our  pt^miged  Rrinte  is  born^ 

Yet  note  of  preparation^ 
Or  sound  of  joy  is  aone  t 
But  over  all  the  ntttiott^ 
A  sleep  proiSoifliid  has  gone. 

The  shades  of  midnight  closings 
No  cheering  ray  afford; 
All  nature  is  reposingy 
Unmindful  of  the  L<Mrd. 

Is  this  the  welcome  given. 
To  God's  eternal  Son  ? 
And  to  the  Prince  of  Heaven^ 
Is  this  the  homage  done  ? 

Earth  and  her  nations  slumber> 
Nor  raise  one  greeting  voice ;, 


VnaHe  aagels  without  number^ 
In  loftiest  fitraiiis  rejoice. 


Throughout  the  Jiewish  regicm, 
No  herald's  tnta^  id  there ; 
While  JpefMPen  sendt  £arth  9  hgioB^ 
His  comiag  to  deohve. 


i.i' 


And  iM«k^«^tbe  voice  prodaisiing^ 
(There's  joy  in,  erery  word), 
This  imgihty  Priaee  is  Bamiiig> 
Oar  Savioww^ChrisU^the  Lord. 

Wake,  highly  fieiTonred  nation^ 
And  hail  with  joy  thy  king; 
Yea>  let  the  whole  creattoii 
A  song  of  triomph  sing. 

Let  every  rock  and  mountain 
Repeat  the  angel's  song  I 
Let  every  sea  and  fountain, 
The  glorious  notes  prolong. 

*  All  praise  to  God  in  heaven. 

All  praise  on  earth  below ; 

For  peace  to  man  is  given, 

And  gtace  doth  overflow.'  J*  B. 
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THE  ORPHAN  BOY. 

Alas !  I  am  an  orphan  boy. 

With  nought  on  earth  to  dieer  my  heart 
No  fiEither's  lore,  nameither's  joy. 

Nor  kin,  nor  kind,  to  take  my  part. 
My  lodging  k  the  cold-^rfd  gromid  ; 

I  eat  the  bread  of  charity ; 
And,  when  the  kisB  of  lofe  goe^  round> 

There  is-no  kiss,  alas  I  £or  mew 

Yet  once  I  had  a  father  dear, 

A  mother,  too,  I  wont  to  prize. 
With  ready  hand  to  wipe  the  tear — 

If  chanced  a  childish  tear  to  rise  t- 
But  cause  of  tears  was  rarely  found ; 

For  all  my  heart  was  youthful  glee ; 
And,  when  the  ki^  of  love  went  round. 

How  sweet  a  ktss  there  was  for  me  I 

But,  ah  I  there  came  a  war,  they  say — 

What  is  a  war  I  cannot  tell ; 
But  drums  and  fifes  did  sweetly  play. 

And  loudly  rung  our  village  belL 
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In  troth,  it  was  a  pretty  sound, 
I  thou^t !  nor  could  I  thence  foresee 

That,  when  the  kiss  of  love  went  round, 
There  soon  should  he  no  kiss  for  me. 

A  scarlet  coat  my  fietther  took, 

And  sword,  as  bn^t  as  bright  could  be  I 
And  feathers  that  so  gaily  look, 

All  in  a  shining  cap  had  he. 
Then  how  my  little  heart  did  bound ; 

Alas  I  I  thought  it  fine  to  see ; 
Nor  dreamt  that,  when  the  kiss  went  round, 

There  soon  should  be  no  kiss  for  me. 

My  mother  sighed,  my  mother  wept, 

My  fether  talked  of  wealth  and  fame ; 
But  still  she  wept,  and  sighed,  and  wept. 

Till  I,  to  see  her,  did  the  same. 
But  soon  the  horsemen  throng  around. 

My  father  mounts  with  shout  and  glee  : 
Then  gaye  a  kiss  to  all  around ; 

And,  ah !  how  sweet  a  kiss  to  me ! 

But  when  I  found  he  rode  so  fiu*, 

And  came  not  home  as  heretofore, 
I  said  it  was  a  naughty  war, 

And  loved  the  fife  and  drum  no  more. 


S3#  i«s  roBTiCAx  mslasge;. 

My  mother  eft  in  tMn  ^was  drowned^-^ 
Nor  merry  tafey  tior  M«g  faad  she  ; 

Andy  whe»th8  Iwor  of  niglit  eame  nNOi^ 
Sad  was  the  kiBB  she  gave  to  me* 

At  length  the  hett  a^ain  did  ring ; 

There  tvas  n  Tietovy  tliey  said : 
Twas  what  my  firther  said  he'd  bring ; 

Bnty  ah  I  it  bioi^t  my  fiither  dead. 
My  mother  shrwked ;  im  hoart  was  woe ;: 

She  clasped  me  to  her  treaidbliiig  knee.. 
Oh,  God  t  that  yon  may  never  know 

How  wild«  kiaa  she  gave  to  me. 

Bnt  once  again — but  once  again 

These  lips  a  mother  a  kisses  feH ; 
That  once  again-'-that  once  again^-^ 

The  tale  a  heart  of  stone  would  melt ; 
Twas  when  upon  her  deeth4>ed  laid, — 

(Oh,  God  I  oh,  God  I  that  sight  td^aee  I) 
*  My  child ! — my  chihi  I'  she  hMy  aaid^ 

And  gave  a  parting  kiss  to 


So,  now,  I  am  an  orphan  boyy 

With  nought  below  my  heart  to  cheer :: 
No  mother's  love,  no  fiither's  joy, 

Nor  kioa,  nor  kind^  to  wipe  titt  tioar» 
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My  lodging  is  the  €old«-*oold  gronail ; 

I  eal  the  bread  of  eharity; 
And  when  the  kks  of  loTe  geee  round, 
There  is  no  lam  of  leye  for  me* 

But  I  will  to  the  grave  and  weep. 

Where  late  they  laid  my  mother  lowy 
And  buried  her  with  4Mirth  ao  deep» 

All  in  her  shrond  aa  vhite  aa  snow* 
And  there  111  call  on  her  bo  lond, 

All  underoealh  the  chnreh-yard  trec^ 
To  wn^  me  in  her  anow^wUte  ahrond-*- 

For  those  coU  lipa^uce  dear  to  me. 


THE  SOLITAEY  TOMB, 

Not  a  leaf  of  the  tcee  which  atood  near  me  waa  stirred, 
Though  a  breath  mi^t  have  moved  it  so  Hghdy ; 

Nor  a  farewell  note  from  a  aweetnsinging  bird. 
Bade  adieu  to  the  snv  setting  brightly. 


The  aky  was  doi^iiess  and  calm,  except 
In  the  west,  where  the  aim  was  descending ; 

And  there  the  rich  tints  of  the  rainbow  slept, 
As  his  beams  with  their  beauty  were  blending^ 

And  the  evening  star  with  its  ray  so  ;clear, 

So  tremulous,  sofil,  and  tender, 
Had  lit  up  its  lamp,  and  shot  down  from  ita  sphere 

Its  dewy,  delightful  splendour/ 

And  I  stood  all  alone  on  that  gentle  bill) 
With  a  landscape  so  lovely  before  me ; 

And  its  spirit  and  tone,  so  serene  and  stilV 
Seemed  silently  gathering  o*er  me. 

Far  off  was  the  Deben,  whose  briny  flood 

By  its  windy  banks  was  sweeping ; 
And  close  by  the  foot  of  the  hill  where  I  stood 

The  dead  in  their  damp  graves  were  sleeping. 

How  lonely  and  lovely  their  resting-place  seemed  I 
An  enclosure  which  care  could  not  enter ; 

And  how  sweetly  the  gi'ey  lights  of  evening  gleamed 
On  the  solitary  tomb  in  its  centre  I 
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When,  at  morn  or  at  eve,  I  have  wandered  near^ 

And  in  various  lights  have  viewed  it ; 
Witli  what  different  forms  to  frienddiip  dear, 

Have  the  magic  of  fancy  endured  it ! 

It  has  sometimes  seemed  Hke  a  lonely  sail, 

A  white  speck  on  the  emerald  billow ; 
And  at  times  like  a  lamb  in  a  low  grassy  vale, 

Stretched  in  peace  on  its  verdant  pillow. 

But  no  image  of  gloom,  or  of  care,  or  of  strife, 

Hath  it  e*er  given  birth  to,  one  minute ; 
For  lamented  in  death,  as  beloved  in  life, 

Was  he  who  now  slumbers  within  it. 

He  was  one,  who,  in  youth,  on  the  stormy  seas, 

Was  a  far  and  a  fearless  ranger ; 
Who,  borne  on  the  billow,  and  blown  by  the  breeze, 

Had  deemed  lightly  of  death  or  of  danger. 

Yet  in  this  rude  school  had  his  heart  still  kept 

All  the  freshness  of  gendest  feeling ; 
Nor  in  woman's  warm  eye  hath  a  tear  ever  slept 

More  of  softness  and  kindness  revealing. 
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Aifd  here,  wh^i  Ae  bustle  of  yovth  was  past. 
He  lived, — and  he  lored,— and  he  died  too  ;-*- 

O !  why  was  affectJim,  which  death  could  ovt-last, 
A  more  lengthened  enjoyment  denied  to  ? 

But  here  be  slombera !  and  many  iheiia  are 
Who  love  that  lone  tomb,  and  revere  it; 

And  one  for  o£P,  who,  like  eve's  dewy  star, 
Though  at  distance,  in  fietncy  dwells  near  it. 

Barton, 


TO  MY  DAUGHTER,  ON  THE  MORNING  OF 

HER  BUITH.DAY. 

Hail  to  this  teeming  stage  of  strife«*- 
Hail,  lovely  miniature  of  life  I 
Pilgrim  of  many  cares  imtold  I 
Lamb  of  the  world's  extended  ibid  I 
Fountain  of  hopes,  and  doubts,  and  fears  I 
Sweet  promise  of  ecstatic  years  I 
How  fainly  would  I  bend  the  knee. 
And  turn  idolater  to  thee  ! 
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*Tis  nature's  wotiriiq»-^fe]t^— confest 
Far  as  the  Hfe  vMdtt  warms  the  liretBt ! 
The  sturdy  savage  'midst  his  ckiD, 
The  rudest  portraiture  of  mail,    . 
In  trackless  woods,  and  boundless  plains^ 
Where  eveiiastiiig  wfldness  reigns. 
Owns  the  still  throb— tke  secret  slar^— 
The  hidden  impulse  of  the  heart. 

Dear  babe  I  ere  yet  upon  thy  years 
The  sou  of  human  Tice  appean^— 
Ere  passion  hath  disturbed  diy  cheek, 
And  prompted  what  thou  daifst  not  speak, 
Ere  that  pale  lip  is  blanched  with  care. 
Or  from  those  eyes  shoot  fierce  despair, 
Would  I  could  meet  thine  imtuned  ear. 
And  greet  it  with  a  father's  prayer. 

But  little  reck^st  thou,  O  my  chikl  I 
Of  travail  on  life's  lliomy  idkl, 
Of  all  the  dangers,  all  the  woea» 
Each  loitering  footstep  which  iadose--- 
Ah!  little  reck'st  thou  of  tbe  scene 
So  darkly  wrought,  dtat  speeds  between 
The  little  all  we  here  can  fiad 
And  the  dark  mystic  tfhm  behind  | 


1 
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Little  reck'st  thou,  my  eaiiiest  bom  I 

Of  clouds  that  gather  round  thy  morn, 

Of  arts  to  lure  thy  soul  astray, 

Of  snares  that  intersect  thy  way. 

Of  secret  foes,  of  friends  untrue, 

Of  fiends  who  stab  the  heart  they  woo — 

Little  thou  reck'st  of  this  sad  stwe  I 

Would  thou  might'st  never  reck  them  more  ! 

\ 

But  thou  wilt  burst  this  transient  sleep. 
And  thou  wilt  wake,  my  babe,  to  weep — 
The  tenant  of  a  frail  abode, 
Thy  tears  must  flow,  as  mine  have  flowed — 
Beguiled  by  follies,  every  day. 
Sorrow  must  wash  thy  faults  away ; 
And  thou  ma/st  wake  perchance  to  prove 
The  pang  of  unrequited  love. 

Unconscious  babe !  tho*  on  that  brow 
No  half-fledged  misery  nestles  now — 
Scarce  round  those  placid  lips  a  smile 
Maternal  fondness  shall  beguile, 
Ere  the  moist  footsteps  of  a  tear 
Shall  plant  their  dev^  traces  there. 
And  prematurely  pave  the  way 
For  sorrows  of  a  riper  day. 
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Oh  I  could  a  father's  prayer  repel 

The  eye's  sad  grief,  the  bosom's  swell  \ 

Or  could  a  father  hope  to  bear 

A  darling  child's  allotted  care-^ 

Then  thou,  my  babe,  should'st  slumber  still. 

Exempted  from  all  human  iU ; 

A  parent's  love  thy  peace  should  free, 

And  ask  its  wounds  again  for  ^ee* 

Sleep  on,  my  child,  thy  slumber  brief 
Too  soon  shall  meh  away  to  grief—- 
Too  soon  tbe  dawn  of  woe  shall  break, 
And  briny  lills  bedew  thy  cheek-^ 
Too  soon  jshall  sadness  quench  those  eyes. 
That  breast  be  agonized  with  sighs, 
And  anguish  o  er  the  beams  of  noon 
Lead  clouds  of  cai'e — ah  I  much  too  soon. 

Soon  wilt  thou  reck  of  cares  unknown, 
Of  wants  and  sorrows  all  thine  own, 
Of  many  a  pang  and  many  a  woe, 
That  thy  dear  sex  alone  can  know — 
Of  many  an  ill,  untold,  unsung, 
That  will  not,  may  not  find  a  tongue  ; 
But,  kept  concealed  without  control. 
Spread  the  fell  cancers  of  the  soul  I 
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Yet  be  thy  lot»  my  habe^  moce  Uest-^ 
May  joy  stitt  nniMMte  thy  braatt  I 
Still  'midst  thy  least  pcophiQas  days 
Shedding  its  rich  inspiring  nys  I 
A  fidier's  hsarl  ahall  daily  bear 
Thy  name  upon  its  secret  prayer ; 
Andy  as  he  aedca  his  last  repose^ 
Thine  image  ease  life's  parting  throes. 

Then  hail  sweet  wbuatiire  of  life  I 
Hail)  to  this  teemii^  stage  of  strilsl 
Pilgrim  of  many  cares  mitold ! 
Lamb  of  the  woild's  extended  fold  I 
Fomitain  of  hopesy  and  doabts^  and  feani> 
Sweet  promise  of  ecstatic  years ! 
How  fainly  would  I  bend  the  knee^ 
And  turn  idolater  to  thee  I 


Byron, 


THE  FUGITIVE. 

Oft  have  I  seen  yon  solitary  mai^ 

Pacing  the  upland  meadow.     On  his  hasfw 

Sits  melancholy,  marked  with  decoit  pride^ 
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As  it  would  fl^  the  busy  tauntiBg  wwld. 
And  feed  upmi  leflectknk     Soinetiiiie%  ncB7 
The  foot  of  an  old  tree  he  takes  his  seat; 
And  with  the  (mge  of  legendai*y  lore 
Cheats  the  doll  hour^  while  evexung's  sober  eye 
Looks  tearfnl  as  it  closes.    In  the  deU, 
By  the  swift  brook  he  k>iters>  sad  and  mmte^ 
Save  when  a  stmg^^g  B^;h,  half  murmiiredy  steab 
From  his  wruag  bosom.     To  the  rising  moon, 
His  eye  raised  wistfally,  expressicMi^fraiighty 
He  poors  the  cherished  anguish  of  his  soul, 
Silent,  yet  eloquent :  for  not  a  sound 
That  might  alarm  the  night's  lone  seating 
The  dull-eyed  owl>  eeo^pes  his  trembling  lip, 
Unapt  in  supplication.    He  is  young, 
And  yet  the  stamp  of  thought  so  tempers  youtb^ 
'  That  all  its  fires  are  faded.     What  is  he  ? 
And  why,  when  morning  sails  upon  the  breeze^ 
Fanning  the  blue  bill's  summit,  doe&  he  stay, 
Loitering  and  sullen,  like  a  truant-boy, 
Beside  the  woodland  glen ;  or  stretched  along 
On  the  green  slope,  watch  his  slow-wasting  tbrm 
Reflected,  trembling,  on  the  river  s  breast  ? 

His  garb  is  coarse  and  threadbare,  and  his  cheek 
Is  prematurely  fiEuled.     The  checked  tear. 
Dimming  his  dark  eye's  lustre,  seems  to  say» 
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'  This  world  is  now,  to  me,  a  barren  waste, 

A  desert  full  of  weeds  and  wounding  thorns, 

I 

And  I  am  weary ;  for  my  journey  here 
Has  been,  though  short,  but  cheerless.'    Is  it  so  ? 
Poor  traveller  I  oh  tell  me,  tell  me  all-^ 
For  I,  like  thee,  am  but  a  fugitive, 
An  alien  from  delight,  in  this  dark  scene  t 
And,  now  I  maik  thy  features,  I  behold 
The  cause  of  thy  complaining.     Thou  art  here 
A  persecuted  exile  I  one,  whose  soul, 
Unbowed  by  guilt,  demands  no  patroni^ 
From  blunted  feeling,  or  the  frozen  hand 
Of  gilded  ostentation.     Thou,  poor  priest ! 
Art  here  a  stranger,  from  thy  kindred  torn — 
Thy  kindred  massacred !  thy  quiet  home. 
The  rural  palace  of  some  village  scant, 
Sheltered  by  vineyards,  skirted  by  fair  meads, 
And  by  the  music  of  a  shallow  rill 
Made  ever  cheerful,  now  thou  hast  exchanged 
For  stranger  woods  and  valleys. 

What  of  that ! 
Here,  or  on  torrid  deserts ;  o'er  the  world 
Of  trackless  waves,  or  on  the  frozen  cliffs 
Of  bleak  Siberia,  thou  art  not  alone. 
For  there,  on  each,  on  all,  the  Deity 
Is  thy  companion  still  I  Then,  exiled  man ! 
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Be  cheerful  as  the  lark  that  o'er  yon  hill, 
In  nature's  language,  wild,  yet  musical. 
Hails  the  Creator  I  nor  thus  sullenly 
Repine,  that,  through  the  day,  the  sunny  beam 
Of  lustrous  fortune  gilds  the  palace  roof, 
While  thy  short  path,  in  this  wild  labyrinth. 
Is  lost  in  transient  shadow. 

Who,  that  lives. 
Hath  not  his  portion  of  calamity  ? 
Or  who,  that  feels,  can  boast  a  tranquil  bosom  ? 
The  fever  throbbing  in  the  tyrant's  veins, 
In  quick,  strong  language,  tells  the  daring  wretch 
That  he  is  mortal,  like  the  poorest  slave 
Who  wears  his  chain,  yet  healthfully  suspires. 

T%e  sweetest  rose  wiD  wither,  while  the  storm 

• 

Passes  the  mountain  thistle.     The  bold  bird. 

Whose  strong  eye  braves  the  ever-burning  orb. 

Falls  like  the  summer  fly,  and  has,  at  most, 

But  his  allotted  sojourn.    Exiled  man  I 

Be  cheerful  I     Thou  art  not  a  fugitive  I 

All  are  thy  kindred — all  thy  brothers,  here — 

The  hoping-^trembling  creatures— of  one  God ! 

Mrs  Bobiman, 
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THE  WANDEBEfi'S  ROUNDELAY, 

Earth  does  not  bear  another  wretch 

So  helpless,  so  foriom  as  I ; 
Yet  not  for  me  a  hand  will  stretch. 

And  not  for  me  a  heart  win  sigh. 
Tlie  happy,  in  their  happiness, 

Win  not  a  thought  to  woe  incline  ; 
The  wretched  feel  a  fierce  distress, 

Too  much  their  own  to  think  of  mine ; 
And  few  shall  be 
The  tears  for  me, 

When  I  am  laid  beneath  the  tree. 

There  was  a  time  when  joy  ran  high. 

And  every  sadder  thought  was  weak ; 
Tears  did  not  always  dim  this  eye, 

Or  Borrow  always  stain  this  cheek ; 
And  even  now  I  often  dream. 

When  sunk  in  feverish  broken  sleep, 
Of  things  that  were,  and  things  that  seem, 

And  friends  that  love,  then  wake  to  weep 
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That  few  shall  be 
The  tears  for  me, 
When  I  am  laid  beneaidi  the  tree.. 

Travellers  lament  the  clouded  skies, 

The  moralist  the  ruined  hall, 
And  when  the  unconscious  lily  dies, 

•How  nany  mark  and  mourn  its  fall !— » 
But,  ah  I  no  dirge  for  me  will  ring, 

No  stone  will  mark  my  lonely  spot ; 
{  am  a  suffering,^ withering  thing, 

Just  seen,  and  slighted,  and  forgot ; 
And  few  8hid:l  he 
The  tears  for  m^, 

When  I  ffin  laid  beaeat}i  the  tree* 

Yet  welcome,  hour  of  parting  breath. 

Come  sure  unerring  dart — there's  room 
For  sorrow  in  the  arras  of  death, 

For  difittppointment  m  the  tomb  t 
What  though  the  slumbers  there  be  deep, 

Though  not  by  kind  remembrance  blest. 
To  slumber  is  to  cease  to  weep, 

/To  sleep  forgotten  is  te  rest ; 
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Oh  sound  shall  he 
The  rest  for  me,     , 
When  I  am  laid  heneath  the  tree ! 

Henry  NeeU. 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  A  VERY  PROMISING 

CHILD. 

Written  after  witnessing  her  last  moments.    . 

I  cannot  weep,  yet  I  can  feel 

The  pangs  that  rend  a  parent's  hreast ; 

But,  ah  I  what  sighs  or  tears  can  heal 

Thy  griefs,  and  wake  the  slumberer*s  rest  ? 

What  art  thou,  spirit  undefined, 

That  passest  with  man's  hreath  away ; 

That  givest  him  feeling,  sense,  and  mind, 
And  leavest  him  cold,  unconscious  clay  ? 

A  moment  gone,  I  looked  and  lo  I 

Sensation  throbhed  through  all  her  frame ; 

Those  beamless  eyes  were  raised  in  woe, 
That  bosom's  motion  went  and  came. 
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The  nexty  a  namelees  change  was  wrought, 
Death  aipt  in  twain  lifers  brittle  thread, 

And,  in  an  instant,  feeling,  thought, 
Sensation,  motion — ^all  were  fled  I 

Those  lips  shall  never  more  repeat 
The  welcome  lesson  conned  with  care ; 

Or  breathe  at  even,  in  accents  sweet, 
To  heaven  the  well-remembered  prayer  I 

Those  little  hands  shall  ne'er  essay 

To  ply  the  mimic  task  again. 
Well  pleased,  forgetting  mirth  and  play, 

A  mother's  premised  gifii;  to  gain  I 

That  heart  is  still*-no  more  to  move ; 

That  cheek  is  wan — no  more  to  bloom, 
Or  dimple  in  the  smile  of  love. 

That  speaks  a  parent's  welcome  home. 

And  thoa  with  years  and  snfFerings  bowed, 
Say,  dost  thou  least  this  loss  deplore  ? 

Ah  I  though  thy  waitings  are  not  lond, 
I  fear  thy  secret  grief  is  more. 

VOL.  II.  M 


THB  nUKtfCAT,  UmLAVOE. 


Yo«di*if  gnM§  «» Itwdy  b«l  wmm>t^\&lHg 
BmiUiie  widi fife ilMlf iiMB kMt; 

And  age  will  Mk  emdtk  mtwam  9(tnmg, 
Wbeo  tISiitamonAagjaymn 


'Tvras  thine  her  infcni  nind  to  nNNddy      '- 
And  leave  tlie  00pjr  all  tboo  artf     *    >- 

And  rare  the'iHdtf^Werld  doei»  not  ikiM<'   -  > 
A  waniierw*tt'pitt«rlMBait!'t; 

I  cannot  we^  yet  (eftii^feiA''  '"''^       .  >  o^t 
The  pangB  that  fund'a^ipaMiii/'a  liftfeisr^  >  * 

Bat,  ah!  whatMrMi^'tim^^Wta^tt'i-i'^  '•  . 
Thoee  eyea»  and  Wike  ilietiaiiiberat^ifeM  I 

Macdicurmid. 


^^^m^     «■«■        '•! 


LINES  ADDRESaEl^  TO  A  LADY. 

Written  after  a  Battle. 

Oh,  Lady!  hreatfae  iK^'sIgh  fcTthodi^;  >  '■-' 

And  let=  no  teiir  hs6  iihedr 
Who  rest  in  hattle^eM  thblf  bead;     <'' 
And  sleep,  amid  their  country's  foes, 
The  slumbers  of  the  dead. 
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Thy  pettily  t€er8  may  stream  around  ' 

Thy  loved  one  s  aching  {nlloWy 
Or  weep  some  darKng  soul  who  found 

A  grave  beneath  the  billow  ; 
Or,  like  a  widowed  matron,  twine 
The  cypress  and  tbe  jessamine, 
And  strew  the  lily  in  its  bloom 
Round  the  cold  precincts  of  the  tomb, 
Where  one  is  laid  ybu  fondly  pressed 
A  youthful  bridegroom  to  your  breast. 
Tho*  lovely  were  the  wreath  you  wove, 

As  &iry  hands  could  twine, 
And  heart  forlorn  ne*er  gave  to  love 

A  sigh  more  pure  than  tbine ; 
Yet^  Lady,  weave  no  wreath  for  those, 

And  let  no  tear  be  shed. 

Who  rest  in  battle-field  their  head, 
And  sleep,  amid  their  country's  foes. 

The  slumbers  of  the  dead. 
For,  oh  I  the  warrior  s  fate  may  claim 
A  brighter  meed,  a  higher  fame : 
He  in  the  fields  of  glory  fell. 
And  thundering  cannon  rung  his  knell. 
For  him  there  is  a  holier  sigh 
In  every  wind  that  passes  by ; 

m2 
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And  heaven  more  precioiM  team  ahall  shed 
Round  the  nnbnried  w^dier* s  head. 
Bat  oft  at  mom,  and  evemng  dim, 
O  breathe  a  silent  prayer  for  him; 
And  do  thou  to  his  sool  impart 
The  warmest  blessings  of  thy  heart  I 


Anon. 


END  OF  VOLUME  SECOND. 
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*  The  enjoyment  of  poelry  demands  no  laborious  intellectual  in- 
tensity. It  is  upon  the  hours  of  our  pleasure  she  descends,— it  is 
our  raereation  she  exalts.  Thus,  she  makes  our  idixatioiM  become 
tbe  moat  dignified  moments  of  our  existence.* 

Re¥,  C.  Wolfe, 


IN  THREE  VOLUMES* 
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POETICAL  MELANGE. 
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CUMNOR  HALL. 


• 

The  famoas  Earl  of  Leicester,  Queen  Elizabeth's  favourite,  was 

I  ■ 

early  married  to  the  unfortunate  subject  of  the  following  poem, 
by  name  Amy  Robsart     After  his  advancement  at  Court,  his 
former  love  to  bi^  Couyitess  wae  changed  into  hiritred,  as  he  con. 
sidered  her  aa  the  only  bar  to  his  amMticnis  project  of  marrying 
Queen  Elisabeth.     AeciQrdiik|^»,  fiurfiron  bringing  her  to  Court, 
he  confined  her  in  an  wdent  Gothic  builfUng  in  Barkshire,  up- 
on his  manor  of  Cumnor,  which  bad  formerly  been  an  Abbey. 
From  this  dreary  solitude  she  disappeared  so  very  unaccountably, 
and  her  husband's  account  of  her  death  seemed  so  suspi^iiousy  that 
it  was  generally  believed  she  was  there  murdered.     The  particu- 
lars whidi  led  to  these  suspicions  may  be  found  in  a  book  called 
Leicester's  Ooniiiif»bw«aldt,  will  known  to  bbok-coHectors,  and 
supposed  to  be  written  by  Parsons  the  Jesnit. 
VOL.  IIL  A 
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This  beautiful  ballad  was  written  by  William  Julius  Mi<^le,  the 
translator  of  the  Luaiad,  and  published  in  Evan's  Ancient  Bal- 
lads. Hie  Author  of  Waverley's  admiration  of  the  ballad  in- 
duced him  to  foundi  on  the  same  incidents,  the  popular  Romance 
of  Kenilworth. 

The  moone  (sweet  regente  of  the  sky,) 
Silvered  the  walls  of  Cumnor  Halle, 
And  many  an  oake  that  grew  tberehye. 

Now  nonghte  was  hearde  beneathe  the  skies, 
(The  sotmdes  of  busye  life  were  stille,) 

Save  an  unhappie  ladie^s  sighes 
That  issued  from  that  lonely  pile. 

'  Leicester,*  shee  cried,  ^  is  thys  thy  love- 
That  then  so  6ft  has  swonie  to  mee,  • 

To  leave  mee  in  this  lonely  grove, 
Immured  id  shamefcd  privitie  ?* 

No  more  thou  com'st  with  lover's  speede, 

ITiy  once-beloved  bryde  to  see ; 
But  bee  she  alive,  or  bee  she  deade, 

I  feare  (stenie  earle*s)  the  same  to  thee. 
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Not  such  the  mage  I  receiyed, 
Whfln-liappye  in  mj  fKthe^s  faaDe ; 

No  faithlesse  husbande  then  me  grieved ; 
No  diiUing^  fears  did  me  appalle. 

I  rose  up  with  the  cheerfiil  moniei 

No  lark  more  blithe^  no  flower  more  gaye ; 

And,  tike  the  bird  that  haimtes  the  thcnme, 
So  merriDie  song'  the  liveolong  daye. 

Say  that  my  beautye  is  bat  smalle, 
AiSQiifg  court  ladies  afl  de^pised^     •• 

Why  didst  thou  rend  it  from  Uiat  halle. 
Where  (seomfol  earle,)  it  w^  was  prizede  ? 

And  when  you  first  to  mee  made  suite, 
.How  £ayre  I  was,  you  oft  wqfulde  saye  I 

And,  proude  of  conquest — plucked  the  fruite, 
Then  lefte  the  blossom  to  decaye. 

Yes,  now  neglected  and.  despised. 

The  rOse  is  pale — the  lily*8  deaden- 
But  bee  that  once  their  charms  so  prized, 
Is  sure  the  cause  those  charmis  are  fledde. 

For  knbwe,  when  sickening  griefs  doth  preye, 
And  tender  love*s  repayM  with  scome, 
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Hie  sweetest  beontye'  will  decays ;         ' 
WhiEt^iia^rH  can  endure  tli»  itoFine  ? 


At  Covtrt  J!«ii,told6  if  beantyeV  tbr(9«e> 
Where  everye  lady*8  passing  rare : 

The  eastentfleven^  ;t2MBt  shame  the  son. 
Am  not  flo.fieviDg^iiot  Bft  £iin><:. 

Theiiy.«iid%  why  .4i49l.  th«i(  lawm  tbosi^  bedds, 

Wliere  roses  and  where  lilys  vie, 
To  seek  ^*pnaa<m^  whose  pale  dnuka   ; 

Must  siflkiini  ■  whea  ihoaa  gandeftaae  bye  ? 


U>ti. 


Among  the  fields  wild  flowers  are  faire ; 
Som^^BOHntryeiSffngme  night  mee  hard'Won^ 
.  Ajjkd  thomg^  my  beantie  passing  rare. 


»  *  r  '  .  r  f 


But,  Leicester,  (or  I  much  am  wron^<^) 
Or  'tis  not  beautye  fires  thy  vowes ; 

Rather  ambition  s  gilded  crowne 
Makes  thee  foi^et  diy  humUe  spoiise* 

Then,  Leicester,  why,  again  I  pleade, 
(The  injured  surelie  may  repijme,) 

Why  didst  thou  wed  a  countrye  maid^ 
Whea  some  feir  pnncesoe  might  hfe  tbyne  ? 
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Whf  didet  tfaon  fmuse  my  liinible  channes, 
Aady  okJ  then  kaye  them  to  deoiye  ? 

Why  cUdat  than  win  me  to  thy  armea^ 
Then  kave  me  to  mewroe  the  ImMong  daye  ? 

The  Tiilage  meideiM  of  the  pbdne  '  • 
Salute  me  lowiy  as  I -goe;         -  *   .v 

Envious,  they  marke  my  eilken  trayne. 
Nor  think  a  connteiee  can  haive  woet 

The  simple  ifymf^  I  they  Htde  knovre^ 
H^ir  iar  move  htpfyy'a  their  ertate^i«<* 

To  smile  for  joye— -than  aigh  for  woe^-*^ 
To  be  c&nieniej  than  to  he  juvoftt  ' 

How  "hm  lesse  bleste  mh  I  timnthem  ? 

Daflye  to  pyne  and  wiufte  irith  «are  f 
Like  the  peer  frfante,  diat  from  its  stem 

Dinded-^-fieels  the  chilling  ayre  ? 

Nor  (crael  earie  1)  can  I  enjoye 

The  humble  cbamu  of  tolitade ; 
Yonr  miniona  pronde  my  peace  <{catroyc^ 

By  sullen  frownes,  or  pratipga  rude* 
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hmte  nyghto^  as  sad  I  chanced  to  str&ye/ 
Tlie  Tillage  dealiie4ieUe  «nnato  myeare. 

They  winked  aejde^  and  seeined  to  say^' 
iOomtcMOy  pfrepai«---*thf  eod  is  ncare. 


rtf 


And  nowyi  wben  happye  peaaantea  rieepe^ 

Here  tit  I  londy  and  forlome, 
No  oneto soodie  me  a»  I  weepe, 

Scm  S^^omel  on  ycmder  thome. 

My  qpirkajflag-^my  he^  decaye— - 

StUlr  tihat  dread  deatfae4>elle  atriket  -my  eare, 

And  many  a  boding^  aeema  to  aaye,  •• 
Comtteeaey'prcpare-— thy  end  is  neare/ 

Tfaii8:flore:and  sadlliat  ladye  grieved, 
In.  Cumiior  HaUe  so  lone  and  dreare ; 

Full  manyea  heartfelte  sighe  ^ee  heaved, 
And  let  faUe  nomy  a  bitter  teare. 

And  ere  the,  dawne  of  day  appeared, 
In  Cumnor  Hall  so  long  and  dreare. 

Full  manye  a  piercing  screame  was  hearde. 
And  many  a  cry  of  mortal  feare. 
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The  deathe-belle  thrice  was  hearde  to  riag, 
An  aerial  voyce  was  hearde  to  call, 

And  thrice  the  raven  flapped  his  wing 
Afoonde  the  towers  of  Comnor  Hafle. 

Hie  mastiffe  howled  at  yiUage  doore, 
The  oaks  were  shattered  on  the  greene ; 

Woe  was  the  hoare— «£or  nerer  more 
That  faaiOeise  eomitesse  e'er  was  aeene. 

And  in  that*  manor  now  no  more 
Is  diearfbl  feaste  and  sprightly  baiUe ; 

For  ever  since  that  dreane  hoaro 
Have  spirita  haunted  Cnmnor  Halle. 

The  viUage  maideBy  with  feerfnl  glanee^ : 
.  AToid  the  antient  moss^growne  waUe ; 
Nor  ever  leade'  the  merrye  dance 
Amoi^  the  groves  of  Cnmnor  HaUe* 

Full  nanye  a  traveller  oft  hath  sighed^ 
And  pensive  wepte  the  countess'  fiille, 

As  wandering  onward  they've  e^ied 
The  haunted  towers  of  Cnmnor  Halle. 
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LINES  WafXISN  ON  THE.fllR^X.J^AF  OF  A 
LADY'S  COMMON-PLACE  BOOK. 

Book!  a»(mir8^'   ■■■     fa— the iwrmd line ' 

Sad  sighs  or  nfmmtetit  «yiifRdrie§  tre  ifan»^-»   / 

From  pitif't  IkbttlM  gMttarinif  teBr-«btf^  f)art. 

Or  joy'9  warm  surges  eddy  round  the  heart. 

In  louder  tones  o«wna]iifre''«iigiiieli  mo«iiiib^ 

Gay  Satym'4MM»|^*eil&iail|^iteri«Hrs'iiytiis^  ' 

Book !  o*er  hsndekk  siMoM  iwiiisperaigf  sorrows  lean, 
Or  melandMiif' guide  iMr ^land,  vaseen^ 
Erase  the  blotted  leaves,  with  gall  impressed, 
And  soothe  with  soAnr  tmtes  her  fcntle  bieist^  < 
Light  round  liertliairwiieK  mirth  fimtastic  nores 
With  tip-toe  graeesimked  and  knghiBg  lofw^  • 
O!  bid  thy-fiig8Sh»«weetefiitBieBLdHnk, 
Smooth  glide  the  pen,  and  glossy  shine  the  ink. 

Book  I  mttf  a*  enieev,  no  ^enoding  wonn,.     < 
Or  mildew:dain)i'tiiy*«aered folds  deform; 
Be  thine  to  register,  in  folds  snUkne, 
To  the  last  hour  «f  dl-subdning  tise, 

How  peace  round  S darts  his  arrowy  rays, 

A  silver  halo  circling  beanty^s  blaze. 

Anon. 
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THE  DUELLIST,  AN  ELBGy. 

*  Stranger !  who  sleqw  in  yonder  naniftlatt  gaurt  ? 
I  saw  thee  pause  and  linger  o'er  tbe  toflEib»: 

Where  to  the  gale  those  thoma  their  braachea  waye. 
And  evening  deepana  on  that  y9«r«4nao*«  gUoDK .. 

*  There  daepa  wj  friend/  the  penaire  atnwigef  eriad  x 

*  O'er  the  Uank  atone  havia  twenty  winljfHBi  paat  t ' 
Yet,  aa  the  gale  amid  that  yew-tree  sighed, 
Methought  again  I  heard  hiaa  bnathe  hie  lailt 

*  Yea  I  for  I  aaw  the  last  eenFnliive  atert,  .  * 

Hiat  spoke  the  struggla  <ileaed  of  tifia  and  •dealh  i 
Felt  the  last  pulse  that  trembled  from  his  heart ; 
And  heard  the  sigh  that  told  his  parting  bne&ftk 

'  Fixed  in  his  breast  the  averse  wei^M»  atood*-^ 
<  Stranger!  when  died  he  in  his  «H>ntr|f*a  oanse  j 

Blest  be  the  man  whose  pure  and  generous  blood 
Flows  for  his  country's,  liberty  and  laws  V 


'  J-  ■ 


»■        .'. ';     •,•» 


'  i--,    -r 


i;  I 


*  O  why  the  grief  of  odierdayanoall^.': 
Alaa  f  kodiod  not  for  his'touitry'a  sake. 


I. 
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Wielding  unhallowed  arms  'twas  his  to  M : 
Twas  his  in  death  his  country's  laws  to  break. 

'  One  word^  sue  careless  word^  escaped  his  teogue  ; 

One  careless  word,  from  gule,  from  anger  fifee. 
Bloody  bloed  vniitcleaiise  the  nosoBpeeted  wrongt-^  -. 

Me^t  on  tbe'heatb^  beside  the  lonely  tree'-r-- 

*  So  spake  Ae Joe;:  mHr^pairtingy' did  be  hide 

The  muttered  threat,  nor  glance  of  scorn  behind. 
Toowdlmy  frindthefilanceof  scanKdeacriedi    • 
And  that  cocplcHred  his  own  uncertain  niind*    . 

I 

'  What  shdfl'I  do?  cmtoml  thy  tyrant  sway, 
To  laws  of  earth  or  heaven  untaught  to  peld. 

And  thine,  whose  nod  the  braye,  the  base,  obey. 
Ideal  honour  I  uoge  me  to  the  field. 

*  That  field  perdumce  consigns  tfaee  to  the  dead» 
Affection  cries,  forbear,  forbear  the  strife ; 

Think  on  thy  childless  mother  s  hoary  head : 
Think  on  &y  orphan  babes,  thy  widowed  wile  I 

:  '  y  •.        ■  ■  ■••■.■ 

*  Yes,  throbs  of  nature!  through  my  inmosfe  soul. 

From  nerve  to  nerve  your  strong  vibrations  dart — 

Hark,  duty  speakB-^Eebellioiis  pnde^eonlrol^ '   -  -  ;t 

And  bow  to  hewreifa  behest  tlm  tweHtegibealrt*    ) 
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'  What  though,  be  witness  heaven  I  nor  Tengefdl  hnle 
\  Nor  hoMe  rage  within  my  bosom  burn  : 
How  can  I  guiltless  tread  the  brink  of  fate, 
And  dare  thc^  grief  from  whenee  is  no  retnm  ? 

.•;:•.•■-.■  ,  *•     .        ■ 

'  Though  horn  his  Inreast  who  bniTes  me  to  the  figBt^ 
Guarding  my  own»  my  sword  aloof  I  wave  ;        •  ' 

What  praise,  while  yet  against  his  lawless  might 
I  stake  the  sacred  trust  my  Maker  gave  ?   .  ' 

'  How  mid  anembled  angek  shall  I  dare 
For  judgment  throned  the  Son  of  God  to  see  ;      / 

A£niid  for  him  the  sting  of  scorn  to  bear, 

Who  bore  the  sting  of  scorn  and  death  for  me  ?  ' 

t 
% 

I 

^  And  is  it  then  so  deep  a  crime  to  die, 

Shielding  from  taint  my  yet  unspotted  name  ?>— 

Away,  vain  sophistry  I  a  Christian  I, 
And  fear  at  duty's  call  to  risk  my  &me  ? 

*  Y^t  how,  proud  foe,  thy  coki  insuldng.eye', 
Shunnmg  the  offered  combat,  shall  I  &ce  ? 

Where  hide  my  head  while  slander's  enrious  ay. 
Roused  at  thy  biddings  tnunpets  my  disgrace  ?  . 

♦ 
■ 

<  My  natire  woodlands  shall  I  Bfeky  die  Mieer 
Even  mtlieir^sbades  on  every  brow  to  meet?    .: 


; . 
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Or  hftont  Ab  Kiwii^ in  evmy  Windto  hem 

'  There  skulks  the  eommrdy  mjsnaiam  iliroagii  tiw/stratt  ? 


'  Wfaaty  fiye  to  infimy,  of  foob^e  aeoniy 
The  dastard's  butt,  the  bye-wwd  of  the  brave  ? 

No :  terewell  doubt  Ir^^-M.fienoetli  the'TVBfliig  tharn/ 
6oy  learn  kistikto  at  yv^ideriumieleai  gravie. 


II.  i 


i.  t 


<...-      4 


^  Stranger  I  if  ttiidi  Hke  to  fak  are  tfaino,  > 

Hark  to  the  voice  that  whispers  from  his  sod. 

Shame  dost  thou  ^beed  ?  Ae  i^me  <fl  iM  decfiae : .  > 
Talk'st  thou  of  valour  ?  daie  to  fear  thy  CknL* 

Gisbogrne. 


EPITAPH, 

By  LADY  FRANCES  SCOTT,  now  LADY  DOUGLAS, 

On  a  Skeleton  found  in  Dalkeith  Park,  at  the  time  whtti  the 
Duke  of  Buccleu^  was  rai$jing  bis  Fendble,  Regiment* 

Reader !  the  mortal  part  is  here  interred 
Of  one  whose  name  the  poet  never  heard ; 
Thou  mayest  indulge  imagination  here, 
And  shed  for  fancied  woes  a  generous  test*. 
If  emulation  ever  fill  tliy  niind, 
Deem  him  a  wJEirriorof  the  bravest  kind^' 


Stranger  to  fi  ni     wftfwi  jiifli  ataie  oonld  lamd^   • 

Enlist  thyiel^'tiid-eiiiiikle  his  fIflNU-   - 

If  thou'rt  a  patriot ;  if  it  were  thy  fote 

To  fall  like  Cato,  wMi  a  iallbig  slate. 

Reused  by  the  thought,  exert  thy  firmest  power, 

Britain  to  sav«  m  ibis  her  Itcckleia  hour,  ^ 

If  love  alone  has  tao^  thy  heart  to  faeovie)  ■  ■  .■\ 

For  9Dch  a  state,  what  will  yon  not  beiieve  ? 

You  will  conohide  her  loi^ed,  but  lo««d  iannD,       ■  .  •    ^ 

Forbid  alike  to  hope,  and  to  complain. 

Whatever  he  was,  whate'er  thou  mayest  be^ 

Peace  to  his  ashes,  peace  be  unto  ^ee. 


riBM' 


LINES) 


By  Lady  Douglas^  as  descripdte  of  bersetf. 

When  the  sun  shines  out  bright, 
1  am  merry  and  light, 

I  laugh  and  I  talk  like  a  fool : 
Then  wise  folks  think  I  am  mad, 
And  can  never  be  sad, 

I  am  wild  as  «  b«y  broke  from  school. 


12 

Or  HHBt  hMI  ta>ip%  in  0my  wiM 
<  Hmto  tlralks  liM  eoiiwd,' 


The  dMttvdfs  bvtty  liM  byie-vpuid  sf  tiw  oraKe 
No:fimmBd0«btr. 
Go, 


«  Stnnger!  tftMiiteloUiandMt, 
Hsk  to  A&  wmee  dntwhiipaB  hem  hk  smL 

Shone  dost  thoii  dmd  ?  thednwof  MdbdkM 
Talk'stthoBeffriov?  dne  to  fev  dij  God.* 


EPITAPH, 

By  LADY  FRANCES  SCOTT,  now  LADY  DOUGLAS, 

On  a  Skctrtnn  £9aiid  in  Ddkeitfa  Pnk,  at  the  time  wfa^  die 
Duke  of  Bncdeuigh  was  labiDg  bb  Feodbfe  Re^ment. 


Reader !  the  mortal  part  is  here  interred 
Of  one  whose  name  the  poet  never  heard ; 
Thou  mayest  tndolge  imagination  here. 
And  shed  for  fancied  woes  a  generous  tefi*. 
If  emnktion  erer  CH  thy  mind. 
Deem  him  a  waniorof  the  hrmvesl  land, 
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:krasi^eT  to  fear — wfinw  diiilh  ataie  eeold  taiMy 
Hniist  thyself  md  ftiwbtT  hw  finM« 
If  tboii'it  a  pBtriot ;  if  h  were  tliT  tee 
To  M  like  CftU>,  with  a  fdiiw  MMit, 
Ronwd  br  the  dioaKlic,  ezcst  thy  finnen  power, 
Brhain  to  ame  in  tlii  her  lockleH  hoar. 
If  lore  aiooe  has  taosht  thy  heart  to  heaiet 
For  «aca  a  frCate,  what  will  tos  doc  briiete  ? 
Yim  wifi  coodnde  her  lortd,  hot  hived  ia  vaia, 
Foihid  afike  to  hope,  aad  to  eooiplaia. 
'Whue'tr  he  wai»  whate'er  thon  nuvert  be, 
Peace  to  his  ashes,  peace  be  moo  thee. 


LINES. 


%1kb  d%  9sa  shbies  ovt  brsfct. 

I  esc  si^Effrr  vrl  llrht- 

I  ja.^-!!  ar«d  I  ^ark  IZk^  a  fi^A  ? 

I  rrs  »L^  a»  a  Wr  ^nfe  :k*w  «im#. 
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Or  hftont  Ab  town^in  every  wind t»  hem 

<  There  skulks  the  eommtdy  mrarniiiF  through  ttmstratt  ? 

...    .    ■  > 
It 

<  Whatyfiye  tointoiyf  of  foobtheseom,  )     > 

The  dastard's  but^  the  bye-word  of  the  brave  ? 

No :  terew^l  doubt  t^*<4.fienoetli  the^TVBfing  limni^ 
60,  learn  kis.ikte  at  yotider  nmneleai  gravie. 


'■'.         •  r  » 


t.i   -       i 


'  Stranger  I  if  wiaftiltke  tofak  are  thmo. 
Hark  to  the  voice  that  whispers  from  his  sod* 

Shame  dost  tlioudreed ?  ike  id)ame<fl iM  decfiae : 
Talk'st  thou  of  vaknnr  ?  daie  to  fear  thy  God^' 

Cfisbome* 


EPITAPH, 

By  LADY  FRANCES  SCOTT,  now  LADY  DOUGLAS, 

On  a  Skeleton  found  in  Dalkeith  Park,  at  the  time  whtti  the 
Duke  of  Buccleugh  was  rai$.\ng  bis  Fendble.  Re^im^nt* 

Reader !  the  mortal  part  is  here  interred 
Of  one  whose  name  the  poet  never  heard ; 
Thou  mayest  indulge  imagination  here. 
And  shed  for  fancied  woes  a  generous  tedt*. 
If  emulation  ever  fill  tfiy  mind, 
Deem  him  a  v^niorof  the  bravest  kind^' 
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Stranger  to  fi  ni     wftfwi  jiifli  ataie  oonld  tenie^ 
Enlist  thyie)^^«iidei]Mikle  his  ftnii^    • 
If  thou'rt  a  patriot ;  if  it  were  thy  fa;te 
To  fall  like  Cato,  yMk  a  falling  slate. 
Reused  by  ibe  thought,  exert  thy  firmest  power, 
Britain  to  sav«  m  tliis  her  Itcckleia  hour.  ^ 
If  love  alone  has  tauglit  thy  heart  to  heaaHe^ 
Por  sDch  a  state,  what  will  yon  not  believe  ? 
You  will  condude  her  loved,  but  lo««d  lAt  mil. 
Forbid  alike  to  hc^,  and  to  complain. 
Whatever  he  was,  whate'er  thou  mayest  be^ 
Peace  to  his  ashes,  peace  be  unto  ^hee. 


ttmm 


LINES) 


By  Lady  Douglas^  as  descriptive  of  bersetf. 

When  the  sun  shines  out  bright, 
1  am  merry  and  h'gfat, 

I  laugh  and  I  talk  like  a  fool : 
Then  wise  folks  think  I  am  mad, 
And  can  never  be  sad, 

I  am  wild  ts  «  boy  broke  from  schooU 


:.  '  • 


]  4*  .  THE  SQXTIIDAL  WV^AJiQE. 

Next  comes  a  cloudy*  jchiUy>  stonny  day, 
The  clouds  hauig  low»  and  I  m  as  dark  as  they  ^ . 
Through  a  dark  misi  all  earthly  jays  1. 8ee> 
And  think,  at  least,  they  ara  not  mad^  fc^'  me. 


1  ■-  I 


If 


..»■•,•.•  J        •-'  .«.■■•         ')'    'W.l 


Then  rectify,  O  heaven  I  my  wareritig  aiiad. 
Let  it  not  he  ^  sport  o{  every,  wind  ;  i 

Teach  me  content--*!  know  not  bow.  to  pray,  . 
Let  me  be.blestr-riieavenonly  knows  the  way% 


..-■.<      ..;  I    .  »     «!»■';•■ 


..'1  t 


MADELINE. 

My  child,  my  child,  thou  leav*«t  me  I — I  shall  hear 
The  gentle  voice  no  more  that  blessed  mine  ear 
With  its  first  utterance  ^r^I  shall  miss  the  sound 
Of  thy  light  footstep,  'midst  the  flowere  around) 
And  thy  •oft-breatlung  hymn  at  evening's  close, 
And  thy  <  good-night,'  at  parting  for  repose. 
Under  the  vine-leaves  I  s)iatt  sit  alone, 
And  the  low  breeze  will  have  a  mournful  tone  . 
Among  their  tendrils,  while  I  think  of  thee, 
My  child  I — and  thou,  along  the  moonlight  sea, 
With  a  soft  sadness  haply  in  thy  glance*  >     > 
Shall  watch  thine  own*  thy  pleasant  bMoid  of  France 


f 


THE  POETICAL  MELAK6B.  15 

Fading  to  air  t  Yet  blessings  with  theis  go-—  ' 
Love  guard  tiieey  gentlest  I  and  the  esdle'siroe 
From  thy  young  heart  be  far  I — And  somnr  not 
For  me,  sweet  daughter,  in  my  lotieiy  lot  ' 
God  will  be  with  me  !  Now  farewell,  farewell, 
Thou  that  hast  been  what  wtn*ds  may  nerer  teXk  ' 
Unto  thy  mother's  bosom,  since  the  days-  ' 

When  then  wert  pillowed  liiere ;  and  wont  to  raise  ' 
In  sudden  laughter  thence  thy  loring  eye,  " 
That  'still  sought  mine.     Those  moments  are  gone  by — 
Thou  too  must  go,  my  flower !  yet  round  thee  dwell 
The  peace  of  God  I  One,  one  more  gaze— farewell !  ' 

This  was  a  mothers  parting  with  her  child — 
A  yotmg,  nseek  bride,  on  whom  fair  fortune' swiMi,  • 
And  wooed  her,  with  a  voice  of  love,  away  ■  ' 

From  childhood's  home.    Yet  thare^  with  fond  delay. 
She  lingered  on  the  threshold :  heard  the  note  * 
Of  her  caged  bird  through  trelHsed  roise-trees  flobt ; 
And  fell  upon  her  motiier's  neck,  and  wept. 
While  old  remembrances,  that  long  had  slept. 
Streamed  o'er  her  soul ;  and  many  a  vanii^ed  day. 
As  in  one  picture  traced,  before  her  lay.  ' 

But  the  farewell  was  said ;  and  on  tbe  deep,;* 
When  its  breast  heaved  in  sunselfe  golden  sleej^         ^  - 


#' 


1  •■   '    ;•  .         r. 
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With  a  stilled  Jnart^yoniig  Madeiiile,  «re  limg. 

Poured  fertbifaer  oivxi  law  eolema  Tenper^eong  ;  < 

To  cfaiming  iiiBfN»i    Thrmgh.stillinaB  liefird  aftuy  1 

And  daily  risisgpwitfe^e  fint  fial»ttitfv  - 

That  voice  waa  on  the: wttersfi  till  at» ^st-  ' \         :  -.-^ •     ) 

The  soundiagf  eeean^eoiiftndea  vefe/poaaedy  >  > 

And  the  bright  hHHi  wias  feai^ed  ;  theyouthM  ivorld^  J 

That  glows  ahrngtbe  westtllie  saibireveiiurled 

In  its  clear  saniMiie!^  and  tbe*  gentle  bride 

Looked  on thebome^twfaiehtfffomiMd iBii*t8r«Btmd ... 

A  boww  of  hBss  tm  hei    MB»h  we  tsaee  :•  -  -  n'-.   :»-. 

The  map  c^  oi»r  owol- paths,  and  long  ere>yeaBnB  ■  : .    •>>}  > 

With  their  dull  steps  the  brilliant  lines  efiace, 

Comes  the  swift  storm,  and  blots  them  ««*  in  learsu  • 

That  howe  was  darkened  soon:  tiie  siinimer  s  bveeae 

Welcomed  with  deaith  the  wanderers  from  the  seas  I      • 

Death  vntb  one  4  andingcush,  hew  fbrloni;.  >  ! 

To  her  that»  widowed  in  her  mamageHborOjii    •  > 

Sat  in  tkei  lonely jdweQing^wfaenee  with  him^ 

Her  bosom*s  first  belayed^  her  fmnd  and  gaide^ 

Joy  had  gone  forth,  and  left  the  greeo}  earth  dim, 

As  from  de  nuii^ut ofst  on  every  side,  « 

By  the  close  veil  of  misery.    Oh  I  but  ill, 

Whfen  with  rich  hopes  o*erfraught,  the  yonng  high  heart 

Bears  its  first  blow  I  It  knows  dot  yet  the  part 

Which  life  will  saieli^tii^mf&f  laad  be  stiU ! 
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And  with  snbraisBire  lov«»ta  const  the  flowers     >  . 
Which  yet  anr* spared ;  and  tfaroi^h  the  fuAore  koan 
To  send  no:  hmy  dream!  She  bad  not  learned  .  >  >' 
Of  sorrow  till  that  blight,  and  therefore  turned-  .  f 

In  weariness  fisont  iife«    Then  came  the  unneaty    .. 
The  yague  sad  yearnings-  of  the  eodie  s:  breast ;   ..  ■ ' 
The  haunting  sounds  of  voiceB> far  away,  l  ..f 

And  honaelKild  steps;  imtil  at  last  she.  lay. 
On  her  lone  couch  4if  aidfinesa^nf-lbatui  daraaBn 
Of  the  gay  viiiefarda  aad  hhie  glancing  streaina  .  i 

Of  her  own  8iinny.laBdr!^'<and  murouiring  ofib  .     . 

Familiar  namea.in.aeGeots  wi)d>  yet  so£fc^ 
To  strangers  romid  ^t  bed,  who  knew  net  angbt 
Of  the  deep  apdla  wherewith  eaeh  word  was  frai^ht. 
To  atongdie  ?«--0h  I  could  strangers  raise  the  head. 
Gently  as  her  s  was  laised  ? — did  strangers  shed 

> 

The  kindly  tear  which  bathed  that  pale  young  brow, 
And  feverish  cheek,  with  half  unconscious  flow  ?— 
Something  was  there,  thai;  thtoi^  the  heavy  night 
Ontwatcbes  patiently  the  taper  s  light ; 
Something  that  bows  not  to  iJpiB  day's  diBtiiNB».  / 

That  knows  not  change,  that  feari<  rnoi  wf»gmmiB :. 
Love,  trpe  andpeifeet  k>ve  I-r^WfaeiEiee  casae  thnl  power, 
Upbearing  through  the  storm  the  fragile  flower  ? .  ; 
Whence  ? — who  can  ^  ?-— the  )(^ig  daiiohuii  pMased, 
And  from  bet-  eyes  theji^ixittooked  at'h«('.      . 
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Into  her  mother *8  &oe  I— -ondy  wakaaiiigy  knew 
Hie  brow*s  calm  grace,  the  hair^s.dear  nlvery  hu&— ^ 
The  kind,  sweet  smile  of  old  !•«— And  had  she  come, 
Thus  in  life's  evening  from  her  distant  home,  • 

To  save  her  duld?  E^yea  so  1  Ncn:  yet  in  iraio-^ 
In  that  yonng  heart  a  light  sprung  up  again ! 
And  lovely  still,  widi  so  much  love  to  give. 
Seemed  this  hxc  world,  though  £ftded ;  still  to  live 
Was  not  to  pine  fiarsaken  I  On  the  breast 
That  rocked  har  childhood,  falhng  im  soft  rest—* 
*  Sweet  mother  I  gentlest  mother  l->-*€an  it  be  ?' 
Hie  lorn  one  cried-^'  And  do  I  gaze  anlhee? 
Take  home  thy  wanderer  from  this  fotal  shore— 
Peace-shall  be  oors^amidst  our  vines  <mce  more  I' 

Mrs  HemoHS, 


/>■ 


SERENADE. 

As  the  wild  bird  sings  in  his  brake,  my  love, 

In  the  twilight's  rosy  hour, 
To  the  white  winged  queen  of  the  lake,  my  love, 

As  she  sails  to  her  reedy  bower ; 
A«  tiie  zephyrs  by  night  awake^my  love, 

Will  their  (iedry  harp  inqnve,  ^ 
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Even  so  for  thy  blessed  s«ke>  my  lov^, 

Do  I  touch  my  trembling  lyre : — 
Then  softly  open  thy  lattice  high, 
And  appear  in  thy  beauty  notr, 
The  stars  have  met  in  the  diSar  blue  sky- 
Yet — where,  my  beloved,  art  thou  ? 

As  the  hind  will  pant  for  the  mountain  stream 

That  winds  through  his  wooded  glade ; — 
As  the  flower  will  thirst  for  the  sunny  beam, 

Or  die  in  its  wintry  shade  ;^^ 
As  the  forest-dove  will  repine,  my  love. 

To  be  near  his  mate's  sweet  htesot ;— - 
So  my  heart  is  sighing  for  thine,  iny  love, 

O  !  awake  from  thy  dreamy  rest  I— 
The  vesper-hymns  of  devotion  near. 
Have  been  breathed  at  each  sainted  shrine : — 
As  heaven  looked  down  \ipon  them,  my  dear,' 
I  conjure  thee, — ^listen  to  mine  I 

O  the  waves  will  change  in  the  sukiiiBer  brook^ 

The  brightest  will  roll  away : — 
The  dove  by  her  forest  mate  be  fonook, 

Ere  the  birth  of  another  May ; — 
The  flower  of  llie  valley  estranged^  my  dear, 

To  night  will  faded  be; 
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I  only  shall  live  uochaagedy  my  dear. 

In  the  love  that  I  hear  to  tkee.'^— 
Then  arise — ^let  us  meet  in  hUss,  my  lore. 
She  comes  ;  ^  Here  I  listaaing  stand ; 

*  Oh  descesad — yet  wave  ne  a  kiss,  my  love 

*  One  kiss  from  diy  lily  hand.' 


Ala^^or, 


THE  SAILOR. 

An  aged  widow  with  one  oni|y  cbildj 
And  even  he.  wae  ^  B:sniy  at  sea ; 
'  Narrow  and  mean;. the  street  wherein  she  dwelt, 
And  low  and  small  the  room ;  but  still  it  had 
A  look  of  oomfort ;  on  the  white*  washed  walls 
Were  ranged  her  many  ooean^ treasures— shells ; 
Some  like  the  snOw,  and  some  pink,  with  a  Uush 
Caught  from  the  sunset  on  the  waters ;  plumes 
From  thel  blight  pinions  of  the  Indian  birds ; 
Long  dark  sea-weeda>  and  black  and  crimson  berries, 
Were  treasured  with  the  treasuring  of  the  heart. 
Her  sailor  brought  them»  when  from  his  first  royage 
He  came  so  sunburnt  and  ao  tall»  she  scarce 
Knew  her  fiair  stripling  in  that  nwulf  y<l!Uth- 
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Like  a  memorial  of  far  better  days, 

Tbe  large  old  Bible,  with  its  silver  clasps^ 

Lay  on  the  table ;  and  a  fragrant  air> 

Came  from  the  window :  there  stood  a  rose  tree*^ 

Lonely,  but  of  luxuriant  growth,  and  ridi . 

With  thousand  buds  and  beautifully  blown  flowers : 

It  was  a  slip  from  that  which  grew  beside 

The  cottage,  once  her  own,  which  ever  drew 

Praise  from  each  passer  down  the  shadowy  lane 

Where  her  home  stood — the  home  where  yet  she  thought 

To  end  her  days  in  peace ;  that  was  the  hope 

That  made  life  pleasant,  and  it  had  been  fed 

By  the  so  ardent  spirits  of  her  boy. 

Who  said  that  God  would  bless  the  efforts  made 

For  his  old  mother. — ^Like  a  holiday 

Eadi  Sunday  came,  for  then  her  patient  way 

She  took  to  the  white  church  of  her  own  village, 

A  long  five  miles ;  and  many  marvelled  one 

So  aged,  so  feeble,  still  should  seek  that  church. 

Tliey  knew  not  how  delicious  the  fresh  air. 

How  fair  the  green  leaves,  and  the  fidds,  how  glad  . 

The  sunshine  of  the  country,  to  the  eyes 

That  looked  so  seldom  on  them«     She  would  sit 

Long  after  service  on  a  grave,  and  watch 

The  cattle  .as  they  grazed,  the  yellow  com, 

The  lane  where  yet  her  home  might  be ;  and  theM 

VOL.  III.  B 
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Return  with  lightened  heiM  toiler  dull  BtreeH^ 
Refreshed  with  h(^  and  f^iea^ut  memcfriee-^ 
Listen  with  anxious  ear  ta  the  denck  ^el]> 
Wherein  they  say 'the  rolling  of  the  sea 
Is  heard  distinct,  pray  for  her  absent  diikt^ 
Bless  him,  then  dream  df  him^ 

A  shout  awoke  the  sleeping  town,  the  night. 
Rang  with  the  fleet's  return  and  victory  I 
Men  that  were  slumbering  quietly  tose  up 
And  joined  the  shout ;  the  windows  gleaitoed  with  ligfato. 
The  bells  rung  forth  rejoicingly,  the  piaths 
Were  filled  with  people ;  even  the  lone  street 
Where  the  poor  widow  dwelt  was  roused,  and  sleep 
Was  thought  upon  no  more  that  night.     Next  day— 
A  bright  and  sunny  day  it  was — high  fli^ 
Waved  from  each  steeple,  and  green  boughs  were  hung 
In  the  gay  market-plac6  ;  music  was  heard, 
Bands  that  struck  up  in  triumph ;  and  the  sea 
Was  covered  with  proud  vessels ;  and  the  boats 
Went  to  and  fro  the  shore,  and  waving  hands 
Beckoned  from  crowded  decks  to  the  glad  strand 
Where  the  wife  waited  for  her  husband, — ^maids 
Threw  the  bright  curls  back  from  their  glistening  eyes 
And  looked  their  best, — and  as  the  splashing  oar 
Brought  dear  ones  to  the  land,  how  every  voice 
Grew  musical  with  happmess  I  And  there 
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Stood  that  M  widow  wotnan  with  the  rest, 
Watching  the  ship  wherein  had  sailiBd  her  BOik 
A  boat  came  from  lliat  vessel,— ^hcfsniy 
It  toiled  upon  iSbe  waters,  and  tfie  oars 
Were  dipped  in  slowly.    As  it  neared  the  beach, 
A  moaning  smmd  came  from  it,  and  a  grodn 
Bm^t  from  the  lips  of  afl  the  anxions  tliere, 
When  they  looked  on  eadi  ghastly  countenance, 
For  that  lone  boat  was  filled  with  wounded  men, 
Bearing  them  to  "die  hospital — and  then 
That  aged  woman  €iaw  her  son.     She  prayed. 
And  gained  her  prayer,  that  she  might  be  his  nurse,    '^ 
And  ti^e  him  home.    He  lived  for  many  days. 
It  soothed  fahn  so  to  hear  his  mother*s  voice, 
Tb  breathe  the  fragrant  air  sent  from  the  roses — 
The  roses  that  were  gathered  one  by  one 
For  him  by  his  fond  parent  m»se :  the  last 
Was  placed  upon  his  pillow,  and  that  night. 
That  very  night,  he  died  I  And  he  was  laid 
In  the  same  church-yard  where  his  father  lay — 
Through  which  his  mother  as  a  bride  had  passed. 
The  grave  was  dosed :  bat  still  the  wid(>w  sat 
Upon  a  sod  beside,  and  eilently 
(Hers  was  not  grief  that  wbrds  had  comfort  fm-) 
The  funeral  train  passed  on,  and  she  was  left 
Alone  amid  the  tombs ;  but  once  she  looked 

b2 
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Towards  the  shadowy  lane,  ^en  turned  again^ 

As  desolate  and  sick  at  heart,  to  where 

Her  help,  her  hope,  her  child,  lay  dead  together 

She  went  home  to  her  lonely  room.    Next  moni 

Some  entered  it,  and  there  she  sat, 

Her  white  hair  hanging  o'er  the  withered  hands 

On  which  her  pale  fiace  leant :  the  Bible  lay 

Open  beside,  but  blistered  were  the  leaves 

With  two  or  three  large  tears,  which  had  dried  in. 

Oh,  happy  she  had  not  survived  her  child  I 

And  many  pitied  her,  for  she  had  spent 

Her  little  savings,  and  she  had  no  friends : 

But  strangers  made  her  grave  in  that  church-yai;d, 

And  where  her  sailor  slept,  there  slept  his  mother  ! 

Miss  L.  E.  Landon, 


MUSIC. 

It  comes — ^it  comes  upon  the  gale, 
That  pensive  voice  of  days  gone  past. 

With  early  feelings  down  life's  vale^ 
On  Arab  airs  as  odours  sigh. 
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Oh !  on  this  far  and  foreign  shore. 
How  doubly  blest  that  song  appears ; 

Long  days  and  distance  wafting  o'er 
The  sweetness  of  departed  years. 

The  scene  aroond  me  fades  away, 

As  at  the  wave  of  magic  wand — 
I  see  the  glens,  and  mountains  grey, 

And  wild  woods  of  my  native  land. 

The  summer  bower,  the  silent  stream, 
The  scenes  of  youth,  are  on  the  strain ; 

And  peopled  in  my  waking  dream 
With  forms  I  ne'er  shaU  see  again. 

As  on  my  wanderings  when  a  child, 

That  music  comes  at  close  of  day. 
Along  the  dim  and  distant  wild. 

And  wafts  my  spirit  far  away. 

And  on  the  heart  as  it  distils. 

Dear  as  the  dew  drop  to  the  leaf, 
Oh  how  the  rising  bosom  thrills 

Beneath  the  mystic  joy  of  gri^« 
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So  sweetr-f-Mi  h^Uoirod;  'lii  to^  feel 
The  gMAle  woe  ttAt;«»ka»  thy  sigb^ 

That  e'ea  in  heiivca),  iBeAJbks  't^ntt  steal 
Upoa^  the^  spftnl's  cbseaBi  of  joy  I 

But  hark  I-«-*l;hat  soolhiag  Bti«iii  k  o'^ar^ 

And  facoken  19  the  lorely  s^^i 
So  fades  ffom  off  our  native  sboro, 

The  accents  of  a  friend's  fiureweU. 

John  Malcolm^  Esq. 


CHARACTER  OF  WOMAN- 

Through  many  a  land  and  clime  a  ranger, 
With  toibome  steps  I've  Held  my  way, 

A  lonely  improtected  stranger^ 
To  all  the  strand's  ills  a  prey. 

« 
While  steering  thus  my  course  precarious^ 

My  fortune  still  has.  be^i  to  find 

Men's  hearts  and  disposttkms  various, 

But  gentle  woman,  ever  kind* 
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Alive  to  eveiy  tender  feelings 

To  deeds  of  mercy  ever  prone ; 
The  wounds  of  pain  and  sorrow  healing 

With  «QjBb^<k>09pa$sioii'8  sweetest  tone. 

No  proud  delay,  no  dark  suspicion, 

Sti»t9,  the  Iroe  bounty  of  their  heart ; 
They  tuni  Hot  horn,  the  sad  petition, 

But  cheerful  aid  at  once  iinpart. 

JPormed  ia  beaeyoleace  of  nature, 

Obligiag,  modest,  gay,  and  mild, 
Woman's  the  same  endearing  creature, 

In  courtly  town  and  savage  wild. 

When  parched  with  thirst,  with  hunger  wasted, 

Her  frien^y  hand  refreshment  gave ; 
How  sweet  the  coarsest  food  has  tasted. 

What  cordial  in  the  simple  wave ! 

Her  courteous  looks,  her  words  caressing, 

Shed  comftNt  on  the  hunting  soul : 
Woman's  the  stranger's  general  blessing. 

From  sultry  India  to  die  Pole  I 

JBarbauld* 
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ON  THE  RECEIPT  OF  HIS  MOTHER'S 

PICTURE. 

Oh  that  those  lips  had  Bmgaage  t  Life  has  passed 
With  me  hut  roughly  since  I  heard  thee  last.- 
Those  lips  are  thineT— thy  own  sweet  smile  I  see^ 
The  same,  that  oft  in  childhood  solaced  me ; 
Voice  only  fiuls,  else,  how  distinct  they  say, 
*  Grieve  not  my  child,  chase  all  thy  fears  away  V 
The  meek  intelligence  of  those  dear  eyes 
.  (Blest  be  the  art  that  can  immortalize. 
The  art  that  haffles  time's  tyrannic  claim 
To  quench  it)  here  shines  on  me  still  the  san^i 
Faithful  rememhrancer  of  one  so  dear, 

0  welcome  guest,  though  unexpected  here ! 
Who  hidd'st  me  honour,  with  an  artless  song 
Affectionate,  a  mother  lost  so  long. 

1  will  ohey,  not  willingly  alone, 

But  gladly,  as  the  precept  were  her  own  : 
And,  while  that  fiEice  renews  my  filial  grief^ 
Fancy  shall  weave  a  charm  for  my  relief; 
Shall  steep  me  in  Elysian  reverie, 
A  momentary  dream,  that  thou  art  she.^ 
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My  mother  I  when  I  learned  that  thou  wast  dead. 
Say,  wast  thou  conscious  of  the  tears  I  shed  ? 
Hovered  thy  spirit  o'er  thy  sorrowiiig  son. 
Wretch  even  then^  life's  journey  just  begun  ? 
Perhaps  thou  gavest  me,  though  unseen,  a  Idss ; 
Perhaps  a  tear,  if  souls  can  weep  in  bliss — 
Ah  that  maternal  smile  \  it  answers — ^Yes. 
I  heard  the  beU  tolled  on  thy  burial  day, 
I  saw  the  hearse  that  bore  thee  slow  away, 
And,  turning  from  my  nursery  window^  drew 
A  long,  long  sigh,  and  wept  a  last  adieu  I 
But  was  it  such  ? — It  was — Where  thou  art  gone^ 
Adieus  and  farewells  are  a  sound  unknown. 
May  I  but  meet  thee  on  that  peaceful  shore. 
The  parting  sound  shall  pass  my  1^  no  more  I 
Thy  maidens  grieved  themselves  at  my  concern, 
Oft  gave  me  promise  of  a  quick  return ; 
What  ardently  I  wished,  I  long  believed, 
And,  disappointed  still,  was  still  deceived.^ 
By  disappointment  every  day  beguiled,. 
Dupe  of  to-morrow  even  from  a  child. 
Thus  many  a  sad  to-morrow  came  and  went^ 
1^1  all  my  stock  of  infant  sorrow  spent>' 
I  learned  at  last  submission  to  my  lot. 
But,  though  I  less  deplored  thee,  ne'er  fbrgott 
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Where  once  we  dwdt  our  name  is  heard  no  inore^ 
Children  not  thine  hare  trod  n^y  nursery  floor ; 
And  where  the  gardener  Robini  day  by  day, 
Drew  me  to  school  along  the  public  way. 
Delighted  with  my  bauUc  coacb*  and  wrapt 
In  scarlet  mantle  warm,  andvelvet-capty 
'Tis  now  become  a  history  little  known. 
That  once  we  called  l3ie  pastoral  house  Our  Own. 
Short-lived  possession  I  but  the  record  far. 
That  memory  kecips  ei  aU  thy  kindneefithere^ 
Still  outlives  many  a  storm,  that  has  efibced 
A  thousand  other  thanes  les»  de^ly  traced. 
Thy  nightly  visits  to  my  diambes  made, 
That  thou  might^st  know  me  safib  and  warmly  laid  ^ 
Thy  morning  bounties  ere  I  left  my  home, 
The  biscuit,  or  confectionary  plum ; 
The  fragrant  waters  on  my  eheeks  bestowed 
By  thy  own  hand,  tiU  heek  they  shone  and  glowed  ^ 
All  this,  and  more  endearing  still  than  all, 
Thy  constant  flow  of  Yoye^  that  knew  no  &U, 
Ne'er  roughened  by  those  cataracts  and  breaks, 
That  humour  interposed  too  often  makes ; 
All  this,  still  legible  in  memory*s  pi^e, 
And  still  to  be  so  to  my  latest  age. 
Adds  joy  to  duty,  makes  me  glad  to  pay 
Such  honours  to  thee  as  my  numbers  may  ; 
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Perhaps  a  fndl  memorial,  Imt  sincerey 

Not  scorned  in  heaven,  thou^  little  noticed  liere. 

Could  time,  his  flight  reversed^  restture  the  hours, 
When  playing  with  thy  resture's  tissued  flowers, 
The  violet,  llie  pink,  and  jessamine,  * 

I  pricked  them  into  paper  with  a  pin, 
(And  thou  wast  happier  than  myself  the  while. 
Would  solitly  i^peak,  and  st^'oke  my  head,  and  smile,) 
Could  those  few  pleasaiKt  honrs  again  appear, 
Might  one  wish  briAg  them,  would  I  wish  them  here  ? 
I  would  not  trust  my  beart-«-the  dear  delight 
Seems  so  to  be  desired,  perhaps  I  might. 
But  no — ^what  here  we  call  our  life  is  such, 
So  little  to  be  loved,  and  thou  so  much, 
That  I  shouM  ill  requite  thee  to  constrain 
Thy  unbomid  spirit  into  bonds  again. 

Thou,  as  a  gaHant  bark  from  Albion's  coast 
(The  storms  aU  weathered  and  the  ocean  crossed) 
Shoots  into  port  at  some  well-havened  isle, 
Where  spices  breathe  and  brigfater  seasons  smile ; 
There  sits  quiescent  on  ^e  floods,  that  show 
Her  beauteous  form  reflected  clear  below, 
While  airs  impregnated  with  incense  play 
Around  her,  fanning  light  her  streamers  gay ; ' 
So  thou,  with  sails  how  swift  I  hast  reached  the  shore, 
*  Where  tempests  never  beat  nor  billows  roar  ;* 
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And  thy  loved  consort  on  the  dangerous  tide- 
Of  life  long  since  has  anchored  at  thy  side. 
JBut  me^  scarce  hoping  to  attain  that  rest, 
Always  from  port  withheld,  always  distressed — 
Me  howling  hlasts  drive  devious,  tempest-tossed,. 
Sails  ript,  seams  opening  wide,  aud  compass  lost ;, 
And  day  by  day  some  current's  thwarting  force 
Set8>  me  more  distant  from  a  prosperous  course. 
But  oh  the  thought,  that  thou  art  safe,  and  he  I 
That  thought  is  joy,  arrive  what  may  to  me. 
My  boast  is  not,  that  I  deduce  my  birth 
From  loins  enthroned^  and  rulers  of  the  earth ; 
But  higher  far  my  proud  pretensions  rise — 
The  son  of  parents  passed  into  the  skies. 
And  now,  foewell — Time  unrevoked  has  rua 
His  wonted  course,  yet  what  I  wished  is  done^ 
By  contemplation  s  help,  not  sought  in  vain» 
I  seem  to  have  lived  my  childhood  o'er  again ; 
To  have  renewed  the  joys  that  onc^  were  mine. 
Without  the  sin  of  violating  thine ; 
And,  while  the  wings  of  fancy  still  are  free, 
And  I  can  view  this  mimic  show  of  thee, 
Time  has  but  half  succeeded  in  his  theft — 
Thyself  removed,  thy  power  to  soothe  me  left. 

Coivper. 
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CONJUGAL  AFFECTION. 

Yesy  thou  art  cbanged  since  first  we  met. 
But  think  not  I  shall  e'er  regret, 
Though  never  can  my  heart  forget 

The  charms  that  once  were  thine : ' 
For,  Marian,  weU  the  cause  I  know 

That  stole  the  lustre  from  thine  eye, 
That  proved  thy  beauty's  secret  foe, 

And  bade  thy  bloom  and  spirits  fly : — 
What  laid  thy  health,,  my  Marian,  low, 

Was, — anxious  care  of  mine. 

O'er  my  sick  couch  I  saw  thee  bend^ 
The  duteous  wife,  the  tender  Mend, 
And  eadi  capricious  wish  attend 

With  soft  incessant  care. 
Then,  trust  me,  love  I  that  pallid  face 

Can  boast  a  sweeter  charm  for  me, 
A  truer,  tenderer,  dearer  grace 

Than  blooming  health  bestowed  on  thee  ;;. 
For  these  thy  well-timed  love  I  see,   ' 

And  read  my  blessings  there. 


Opie. 
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And  thy  loved  consort  on  the  dangerous  tide* 
Of  life  kmg  since  has  anchored  at  thy  side. 
J3at  me,  scarce  hoping  to  attain  that  rest, 
Always  from  port  withheld,  always  distressed — 
Me  howling  Uasts  diiTe  devioii8»  tempest-tossed,. 
Sails  ript,  seams  opening  wide,  and  compass  lost ;. 
And  day  by  day  some  current's  thwarting  force 
Sets' me  more  distant  from  a  prospotnis  course. 
Bnt  oh  the  tboagfat,  that  ihou  art  safe,  and  he  I 
That  thought  is  joy,  anive  what  may  to  me* 
My  boast  is  not,  that  I  deduce  my  birth  . 
From  loins  enthroned^  and  rulers  of  the  earth ; 
But  higher  frr  my  pvond  pretensions  rise— 
The  son  of  parents  passed  into  the  skies. 
And  now,  frrewell — Time  unrey<^ed  has  run 
His  wonted  course,  yet  what  I  wished  is  done^ 
By  contemplation's  help,  not  sought  in  vain^^ 
I  seem  to  have  lived  my  childhood  o'er  again ; 
To  have  renewed  the  joys  that  onc^  were  mine,. 
Without  the  sin  of  violating  thine ; 
And,  while  the  wings  of  fiuicy  still  are  free, 
And  I  can  view  this  mimic  show  of  ihee. 
Time  has  but  half  succeeded  in  his  theft — 
Thyself  removed,  thy  power  to  soothe  me  loft. . 

Cotoper, 
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CONJUGAL  AFFECTION. 

Yes,  thou  art  changed  since  first  we  met. 
But  think  not  I  shall  e'er  regret. 
Though  never  can  my  heart  forget 

The  charms  that  once  were  thine : ' 
For,  Marian,  weU  the  cause  I  know 

That  stole  the  lustre  from  thine  eye, 
That  proved  thy  beauty*s  secret  foe, 

And  bade  thy  bloom  and  spirits  fly : — 
What  laid  thy  health,  my  Marian,  low. 

Was, — anxious  care  of  mine. 


O'er  my  sick  couch  I  saw  thee  beod. 
The  duteous  wife,  the  tender  fnend. 
And  eadi  capricious  wish  attend 

W^idi  soft  incessant  care. 
Then,  trust  me,  love  !  tfatt  ftKd  §mtt 

Can  boast  a  sweeter  dmam  im 
A  tmo',  tendeiier,  dcwer  i^BMe 

Than  bkwBUiig  hfriffc  \immmAA 
For  these  thy  weU  tMMl]pK?J<»fe 

And  readsy 
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STANZAS, 

Occasioned  by  vkiting  the  Dty  and  Roins  pf  St  Andrew's. 

In  ancient  time,  near  the  wide  ocean-etrand, 
A  city  lay,  in  sculptured  rich  attire. 
Far  shadowed  out  i^on  the  golden  sand ; — 
Her  rock-hnilt  castle,  and  cathedral  spire — 
Her  holy  monastery,  where  grey-haired  friar 
And  saintly  nun,  to  penitence  and  [»'ayer 
Would  in  the  fervour  of  their  Oedth  retire-— r 
Her  cloistered  courts,  for  learning  to  repair, 
Might  shew  how  kingly  strength  and  wisdom  flourished 
there. 

,    No  consecrated  groves,  or  rivei-s  bright, 
No  loyely  vallies  cirded  it  around ; 
But  cliffs  on  which  the  eagle  would  alight, 
And  hollow  caverns  stretching  under  ground, 
Within  whose  labyiinths  of  globm  profound 
The  water-snakes,  and  sea-birds  dragged  their  prey, 
Or  lonely  hermits  secret  refuge  found  ; 
Whilst  far  along  the  rocky  cape  there  lay, 
With  vessels  anchored  deep,  a  wild  and  troubled  bay. 


TB£  POETICAL  MELANGE*  35 

Her  statel;^  g«jt^  beneath  their  arches  sweep 
With  silver  keys,  in  twilight's  failing  hour 
Were  peaeef«l  closed :  upon  its  rocky  steep, 
Majestically  firm,  her  castle  tower 
Bore  Scotlsaid^s  banner,  and  the  badge  of  power 
Her  country's  cross.  Saint  Andrew's,  there  installed  ; 
To  such  rank  pageimts  thm  would  nations  cower, 
Nor  dream  that  like  Jenualem  enthralled, 
Their  citied  strength  would  be<— -so  sudd^y  unw,a]led. 

Then  on  those  battkments  the  sun  arose, 
Darting  its  rays  as  from  a  fiery  shield, 
Whose  blaze  appalled  the  fiweest  of  their  foes ; 
For  won  by  blood  in  many  a  battle  field, 
Monarchs  would  there  tb^  sword  and  sceptre  wield, 
Whilst  hcdier  men,  for  Jesus'  sake  dirine, 
Their  wretched  Urea  in  sacrifice  would  yield — 
And  clad  in  armour,  leave  their  Savioiur's  shrine, 
To  tread  the  holy  dust,  and  &11  in  Palestine. 

tliroa^  ibe  cathedral's  aisle,  and  vaulted  dome. 
Then  a^emn  orisons  and  anthems  rung ; 
Above  the  altar,  waving  rich  perfume 
Over  its  golden  tablet,  censers  swung. 
And  the  taU  tapers  burning  dimly  flung, 
A  mystie  Itgkt  from  out  the  sanctuary. 
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STANZAS,  '^" 

Occasioned  by  visiting  the  Oty  and  Ruins  of  St  Andrew's.  * 


In  ancient  time,  near  the  wide  ocean-etrand,  *^ 

A  city  lay,  in  sculptured  rich  attire,  ^ 

Far  shadowed  oat  upon  the  golden  sand ; —  ^ 

Her  rock-huilt  castle,  and  cathedral  spire —  ^ 
Her  holy  monastery,  where  grey-haired  friar 

And  saintly  nun,  to  penitence  and  prayer  ^ 

Would  in  the  fervour  of  their  Oedth  retire— r  ^ 

Her  cloistered  courts,  for  learning  to  repair,  ^ 
Might  shew  how  kingly  strength  and  wisdom  flourished      ^ 

there.  ^^ 


,    No  consecrated  groves,  or  rivers  bright, 
No  loyely  vallies  cirded  it  around ; 
But  cliffs  on  which  the  eagle  would  alight, 
And  hollow  caverns  stretching  under  ground, 
Within  whose  labyiinths  of  globm  profound 
The  watcar-snakes,  and  sea-birds  dragged  their  prey, 
Or  lonely  hermits  secret  refuge  found  ; 
Whilst  fai-  along  the  rocky  cape  there  lay, 
With  vessels  anchored  deep,  a  wild  and  troubled  bay. 
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Wherein  the  blessed  crucifix  was  hung, 
To  which  all  nations  then  would  bend  the  knee. 
And  bow  themselves  to  pray  in  deep  idolatry. 

Like  mighty  billows,  ages  have  rolled  past, 
And  with  them,  urged  by  a  resistless  fate, 
Nations  and  creeds  yito  oblivion  cast ; 
Behold,  how  changed  this  country's  poor  estate, 
By  Jleformation  rendered  desolate ; 
For  Scottish  thrones  would  once  a  glory  wear. 
And  every  turret  on  its  mountain-height. 
Or  sunk  in  shady  glen  its  banners  bear. 
But  these  have  passied  away,  like  meteors  through  the  aiiv 

Scotland  hath  fallen — and  in  evil  hour 
The  hand  of  mad  ambition  hath  laid  waste 
Her  palaces  and  courts  ;  usurping  power 
And  blinded  slaves  of  bigotry  effaced 
The  records  of  her  greatness ;  they  have  chased 
The  eagle  from  its  eyrie ;  wherefore  none 
In  mute  suspense  may  pause  when  they  have  traced 
These  faUen  ruins,  where,  with  grass  overgrown, 
A  mournful  tale  is  told  on  every  crumbling  stone. 

Those  city-gates  have  been,  and  are  unhinged*— > 
The  castle  crushed  upon  its  throne-like  steep-— 
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And  the  great  sea  into  its  base  infringed : — 
Hark  I  hoW  the  angry  billows  dashing  sweep 
Aronnd  the  craigs ;  and  with  conynlsiye  leap 
The  tempest  of  their  surge  is  sbirering  sent 
Against  the  cayemed  walls :  thus  hath  the  deep — 
In  how  few  years  ? — a  fearful  inroad  bent, 
And  burst  the  channels  of  its  cliff-girt  continent. 

Beneath  the  shadow  of  the  sweeping  wave 
The  relics  of  a  chapel  yet  remain  *, 
And  even — ^like  a  slumberer  in  the  graye— • 
Scattered  amidst  the  rocks,  its  ruined  fane 
Is  sunk  full  deep  below  the  watery  plain : — 
The  foamy  voice  of  ocean  swells  its  dirge  ^— 
There  learn  how  thrones,  and  shrines  are  reared  in  vain 
By  human  hands ;  for  still  the  hungering  surge 
Is  battling  for  more  prey  from  rocky  verge  to  verge. 


*  Those  acquainted  with  St  Andrew's  are  probably  aware  that  the 
Chiqiel  which  was  connected  with  Cardinal  Beaton's  castle  is  now 
a  complete  ruin  on  the  beach,  the  fragments  of  which  can  only  be 
seen  at  very  low  water.  On  this  part  of  the  coast  the  encroachment 
of  the  sea  is  very  manifest,  as  the  Castle  and  Chapel  appear  at  one 
time  to  have  stood  a  considerable  distance  from  the  shore. -^See 
Grose's  Antiquities  ;  Notes  to  Jamieson's  Cuvier^  &c* 
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ON  THE  RECEIPT  OF  HIS  MOTHER'S 

PICTURE. 

Oh  that  thoee  lips  had  langaage  t  Life  has  passed 
With  me  hut  roughly  since  I  heard  thee  last. 
Those  lips  are  thine — thy  own  sweet  smile  I  see^ 
The  same,  that  oft  in  childhood  solaced  me ; 
Voice  only  fails,  else,  how  distinct  they  say, 
'  Grieye  not  my  child,  chase  all  thy  fears  away  I*^ 
The  meek  intelligence  of  those  dear  eyes 
(Blest  be  the  art  that  can  immortalize, 
The  art  that  baffles  time's  tyrannic  claim 
To  quench  it)  here  shines  on  me  still  the  samei 
Faithful  remembrancer  of  one  so  dear, 

0  welcome  guest,  though  unexpected  here ! 
Who  bidd'st  me  honour,  with  an  artless  song 
Affectionate,  a  mother  lost  so  long. 

1  will  obey,  not  willingly  alone, 

But  gladly,  as  the  precept  were  her  own  r 
And,  while  that  hce  renews  my  filial  grief^ 
Fancy  shall  weave  a  charm  for  my  relief; 
Shall  steep  me  in  Elysian  reverie, 
A  momentary  dream,  that  thou  art  she^ 
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My  mother  I  when  I  learned  that  thou  wast  dead. 
Say,  wast  thou  conscious  of  the  tears  I  shed  ? 
HoYered  thy  spirit  o*er  thy  sorrowing  son, 
Wretch  even  then,  life's  journey  just  begun  ? 
Periiaps  thou  gavest  me,  though  unseen,  a  kks ; 
Perhi^  a  tear,  if  souls  can  weep  in  bliss — 
Ah  that  maternal  smile  \  it  answers — ^Yes. 
I  heard  the  bell  tolled  on  thy  burial  day, 
I  saw  the  hearse  that  bore  thee  slow  away, 
And,  turning  from  my  uursery  window,  drew 
A  long,  long  sigh,  and  wept  a  last  adieu ! 
But  was  it  such  ? — It  was — Where  thou  art  gone. 
Adieus  and  &rewells  are  a  sound  unknown. 
May  I  but  meet  thee  on  that  peaceful  shore, 
The  parting  sound  shall  pass  my  1^  no  more  I 
Thy  maidens  grieved  themselves  at  my  concern. 
Oft  gave  me  promise  of  a  quick  return ; 
What  ardently  I  wished,  I  long  believed. 
And,  disappointed  stfll,  was  still  deceived.^ 
By  disappointment  evay  day  beguiled,. 
Dupe  of  to-morrow  even  from  a  child. 
Thus  many  a  sad  to-morrow  came  and  went. 
Till  all  my  stock  of  infimt  sorrow  i^ent> 
I  learned  at  last  submission  to  my  lot, 
But,  though  I  less  deplored  thee,  ne'er  fbrgot> 
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Where  once  we  dwelt  our  name  is  heard  no  monB^ 
Children  not  thine  have  trod  n)y  nnrtsery  floor ; 
And  where  the  gardener  Robin,  day  by  day, 
Drew  me  to  school  along  the  public  way, 
Delighted  with  my  bauUe  coach,  and  wrapt 
In  scarlet  mantle  warm,  andvelvet-capt, 
'Tis  now  become  a  history  Httle  lorown, 
That  once  we  called  liie  pastoral  house  Our  Own. 
Short-lived  posseanon  I  but  the  record;  fair, 
That  memory  keeps  96  all  thy  kindaessihere^ 
Still  outlives  many  a  storm,  that  has  efiaced 
A  thousand  other  tibemes  les^  de^ly  traced. 
Thy  nightly  visits  to  my  dtmmbes  made. 
That  thou  might*st  know  me  saffe  and  warmly  laid  ;: 
Thy  morning  bounties  ere  I  left  my  home, 
The  biscuit,  or  confectionary  plum ; 
The  fragrant  watei*s  on  my  cheeks  bestowed 
By  thy  own  hand,  titt  fresh  they  shone  and  glowed  z^ 
All  this,  and  more  endearing  still  thaA  all, 
Thy  constant  flow  of  Wv«^  that  knew  no  &11, 
Ne'er  roughened  by  those  cataracts  and  breaks, 
That  humour  interposed  too  often  makes ; 
All  this, 'Still  legible  in  uemfxy's  page. 
And  still  to  be  so  to  my  latest  age. 
Adds  joy  to  duty,  makes  me  glad  to  pay 
Such  honours  to  thee  as  my  numbers  may  ; 
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Perhaps  a  fndl  memorial,  but  sincere^    . 

Not  scorned  in  heaven,  thon^  little  noticed  liere. 

Could  time,  his  flight  revened^  restore  the  hours, 
When  playing  with  thy  yesture's  tissued  flowers, 
The  violet,  the  pink,  and  jessamine,  * 

I  pricked  tkem  into  paper  with  a  pan, 
(And  thou  wast  happier  than  myself  the  while, 
Would  softly  speak,  and  sti'oke  my  head,  and  smile,) 
Could  those  few  pleasant  hours  again  .appear, 
Might  one  wish  bring  them,  would  I  wish  them  here  ? 
I  would  not  trust  ray  heart--*the  dear  delight 
Seems  so  to  be  desired,  perhaps  I  might. 
But  no — ^what  hlsre  we  call  our  life  is  such, 
So  little  to  be  loved,  and  thou  so  much. 
That  I  shouM  ill  requite  thee  to  constrain 
Thy  unboimd  spirit  into  bonds  again. 

Thou,  as  a  gallant  bark  from  Albion's  coast 
(The  storms  all  weathered  and  tl^e  ocean  crossed) 
Shoots  into  port  at  some  well-havened  isle. 
Where  spices  breathe  snd  brighter  seasons  smile ; 
There  sits  quiescent  on  the  floods,  that  sho!w 
Her  beauteous  form  reflected  clear  below, 
While  airs  impregnated  with  incense  play 
Around  her,  fanning  light  her  streamers  gay ; ' 
So  thou,  with  sails  how  swift  I  hast  reached  the  shore, 
*  Where  tempests  never  beat  nor  billows  roar  ;' 
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And  thy  loved  consort  on  the  dangerous  tide- 
Of  life  kmg  since  has  anchored  at  thy  side. 
3ut  me»  scarce  hoping  to  attain  that  rest, 
Always  from  port  withheld,  always  distressed — 
Me  howling  blasts  driye  devious,  tempest-tossed ,. 
Sails  ript,  seams  opening  wide,  aud  compass  lost ;. 
And  day  by  day  some  cmrent^s  thwarting  force 
Sets^  me  more  distant  from  a  prosperous  course. 
But  oh  the  thought,  that  thou  art  safe,  and  he  I 
That  thought  is  joy,  arrive  what  may  to  me. 
My  boast  is  not,  that  I  deduce  my  birth  . 
From  loins  enthroned^  and  rulers  of  the  earth ; 
But  higher  far  my  proud  pretensions  rise — 
The  son  of  parents  passed  into  the  skies. 
And  now,  farewell — Time  unrevoked  has  nm 
His  wonted  course,  yet  what  I  wished  is  done^ 
By  contemplation's  help,  not  sought  in  vain« 
I  seem  to  have  lived  my  childhood  o'er  again ; 
To  have  renewed  the  joys  that  onc^  were  mine, 
Without  the  sin  of  violating  thine ; 
And,  while  the  wings  of  fancy  still  are  free, 
And  I  can  view  this  mimic  show  of  thee, 
Time  has  but  half  succeeded  in  his  theft — 
Thyself  removed,  thy  power  to  soothe  me  left. 

Coivper. 
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CONJUGAL  AFFECTION. 

Yes,  thpQ  art  changed  since  first  we  met. 
But  think  not  I  shall  e'er  regret. 
Though  never  can  my  heart  forget 

The  charms  that  once  were  thine  r ' 
For,  Marian,  weU  the  cause  I  know 

That  stole  the  lustre  from  thine  eye, 
That  proved  thy  beauty's  secret  foe, 

And  bade  thy  bloom  and  spirits  fly : — 
What  laid  thy  health,,  my  Marian,  low, 

Was, — anxious  care  of  mine. 

O'er  my  sick  couch  I  saw  thee  bendy 
The  duteous  wife,  the  tender  friend, 
And  each  capricious  wish  attend 

With  soft  incessant  care. 
Then,  trust  me,  love  I  that  pallid  face 
.  Can  boast  a  sweeter  charm  for  me, 
A  truer,  tenderer,  dearer  grace 

Than  blooming  health  bestowed  on  thee  ^ 
For  these  thy  well-timed  love  I  see,   • 

And  read  my  blessings  there. 

Opie. 
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And  thy  loved  consort  on  the  dangerous  tide- 
Of  life  kmg  since  has  anchored  at  thy  side. 
3iit  me,  scarce  hoping  to  attain  that  rest, 
Always  from  port  withheld,  always  distressed — 
Me  howling  blasts  drive  devious,  tempest-tossed. 
Sails  ript,  seams  opening  wide,  aud  compass  lost ;. 
And  day  by  day  some  current's  thwarting  force 
Sets<  me  more  distant  from  a  prosperous  course. 
But  oh  the  thought,  that  thou  art  safe,  and  he  I 
That  thought  is  joy,  arrive  what  may  to  me. 
My  boast  is  not,  that  I  deduce  my  birth 
From  loins  enthroned^  and  rulers  of  the  earth ; 
But  higher  far  my  proud  pretensions  rise — 
The  son  of  parents  passed  into  the  skies. 
And  now,  ferewell — Time  unrevoked  has  run 
His  wonted  course,  yet  what  I  wished  is  done> 
By  contemplation  s  help,  not  sought  in  vain,, 
I  seem  to  have  lived  my  childhood  o'er  again ; 
To  have  renewed  the  joys  that  onc^  were  mine. 
Without  the  sin  of  violating  thine ; 
And,  while  the  wings  of  fancy  still  are  free. 
And  I  can  view  this  mimic  show  of  thee, 
Time  has  but  half  succeeded  in  his  theft — 
Thyself  removed,  thy  power  to  soothe  me  left. 

Cmvper. 
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CONJUGAL  JLFFECnOX. 


Baft  Ank  BOl  I  sUl  e*er  T^rel, 
Tktm^  went  nam  mj  heut  fm» 

TfcedmidHl  onoe  were  lUne: 
For,  Mnini,  vdl  the  cmase  I  know 

Hat  aCole  the  Ivstre  firom  duiie  eye. 
Hat  proved  thy  benty^s  secret  foe. 

And  bade  thy  hkiom  and  spirits  fly: — 
What  laid  thy  health,  my  Marian,  low. 

Was, — nmfNis  care  ^i  mine. 

O'er  my  sick  conch  I  saw  thee  bend. 
The  dnteons  wife,  the  tendw  firiend. 
And  eadi  capriciona  wish  attend 

Widi  soft  incessant  care. 
Then,  trust  me,  love  I  that  paUid  face 
.  Can  boast  a  sweeter  charm  for  me, 
A  truer,  tenderer,  dearer  grace 

Than  blooming  health  bestowed  oil  thee  v 
For  these  thy  well-timed  loTO  I  see, 

And  read  my  blessings  there. 
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STANZAS, 

Occasioned  by  vkiituig  the  Oty  and  Ruins  of  St  Andrew's. 

In  ancient  time)  near  the  wide  oceui-fitrandy 
A  city  lay,  m  sculptured  rich  attire, 
Far  shadowed  out  upon  the  golden  sand ; — 
Her  rock-built  castle,  and  cathedral  spire — 
Her  holy  monastery,  where  grey-haired  friar 
And  saintly  nun,  to  penitence  and  prayer 
Would  in  the  fervour  of  their  fidth  Telae-—r 
Her  cloistered  courts,  for  learning  to  repair, 
Might  shew  how  kingly  strength  and  wisdom  flourished 
there. 

I    No  conseci'ated  groves,  or  rivers  bright. 
No  loyely  vallies  circled  it  around ; 
But  cliffs  on  which  the  eagle  would  alight, 
And  hollow  caverns  stretching  under  ground, 
Within  whose  labyiinths  of  gIo6m  profound 
The  water-sns^es,  and  sea-birds  dragged  their  prey, 
Or  lonely  hermits  secret  refuge  found  ; 
Whilst  far  along  the  rocky  cape  there  lay, 
With  vessels  anchored  deep,  a  wild  and  troubled  bay. 
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Her  stately  g^t^  beneath  their  arches  sweep 
With  silver  keys,  ia  twilight's  failing  hour 
Were  peaeeftd  closed :  upon  its  rocky  steep, 
Majestically  firm,  her  castle  tower 
Bore  Seoilaiid^s  banner,  and  the  badge  of  power 
Her  countiry's  eross,  Saiat  Andrew's,  there  installed  ; 
To  such  rank  pegeanto  then  would  nations  cower, 
Nor  dream  that  like  JerasaleBi  ^M;hralled, 
Their  citied  strength  would  be-— so  suddenly  unvv;alled. 

Then  on  those  battlements  the  sun  avose. 
Darting  its  rays  as  from  a  fiery  shield, 
Whose' blaze  appalled  the  fiercest  <tf  llieir  foes ; 
For  won  by  blood  in  many  a  battle  field, 
Monarchs  would  there  the  sword  and  sceptre  wield, 
Whilst  holier  men,  for  Jesus'  sake  dirine, 
Their  wretched  lires  in  sacrifice  would  yield — 
And  clad  in  armour,  leave  their  Saviour's  shrine, 
To  tread  the  hdy  dust,  and  M\  in  Palestine. 

Throuf^  die  cathedral's  aisle,  and  vaulted  dome, 
Then  solemn  orisons  and  anthems  rung ; 
Above  the  altar,  waving  rich  peHume 
Over  its  golden  tablet,  censers  swung. 
And  iJie  tall  tapers  burning  dimly  finng, 
A  mystic  Uglit  from  out  the  sanctuary. 
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Wherein  the  blessed  crucifix  was  hxmg, 
To  which  all  nations  then  would  bend  the  knee. 
And  bow  themselves  to  pray  in  deep  iddatry. 

Like  mighty  billows,  ages  have  rolled  past, 
>       And  with  them,  urged  by  a  resistless  &te, 

Nations  and  creeds  yito'  oblivion  cast ; 

Behold,  how  changed  this  country's  poor  estate, 

By  Jteformation  rendered  desolate ; 

For  Scottish  thrones  would  once  a  glory  wear, 

And  every  turret  on  its  mountain-height, 

Or  sunk  in  shady  glen  its  banners  bear. 
But  these  have  passed  away,  like  meteors  through  the  air. 

Scotland  hath  fallen — and  in  evil  hour 
The  hand  of  mad  ambition  hath  laid  waste 
Her  palaces  and  courts  ;  usurping  power 
And  blinded  slaves  of  bigotry  effaced 
The  records  of  her  greatness ;  they  have  chased 
The  eagJe  from  its  eyrie ;  wherefore  none 
In  mute  suspense  may  pause  when  they  have  traced 
These  fallen  ruins,  where,  with  grass  o  ergrown, 
A  mournful  tale  is  told  on  every  crumbling  stone. 

Those  city-gates  have  been,  and  are  unhinged— 
The  castle  crushed  upon  its  throne-like  steep— ^ 
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And  the  great  sea  into  its  base  infringed : — 
Hark  I  how  the  angry  billows  dashing  sweep 
Around  the  craigs  ;  and  with  conynlsiye  leap 
The  tempest  of  their  surge  is  shirering  sent 
Against  the  cayemed  walb :  thns  hath  the  deep — 
In  how  few  years  ? — a  fearful  inroad  bent, 
And  buret  the  channels  of  its  cliff-girt  continent. 

s 

Beneath  the  shadow  of  the  sweeping  wave 
The  relics  of  a  chapel  yet  remain  *, 
And  even — ^like  a  slumberer  in  the  grave — 
Scattered  amidst  the  rocks,  its  ruined  fane 
Is  sunk  full  deep  below  the  watery  plain  : — 
The  foamy  voice  of  ocean  swells  its  dirge  i — 
There  learn  how  thrones,  and  shrines  are  reared  in  vain 
By  human  hands ;  for  still  the  hungering  surge 
Is  battling  for  more  prey  from  rocky  verge  to  verge. 


*  Those  acquainted  with  St  Andrew's  are  probably  aware  that  the 
Chapel  which  was  connected  with  Cardinal  Beaton's  castle  is  now 
a  complete  ruin  on  the  beach,  the  fragments  of  which  can  only  be 
seen  at  very  low  water.  On  this  part  of  the  coast  the  encroachment 
of  the  sea  is  very  manifest,  as  the  Castle  an<jl  Chapel  appear  at  one 
time  to  have  stood  a  considerable  distance  from  the  shore.— See 
Grose's  Antiquities  ;   Notes  to  Jamieson's  Cuvier,^  &Qp 
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Tis  midnigbt^  and  the  moon  is  ming  bright  ^ 
Enter  the  old  catbod^ral's  icmiDhling  wall. 
And  by  the  soGt  inflection  of  ite.Hgbt 
Survey  the  lengthened  aisle,  and  pillar's  Mi ; 
Sank  in  their  glory  'neath  the  weedy  pall 
On  which  the  chnrch-yard  dews,  like  teei^dcops  gleam ; 
There  broods  the  ni§^t-bird  in  his  rooflecis  hall — 
Through  each  unwindowed  arch  the  pale  stars  beam, 
And  all  appears  soUimef— the  (Ageant  of  a  dceam  I 

The  golden  gate,  whose  mwlilntfid  form 
Hath,  like  a  cliff  the  ivByes  hnve  lashed  in  vain. 
Outlasted  wint^isof  impetnons  stonn, 
'    Uplifts  itself  withal  in  proud  disdain ; 
So  stand  on  Eygpt's  simoon-trodden  ^ain 
The  awe-inspiring  records  of  the  past ; 
And  then  shalt  aye  a  monnment  remain. 
Though  the  drear  space  betwixt  thy  portals  vast 
Gives  entrance  only  now  to  the  unbridled  blast. 

No  more  the  vestal  throng,  or  white*robed  choir, 
Shall  pass  thy  threshold  to  the  house  of  prayer ; 
No  more  Devotion,  clad  in  meek  attire, 
Before  the  eye  of  heaven  kneel  suppliant  there  ; — 
Anthems,  nor  incense  fill  the  listening  air ; — 
No  mortal  step  these  churchyard  ruins  tread. 


TfiE  Fa£TICAI«  MELAVOM*  39 

Save  wbeifk  some  n/oamfiil  train  ia  d^ep  <lespair,, 
Bearing  the  paU  aroond  the  biet^bonie  dead, 
Follow  unto  tbe  grave  some  well-rbekMred  heiKL 

Stupendous  stones  there  mpulder  bite  dust — 
^         Their  ediunuied  streogtbi  hk»  very  iveeds  uptom ; — 
Gcme  W  the  altar  of  thi^.blessed  tnwt 
For  whk^  the  pains  of  martjn^om  w«re  borne. 
And  cross,  and  rosary  ia  p^iaaee  worn : 
Thti  bigot — ^not  the  heathen  multitude — 
Hath  trampled  thus  all  holiness  to  scorn. 
As  the  Cha]dean*s  impious  fire  subdued 
The  lovely  temple  that  on  holy  Si<m  stood. 

* 
Here,  like  the  Roman  *,  for  a  moment  pause 
To  gaze  on  ruin ;  the  sepulchral  gloom, 
And  mist  of  desolation ;  all  that  awes 
And  overwhelms ;  for  this  hath  been  the  doom 
Of  men  and  nations ;  Thebes,  Tvoy,  and  Home — 
Amidst  the  greatness  of  their  storied  claim, 
Have  passed,  like  flitting  phantoms  to  the  tomb, 
And  thus  will  perish,  like  a  dying  flaine, 
The  loftiest  stars  that  light  the  firmament  of  fame» 

*  Marius  ov^  the  ruins  oi  Carthage. 
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Tis  midoigbt^  and  the  mxKm  is  ming  bright  ^>— 
Entei:  the  iM  catbodnd's  icraiDhling  wall> 
And  by  the  soGt  reflection  of  itg^Hght 
Survey  the  lengthened  aisle,  and  pillar's  Mi ; 
Simk  in  thw  gloiy  'neath  the  weedy  pall 
On  which  the  chnrch-yard  dews,  like  teex^dssc^  gleam ; 
There  broods  the  nig^t-bird  in  his  roofless  hall--- 
Throogh  each  nnwindowed  arch  the  pale  stars  beam, 
And  all  appears  soUime— the  jAgeant  of  a  dream  I 

The  golden  gate,  when  mntilatfid,  form 
Hath,  like  a  diff  the  wvves  h^ve  lashed  in  vain. 
Outlasted  wint^isof  iiD^tnons  storm, 
'    Uplifts  itself  withal  in  proud  disdain ; 
So  stand  on  Eygpt's  simoon-trodden  ^ain 
The  awe^mspiring  records  of  the  past ; 
And  then  shalt  aye  a  monnment  remain. 
Though  the  drear  space  betwixt  thy  portals  vast 
Gives  entrance  only  now  to  the  unbridled  blast. 

No  more  the  vestal  throng,  or  white*robed  choir, 
Shall  pass  thy  threshold  to  the  house  of  prayer ; 
No  more  Devotion,  clad  in  meek  attire, 
Before  tlie  eye  of  heaven  kneel  suppliant  there  ; — 
Anthems,  nor  incense  fill  the  listening  air ; — 
No  mortal  step  these  churchyard  ruins  tread, 
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Save  wii^  some  n/oomfiil  train  in  d^ep  despair,, 
Bearing  the  paU  arownd  the  biet^bonie  deed, 
Follow  unto  the  grave  some  well<rbekMred  heacL 

Stupendous  stones  there  mpulder  into  dust — 
^         Their  ediumned  8trengtb»  likifr  very  weeds  uptorn ; — 
Gcme  is  the  altar  of  thi^.hlessed  tnwt 
For  whk^  Ae  pains  of  martjn^om  were  borne. 
And  c;-Q80,  and  rosary  in  p^ianee  worn : 
llie  bigot — ^not  the  heathen  multitude — 
Hath  trampled  thus  all  holiness  to  scorn. 
As  the  Cha]dean*s  impious  fire  subdued 
The  lovely  temple  that  on  holy  Sion  stood. 

Here,  like  the  Roman  *,  for  a  moment  pause 
To  gaze  on  ruin ;  the  sepulchral  gloom, 
And  mist  of  desolation ;  all  that  awes 
And  overwhelms ;  for  this  hath  been  the  doom 
Of  men  and  nations ;  Thebes,  Tvoy,  and  Home — 
Amidst  the  gi'eatness  of  their  storied  claim, 
Have  passed,  like  flitting  phantoms  to  the  tomb. 
And  thus  will  perish,  like  a  dying  fiaine. 
The  loftiest  stars  that  light  the  firmament  of  fame. 

*  Marius  ov^  the  ruins  of  Carthage. 
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Thd  eartainB  ol  the  night  are'  far  dbpread, 
And  round  its  throne  revolving  worlds  appear ; 
Now  would  the  soaring  soul  aspire  to  read 
The  mysteries  of  heaven ;  beset  with  fear 
Within  oat  gloomy  tabernacle  here 
Hope's  ftiding  lamp  slow  wastei^,  from  day  to  day ; 
Yet — shall  the  veil  be  rent — a  future  year 
Summon  from  out  the  grave  its  vanquished  prey, 
When  these  frail  wrecks  are  swept  like  ocean-foam  away. 

Alastor. 


HE  NEVER  SMILED  AGAIN. 

« 

It  is  recorded  of  Henry  the  First,  that  after  the  death  of  his  son. 
Prince  William,  who  perished  in  a  shipwreck  off  the  coast  of 
Normandy,  he  was  never  seen  to  smile. 

The  bark  that  held  a  prmce  went  down, 

The  sweeping  waves  rolled  on ; 
And  what  was  England's  glorious  crown 

To  him  that  wept  a  son  ? 
He  lived — ^for  life  may  long  be  borne, 

Ere  sorrow  break  its  chain  ; — 
Why  comes  not  death  to  those  who  mourn  ? 

He  never  smiled  again  I 
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There  stood  proud  forms  before  his  throne, 

The  stately  and  the  brave ; 
But  which  could  fill  the  place  of  one, 

That  one  beneath  the  wave  ? 
Before  him  passed  the  young  and  fair, 

In  pleasure's  reckless  train ; 
But  seas  dashed  o'er  his  son's  bright  haii* — 

He  never  smiled  again  ! 

He  sat  where  festal  bowls  went  round ; 
He  heard  the  minstrel  sing 

He  saw  the  tourney's  victor  crowned, 
Amidst  the  knightly  ring : 

A  murmur  of  the  restless  deep 
Was  blent  with  every  strain, 

A  voice  of  winds  that  would  not  sleep- 
He  never  smiled  again ! 

Hearts,  in  that  time,  closed  o'er  the  trace 

Of  vows  once  fondly  poured, 
And  strangers  took  the  kinsman's  place 

At  many  a  joyous  board ; 
Graves,  which  true  love  had  bathed  with  tears, 

Were  left  to  heaven's  bright  rain,  • 

« 

Fresh  hopes  were  bom  for  other  yeai's — 
He  never  smiled  again  I 

Mrs  Hemans, 
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OH !  TiJE  LADY  I  ADMIRE. 

I. 
Oh  I  the  Lady  I  admire  is  so  beautiful  and  Iffight, 
And  lovely  as  a  (airy*queen  within  her  bower  of  li^t, 
Her  large  black  eyes  are  glancing  like  two  orbs  of  purest 

fire, 
And  dearly,  dearly  do  I  love  the  Lady  I  admire. 

II.        f 
Hie  ringlets  clustering  o*er  her  brow>  are  of  an  auburn 

dye, 
And  radiant  as  the  golden  light  that  gilds  the  summei* 

sky; 
Her  voice  has  all  the  melody  of  an  iEolian  lyre. 
And  dearly,  dearly  do  I  love  the  Lady  I  admire. 

III. 
The  beauty  of  her  modest  cheek  outshines  the  rose  s  hue. 
Her  brow  is  like  the  moonlight  when  'tis  loveliest  to  view, 
Her  blooming  lips  my  bosom  fill  with  rapturous  desire, 
And  dearly,  dearly  do  I  love  the  Lady  I  admire. 
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XV. 

And  oh !  her  smile  is  sweeter  than  the  sunshine  on  the 
sea, 

I'd  give  the  world,  were  it  mine,  if  she  would  smile  on  me ; 

I'll  loYe  her  till  -the  thrbh  of  life  shall  from  my  heart  ex- 
pire. 

Oh  dearly,  dearly  do  I  lore  the  Lady  I  admire. 

William  Anderson, 


STANZAS  ON  A  LADY. 

She  was  a  thing  of  mom,  with  the  soft;  dsHm 

Of  summer  evening  in  her  pensive  ah'. 
Her  smile  came  o*er  the  gazer*s  heart  like  halm. 

To  soothe  away  all  sorrow  save  despau* ; 

Her  radiant  hrow  scarce  wore  a  trace  of  care — 
A  si^nny  lake,  where  imaged  you  might  trace, 

Of  hope  and  memory,  all  that's  bright  and  fair — 
Where  no  rude  breath  of  passion  came  to  chase. 

Like  winds  from  summer  wave,  its  heaven  from  that 
sweet  face. 

As  one  who  looks  on  landscapes  heautifiil. 
Will  feel  their  spirit  all  his  soul  pervade, 


• 
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Even  as  the  heart  grows  stiller  hy  the  lull 
Of  fallii^  waters  when  the  winds  are  laid. 
So  he  who  gazed  upon  this  heavenly  maid, 
Imhihed  a  sweetness  never  felt  hefore ; 

Oh  !  when  with  her  through  autumn  fields  I've  strayed, 
A  brighter  hue  the  lingering  wild-flowers  wore. 

And  sweeter  was  the  song  the  wild  bird  warbled  o*er. 

Then  came  consumption  with  her  languid  moods, 
Her  soothing  whispers,  and  her  dreams  that  seek 

To  nurse  themselves  in  shades  and  solitudes. 
She  came  with  hectic  glow  and  wasted  cheek. 
And  still  the  maiden  pined  more  wan  and  weak. 
Till  her  declining  loveliness  each  day. 

Pallid  like  the  second  bow,  yet  would  she  speak 
The  words  of  hope  e'en  while  she  passed  away, 

Amid  the  closing  clouds,  and  faded  ray  by  ray. 

She  died  i'  the  bud  of  being,  in  the  spring. 
The  time  of  flowers,  and  songs,  and  balmy  air, 

Mid  opening  blossoms  she  was  withering ; 
But  thus  'twas  ever  with  the  good  and  fieiir — 
The  loved  of  heaven,  ere  yet  the  hand  of  care 
Upon  the  snowy  brow  hath  set  his  seal. 

Or  time's  hoar  frost  come  down  to  blench  the  hair ; 

They  fade  away,  and  'scape  what  others  feel. 

The  pangs  that  pass  not  by — the  wounds  that  never  faeaL 

2 


THE  TOVtlC  Air  UBLAKfCtH.  '45 

They  laid  her  in  the  robes  that  wrttp  the  dead, 

So  beautiitd  in  rest,  ye  scarce  niglit  deem 
From  form  so  fiiir  die  gentle  spirit  fled, 

But  only  lulled  in  some  Eiysian  dreoER ; 

And  still  the  glory  of  a  vanished  beam, 

The  lingering  halo  of  a  parted  ray, 
Shed  o'er  her  lonely  sleep  its  latesf;  gleam, 

Like  dyening's  roBe*'Iight  when  the  summer  day 
Hath  fled  o'er  sea«and  shore,  and  faded  far  away ! 

John  Malcolm,  Esq, 


>W«o*iW 


MY  FATHER'S  AT  THE  HELM. 

The  curling  waves;  with  awfui  roar, 

A  little  bark  assdled, 
And  pallid  ^r'«  distracting  power 

O'er  all  on  board  prevailed : 

Save  one,  the  Captain's  darling  child. 
Who  stedfast  viewed  the  storm. 

And  cheerful,  with  composure,  smiled 
At  danger's  threatening  form. 

VOL.  XII.  C 
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.So  of  her  cheek  and  eye,  the  while, 
Time  steals  the  rose,  flid  dims  the  ray. 

She  wanders  to  the  spirits*  land, 
And  with  speechless  grkf  opprest, 

As  o'er  the  faded  form  we  stand, 
Would  gladly  share  her  place  of  rest. 

Beyond  1^  hillfr-^beyond  the  sea, 

Oh  I  for  the  pennons  of  a  dove ; 
O  for  the  morning's  wings  to  flee 

Away,  and  he  with  them  we  love. 
When  all  is  fled  that's  bright  and  fair, 

And  life  is  but  a  wintry  waste, 
This — this  at  last  must  be  ^ur  prayer, 

To  flee  away  and  be  at  rest. 

John  Maicolm^  Esq. 


RECOLLECTIONS  OF  CHILDHOOD. 

How  sweet  it  is,  in  twilight  shade, 
To  tread  the  scenes  of  earliest  youth. 

When  all  that  then  our  bosoms  swayed. 
Was  joy,  and  iniH>cence,  and  truth. 
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The  trees^-^he  stream — ^the  thrasb'a  song — 

Recall  tb«  yisions  which  had  fled  ; 
And  recollectioiMy  absent  long. 

Return,  fund  dwell  upon  the  dead  I 

The  landscape  glows  with  beauty  still ; 

But  ah  I  as  o'er  the  scene  we  range, 
The  stedfast  grovot  and  changeless  rill^ 

Seem  to  have  undergone  a  change ; 
And  though,  of  all  the  earth  I  ween. 

They,  in  our  eyes  most  fair  remain, 
Yet  nought,  'mid  all  so  sweet,  is  seen 

So  bright  and  beautiful  as  them  ! 

With  them  the  woful  change  is  not — 

'Tis  recollection  looks  behind 
To  feelings  not  to  be  forgot— 

Engraven  on  the  youthful  mind. 
Who  shared  those  feelings,  now,  alas  I 

Within  the  church-yard  silent  lie ; 
And  nought  remains,  save  forms  th^t  pass 

The  mirror  of  the  memory, 

Or  such  as,  still  endued  with  life, 
Tread  this  wide  theatre  below. 


c  3 
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Distance— puTBuitA-— and  stbr,  and  strife^ 
Between  us  endleas  barrien  throw. 

Now  spacious  lands,  and  moontoinB  ttS^ 
Between  ns  lie,  and  biHows  caried ; 

And  though  one  school  contained  ns  aD, 
Our  tombs  are  scattered  o'er  the  world. 

The  pleasures  we  in  childhood  teUt 

.  Are  duller  grown — ^tess  bold — less  bright— 
And  all  their  ftdrer  portions  melt, 

Like  clouds  before  the  mental  sight; 
The  change  is  not  in  them ;  the  mind 

Is  tainted  now  that  then  was  pure ; 
And  such  sweet  bliss  is  left  behind 

As  penitence  can  ne*er  procure^ 

Who  hath  not  felt  a  nameless  thrill^ 

When  friends  of  earlier  days  are  met  ? 
And  rising  in  the  mind,  at  will. 

Scenes  that  we  never  can  forget  ? 
Yet  the  afflicting  thought  recurs, 

That  all  those  golden  days  are  o*er ; 
And  sorrow  in  the  bosom  stirs, 

To  think  they  shall  return  no  more.. 
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Behind  ns  lies  a  lovely  field, 

Before  us  lies  a  dreary  waste ; 
We  yaiiUy  wish  its  soil  to  yield 

The  sweets  we  could  no  longer  taste ! 
Thence,  sickening  at  the  thoi^t,  we  tuni, 

And  to  our  griefe  and  follies  fly : 
In  solitude  and  silence  mourn, 

And,  ponderii^,  heave  the  pensive  sigh  I 


SUCH  TfflNGS  WERE. 

Scenes  of  my  youth !  ye  once  were  dear, 

Though  sai^y  I  your  charms  survey ; 
I  once  was  wont  to  linger  here, 

From  early  dawn  to  closing  day.   ; 
Scenes  of  my  youth  1  pale  sorrow  flings 

A  shade  o'er  all  your  beauties  now, 
And  robs  the  moments  of  their  wings 

That  scatter  pleasure  as  they  flow. 
While,  still  to  heighten  every  care. 
Reflection  tells  me — Such  things  were ! 
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Twas  here  a  tender  &lher  strove 

To  keep  my  happiaess  in  yiew ; 
I  smiled  beneath  M  knotb^r  a  lere^' 

That  soft  eonpastion  bfK  laum^i 
In  thew  4he  TirMMa  all  eoitnbincd^    .* 

On  them  I  could  with  iakih  iciy  ;  -  > 
To  them  my  heart  and  soul  irtse  joined 

By  mild  affection  s  primal  tie  ; 
They  smile  in  heaven,  exempt  from  care^ 
Whilst  I  remember — such  things  were  I 

Twas  here,  where  calm  and  tranquil  rest 

Overpays  the  peasant  for  his  toil, 
That  first  in  blessing  I  Wte  i^est 

With  glowing  friendship's  open  smile» 
My  friend,  far  distant  doomed  tO;  roam,: 

Now  braves  the  fury  of  the  seafe  ;. 
He  fled  his  peaceful  happy  home^ 

His  little  fortune  to  increase ; 
While  bleeds  afresh  tlie  wound  cf  care, 
When  I  remember— Hittch  things  were  I 

Twas  here,  even  in  thk  gloomy  grove, 
I  fondly  gazed  on  Laui«  s  dbarlns, 

Who,  blushing,  owned  a  «utual  lofe^ 
And  sighed  responsive  in  my  arms. 
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Though  hard  the  soul-conflietrng  strife^ 

Yet  fate,  the  crael  tyrant,  horo 
Far  from  my  right  the  charm  of  life, 

The  lovely  maid  whom  I  adore : 
'Twouid  ease  my  aont  of  all  my  care, 
Could  I  forget  thiat>^9uch  thlDgs  were  I 

There  first  I  saw  the  mom  appear 

Of  guiltless  pleasnre's  shining  day ; 
I  met  the  dazzling  brightness  here. 

Here  marked  die  soft^declining  ray. 
Behold  the  skies,  whose  streaming  lig^t 

Gave  splendour  to  the  parting  «an. 
Now  lost  in  sorrow's  sable  night, 

And  all  their  mingled  ^ories  gone ! 
TiU  death,  in  pity,  end  my  care, 
I  must  remember — such  things  were  ! 

John  Rannie. 


LOVE. 


I. 
Love  is  a  holy  power» 
It  seems  not  of  this  earth. 
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But  in  some  high  and  heKrenty  bbwer^ 
To  have  receiyed  its  biith; 

For  pore  is  every  thought^ 
And  all  ite  Tiuons  fiur. 

Its  langoi^  with  deyotum  franghifr— - 
Like  that  of  saints  in  prayer^-* 

II. 

Loye  is  a  holy  power-— 
It  seems  not  of  this  earthy 

But  in  some  high  and  heayenly  bower> 
To  have  reoeiyed  its  birth ; 

It  pnnfies  the  heart 
From  stains,  this  world  has  giyen^     •    ' 

And  leads  it  forth  to  dream  apaort 
Of  joys  like  those  in  heaven^-— 

J.  S.  T. 


STANZAS. 

I. 
In  sooth  'tis  pleasant  on  a  summer  mom. 
When  the  bright  sun  ascends  the  orient  d^y, 
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And  on  the  monntBin  breeaes  heakh  k  bernei 
While  we  enhale  it^  as  they  nrananr  by ; 
On  some  lone  hill,  in  musing  mood,  to  lie, — 
There  as  we  watch  the  day's  advancii^  hght, 
We  learn,  from  it,  that  we  but  lire  to  die— - 
That  sun  will  set,  thon^  shining  then  so  bright; 
A  few  short  fleeting  houre,  and  all  again  is  night. 

II. 
Yet  sunshine  seldom  cheers-  the  lot  of  life, 
'Tis  all  a  scene'  of  lingering  pain  and  woe» 
A  pilgrimage  of  fruitless  care  and  strife, 
A  tide  of  sorrow  that  does  ceaseless  flow ; 
But  some  hate  thought  they  felt  a  joy  below, 
Which  to  their  darker  hours  did  solace  prove. 
Making  their  hearts  with  blissful  feelings  glow; 
And  not  of  earth  it  seems,  but  from  above 
It  comes  to  cheer  mankind,  and  mortals  call  it  love. 

III. 
That  thought  is  vain,  as  love*s  own  happiness. 
For  soon  its  sweet  illusion  is  no  more ; 
And  fly  those  hopes  that  promised  lasting  bliss, — 
Then,  when  the  dream  of  ecstacy  is  o'er. 
We  wake,  to  life  far  sadder  than  before^ 
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It  shoots  adiwart  oar  ^«9Mj  like  die  gleanr  -   : 
Of  flitting  suDsbine  o'w  a  dfls»t  ifther^, 
Making  the  wiMerneM  tnore  •dreaiy  seeiA*--^ 
Oh  I  Lore  it  itt  too  like  file  skwdo^s  of «  dfesan. 

IV. 

'Tis  piety  d<ene  tku  caa  impart 
A  peace  of  mind  that  ne'er  will  fade  away, 
A  hliss  that  calms  the  passions  of  the  hearty 
A  hope  that  soothes  tis  even  in  deoay, 
Inspires  the  thonght,  and  elevafea  ^  lay ;      • 
'Tis  this  that  gives  a  glory  to  thatkovr 
When  death,  r^ntless,  seizes  on  his  prey, 
Then  yet  may  pleaswe  dweH  in  eartMy  bower, 
Though  man  badS)  Uooms,  mid  withers  like  a  summer 
flow>ar. 

William  Anderson, 


EVENING  SONG 
OF  THE  TYROLESE  PEASANTS. 

Ctmie  to  tJie  sim-set  tree  ! 

The  'day  is  past  and  gone ; 
The  wooflman'-s  axe  lies  free, 

And  the  reaper's  work  is  done» 


The  twiligiutraltar  to  faeaT«eD» 
And  the  .itommeiwiew  to  iowm,. 

And  rest  to  Us  Ss  giveoi    '      ' 
By  the  cool  sofit  ev^eniiig  h^msi. 

Sweet  is  the  hour  of  mat  I 
Pleasant  ttie  wind  s  low  si^. 

And  the  gleaming  of  the  irest^ 
And  the  twti idbereoawe  lie;; 

When  the  bumden  and  the  -heat 

Of  labour  s  itaak  are  ^'er, 
And  kindly  ymoes  greet 

The  tired  :one  at  his  idiiMr. 

Come  to  the  stnnset  tree  I 
The  day  is  past  and  ;gooe ; 

The  woodman's  «Ke  Uea  Iree, 
And  the  resuperm  work  is  done^ 

^es — ^tuneful  is  the  sowid 

That  dwells  in  whispering  boughs ; 
Welcome  the  freshness  round, 

And  the  gale  that  fans  our  brows^ 
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But  reeX,  more  sweet  aad  stOl 

Uttn  ever  night-lBll  gare. 
Our  Icmging  hearts  shaU  fill. 

In  the  woiid  heyond  the  grave. 

There  shall  no  tempest  blow. 
No  scorching  noon-tide  heat ; 

There  shall  he  no  more  snow. 
No  weary  wandering  feet. 

And  we  lift  oor  tmsting  eyes, 
From  the  hills  our  ihthera  trod, 

To  the  qmet  of  the  skies, 
To  the  sahbath  of  our  God. 

Come  to  the  snn-set  tree ! 

The  day  is  past  and  gone; 
The  woodman's  axe  lies  free. 

And  the  reaper  s  work  is  done. 

Mrs  Henums. 
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TO  MARY. 

Here's  a  health  to  thee,  Mary, 

Here's  a  health  to  thee ; 

The  drinkers  are  goae> 

And  I  am  alone, 

To  think  of  home  and  thee>  Mary. 

There  are  some  who  may  shine  o'er  thee,  Mary^ 

And  many  as  frank  and  free. 

And  a  few  as  fair ; 

Bat  the  summer  air 

Is  not  more  sweet  to  me,  Mary. 

I  have  tl^ought  of  thy  last  low  sigh,  Mary, 
And  thy  dimmed  and  gentle  eye ; 
And  IVe  called  on  thy  name 
When  the  night  winds  came, 
And  heard  my  heart  reply,  Mary. 

Be  thou  but  true  to  me,  Mary, 
And  m  be  true  to  thee, 
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And  at  set  of  son, 

When,  my  task  is  done, 

Be  Bore  that  I*m  eyer  with  thee,  Maiy. 

Barry  Cornwall. 


BATTLE  OF  TALAVERA. 

Hark !  heard  yoa  not  those  hoofe  of  4ireadfal  no4e  ? 
Sounds  not  the  cUing  of  conflict  on  the  heath  ? 
Saw  ye  not  whom  die  reekiag  sabre  smote ; 
Nor  saved  yonr  brethren  «re  they  sank  beneath 
Tyrants  and  tyrants*  slaves  ? — The  firas  of  deatit, 
The  bale-fires  flash  on  high  : — ^from  rock  to  vock 
Each  volley  tells  that  thousands  cease  to  breathe  ; 
Death  rides  upon  the  sulphury  siroc, 
Red  battle  stamps  his  foot^  and  aatioBs  feel  the  sbock. 

Lo !  where  the  giant  on  the  mountain  stands, 
His  blood-red  tresses  deepening  in  the  sun, ' 
With  death-shot  glowing  in  his  fiery  hands, 
And  eye  that  scorcheth  all  it  glares  upon ; 
Restless  it  rolls,  now  fixed,  and  now  anon 
Flashing  afar, — and  at  his  iron  feet 
Destruction  cowers  to  mark  what  deeds  are  done ; 
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For  on  this  mom  three  potent  nations  meet. 
To  shed  before  his  shrine  the  blood  he  deems  most 
sweet. 

Three  hosts  combine  to  offer  sacrifice ; 
Three  tongues  prefer  strange  (Masons  <nq  high  ; 
Three  gaudy  standards  dout  the  pale  blue  skies ; 
The  shouts  are  France,  Spain,  Albira,  victory  I 
The  foe,  the  victim,  and  the  foiid  ally, 
That  fights  for  all,  but  ever  fights  m  vain, 
Are  met — as  if  at  home  they  could  not  die--* 
To  feed  the  erow  on  Talavera's  plain, 
And  fertilize  the  field  ditt  each  pretends  to  gain. 

There  shall  they  rot-«-ambitioii  s  iMHioured  fook  I 
Yes  !  honour  decks  the  turf  that  wrapt  ^eir  day  I 
Vain  sophistry  I  in  these  behold  tho  tools, 
The  broken  tools,  that  tyrants  cast  away 
By  myriads,  where  they  dare  to  pave  their  way 
With  human  hearts — ^to  what  ? — a  dream  alone. 
Can  despots  compass  aught  that  hails  their  away  ? 
Or  call  with  truth  one  span  of  eartb. their  owDy- 
Save  that  wherein  at  last  they  crumble  bone  by  bone  ? 

Bt/rou. 
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to  tAURA. 

t  did  not  weep,  when  I  ww  uAi 

Thy  hridal-day  was  near ; 
But  ah  I  the  wmb  dropped  iey  eold 

Upon  my  anguished  ear. 
Like  ^  dnat  to  dnatf  upon  a  hkr, 

The  sovnda  aepnldind  fell. 
That  came  my  throhbing  heart  to  seer^ 

And  rung  my  hopes'  sad  knelL 

I  met  thee— on  my  marble  brow 

There  wrinkled  no  fierce  ire ; 
I  touched  thee—thou  was  changed,  and  now, 

The  thrill  had  nought  of  fire. 
I  smiled-^my  pride  did  that  require ; 

And  thou  hadst  shown  how  well 
A  smile  can  cloak  a  passion  dire^ 

— ^Yea,  smiiedtL  cold  farewell  I 

Afion, 
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THE  MARTYRED  MISSIONARY. 

I  BUWy  upon  a  foreign  shore^ 

A  prisoner  in  his  cell ; 
His  hands  were  not  imbmed  in  gorey 

Nor  could  I  gather  weH 
What  was  his  crime,  soire  crime  it  be 
To  think  the  enskred  should  be  free — 

Free  to  adore  the  God  of  heaveli-^ 
To  know  the  Saviour— Christ ; 

To  love  and  be  beloved,  nor  riven 
From  home,  as  brutes,  and  priced 

By  monsters  savage  as  the  howl 

Of  warring  winter  at  the  pole. 

His  native  land  he  left  in  youth — 
No  charm  could  tempt  his  stay ; 

With  the  words  of  everlasting  truth 
He  hied  him  on  his  way — 

To  the  darkest  spot  of  earth's  domain — 

The  land  of  the  whip  and  clanking  chains 
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No  home  he  sought  by  a  river  s  brink, 

In  the  shadiest  spot  of  all : 
When  sense  was  doyed  to  rest,  and  think 

Whal  jo^'lie  noct  eovld  call^ 
For  the  dark-hued  damsels  and  the  wine — 
The  bmning  pleasures  of  tW  li&e- . 

His  hand  it  here  lbs  word  of  Cod**-*- 

It  spread  his  only  iriew ; 
The  scorching  soil  uamoyed  ho  troil» 

And  drank  the  unwholesome  dew; 
Peace  from  its  living  page  to  fling. 
Balm  in  the  cup  of  woe  to  wring. 

O,  'twas  enough  to  nmse  all  hell 

To  see  that  blessed  book  I 
To  mark  beneath  its  magic  speUi 

The  slave  no  longer  look 
Ay,  prone  on  earth,  but,  rising,  scan, 
His  chartered  rights  as  free-boni  man  ! 

The  tree  of  liberty  was  ne'er 

Of  free  spontaneous  birth ; 
Watered  with  blood  and  many  a  tear> 

It  soars  above  the  earth, 
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Till,  lost  in  depths  of  heaven  on  high, 
It  builds  a  path^way  to  the  sky. 

Then  springs  the  wild  bnt,  bosomed  lone, 

In  gkns  and  moontam  i«x>od  ; 
Gay  peace,  with  justice,  bnild  their  throne  • 

Amid  the  solitude — 
Heaven  showers  its  dewiest  infivience  bland 
As  if  with  more  unbaring  hand. 

^p  ^P  ^p  ^p  ^f 

I  saw  the  prisoner  in  bis  caell 

Again  before  we  parted ;  ' 

And  as  I  took  a  last  fiErreweil,     r 

With  grief  nigh  broken-hearted> 
He  bade  me  sing,  hr  o'er  the  sea, 
This  h]^n  to  truth  and  liberty. 

Anon. 


LINES  WRITTEN  IN  A  HERMITAGE  ON  THE 

SEA.8HORE. 

O,  wanderer !  would  Ay  heart  forget 
Each  earthly  passion  and  regret>. 


i 
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And  would  tby  weaned  wgmt  liae 
To  commiuie  with  Us  nature  ddee; 
Pause  for  a  while,  and  deem  it  sweet 
To  linger  in  tUa  caba  retreat ; 
And  gire  thy  cares,  thy  griefii»  a  short 
Amid  wild  scenes  of  lone  magniikieiice. 


Unmixed  with  ang^  of  ineaaer  teaey 

Here  nature's  yoiee  is  heard  alone: 

When  the  loud  storm  in  wrathful  hour. 

Is  rushing  on  its  wing  of  poww, 

And  spirits  of  the  deep  awake. 

And  surges  foam,  and  IhIIows  break. 

And  rocks,  and  ocean-caves  around. 

Reverberate  each  awful  sound ; 

That  mighty  voice,  with  all  its  dread  control, 

To  loftiest  thought  shall  wake  thy  thrilling  soaL 

But  when  no  more  the  sea-winds  rave, 
When  peace  is  brooding  on  the  wave, 
And  from  earth,  air,  and  ocean  rise 
No  sounds  but  plaintive  melodies ; 
Soothed  by  their  softly-mingling  swell, 
As  daylight  bids  the  world  fEurewell, 
The  rustling  wood,  the  dying  breeze. 
The  feint,  low  rippling  of  the  seas,— r 
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A  tender  calm  shall  steal  apon  thy  hreast, 
A  gleam  reflected  from  the  realms  of  rest. 

Is  thine  a  heart  the  world  hath  stmig, 

Friends  haye  deceived,  neglect  hath  wnmg  ? 

Hast  thou  some  grief  that  none  may  know, 

Some  lonely,  secret,  silent  woe  ? 

Or  have  thy  fond  affections  fled  , 

From  earth,  to  slnmber  with  the  dead  ? 

Oh  I  pause  awhile— -the  world  disown. 

And  dwell  with  nature's  self  alone  I 

And  though  no  m<»e  she  hids  arise 

Thy  soul's  dqiarted  energies. 

And  though  thy  joy  of  life  is  o'er, 

Beyond  her  magic  to  restore ; 

Yet  shall  her  spells  o'er  every  passion  steal, 

And  sooth  the  wounded  heart  they  cannot  heal. 

Mrs  Hrnnam^ 


THE  SOLDIER'S  HOME. 


My  untried  muse  shall  no  high  tune  assum^ 
Nor  stmt  in  arms ^-^farewell  my  cap  and  plume: 
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Brief  be  my  ▼^ertc,  a  f  »k  Tritliiii  my  power, 
I  tell  my  feeHngs  in  one  happy  boor, 
But  what  an  hour  was  that,  idien  from  the  main 
I  reached  this  loTely  valley  once  again  ; 
A  glorious  harvest  filled  my  eaget  sigfct, 
Half  shocked,  half  waving  in  a  flood  of  light ; 
On  that  poor  cottage  roof  wbete  I  was  bort 
The  sun  looked  down,  as  in  life's  early  morn. 
I  gazed  round,  but  not  a  aonl  appeared  ; 
I  listened  on  the  threshold,  nothing  heard ; 
I  called  my  father  thrice,  bnt  no  one  came; 
It  was  not  fear  or  grief  that  shook  my  frame, 
But  an  o'erpowering  sense  of  peace  and  home, 
Of  toils  gone  by,  perhaps  of  joys  to  come. 
The  door  invitingly  stoOd  open  wide, 
I  shook  my  dost,  and  set  my  staff  aside  - 
How  sweet  it  was  to  breathe  the  cooler  air. 
And  take  possession  of  my  father's  chair ! 
Beneath  my  elbow,  on  the  solid  frame. 
Appeared  the  rough  initials  of  my  name, 
Cut  forty  years  before ;  the  same  old  clock 
Struck  the  same  beU,  and  gave  my  heart  a  shock 
I  never  can  forget.     A  short  breeze  sprung, 
And  while  a  sigh  was  trentibling  on  my  tongue. 
Caught  the  old  dangling  almanacks  behind, 
And  up  they  flew,  like  banners  in  the  wind ; 
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Then  gently,  singly,  down,  down,  down,  they  went, 

And  told  of  twenty  yean  that  I  had  spent 

Far  from  fny  native  land ; — ^that  instant  came 

A  robin  on  the  threshold ;  though  so  tame, 

At  first  he  looked  distrustfnl,  almost  shy. 

And  cast  on  me  his  coal-black,  stedfiut  eye. 

And  seemed  to  say  (past  friendship  to  renew) 

*  Ah,  ah  I  old  wom-ont  soldier,  is  it  yon  ?' 

Through  the  room  ranged  the  imprisoned  humble  bee. 

And  bombed,  and  bounced,  and  struggled  to  be  free. 

Dashing  against  the  panes  with  sullen  roar. 

That  threw  their  diamond  sunlight  on  the  floor : 

Tliat  floor,  clean  sanded,  where  my  fancy  strayed 

O'er  undulating  waves  the  broom  had  made. 

Reminding  me  of  those  hideous  forms 

That  met  us  as  we  passed  the  Ciqpe  of  Storms, 

Where  high  and  loud  they  break,  and  peace  comes  never ; 

They  roll  and  foam,  and  roll  and  foam  for  ever. 

But  here  was  peace,  that  peace  which  home  can  yield ; 

The  grasshopper,  the  partridge  in  the  field. 

And  ticking  clock,  were  all  at  once  become 

The  substitutes  for  clarion,  fife  and  drum. 

WIdle  thus  I  mused,  still  gazing,  gazing  still, 

On  beds  of  moss  that  spread  the  window  sill, 

I  deemed  no  moss  my  eyes  had  ever  seen 

Had  been  so  lovely,  brilliant,  fresh,  and  green, 

VOL.  III.  D 
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Mf  best  fek  everjr  tkng  btt  cabi 

I  could  DOC  reduMi  nnta^  homy  Bsryevftr 

But  rote  at  oooey  and  bunted  iototem; 

Thent  lake  a,  CmI,  confiited,  tat  duva  agun, 

Andtbod^  upon  tbepast  witbibaBeaod  pain; 

I  lared  at  war  aod  all  its  bonid  cost, 

And  gloiy's  qnagmirey  wboe  the  biaTe  are  lost; 

On  carnage,  fire,  and  plonder,  long  I  niuqcd^ 

And  curst  tbe  jnorderiog  im^ns  I  bad  mcd. 

Two  shadowa  tben  I  aaw,  two  Toioes  beard. 

One  bespoke  age,  and  one  a  child's  appeared ; 

In  stepped  my  father,  with  convnlsiye. start. 

And  in  an  instant  clasped  me  to  his  heart. 

Close  by  him  stood  a  little  bine-eyed  maid,  , 

And  stooping  to  the  child,  the  old  man  said, 

'  Come  hither,  Xancy,  kiss  me  once  again,  .    . 

'  This  is  your  I'nde  Charles,  come  back  from  Spain.' 

The  child  approached,  and  with  .her  fingers  light, 

Stroked  my  old  eyes  almost  deprived  of  ^ht — 

J)ut  why  thus  spin  my  t^e,  thus  tedious  he  ?         .'     * 

Happy  old  soldier  I  wha^s  the  world  to  me ! 

BloomfieitL 
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A  FIELD  FLOWER. 

There  is  a  flower,  a  little  flower, 
With  silver  crest  and  golden  eye, 

Tliat  welcomes  every  <^an^g  hoar, 
And  weathers  every  sky. 

The  prouder  heanties  'of  ihe'  field  " " 
In  gay  Ink  ^dk  siicdns^n  shine, 

Bace  after  race'Hshew  fibnoors  yiield. 
They  flourish  and  decline.    •'    '' 

But  this  small  flower, 'to' nature  d^r,  ' 
While  moons 'and  litiEdK  their  courses  rtin, 

Wreathes  the  w4iele  cStcBb  of  the  year, 
Companion  of  the  sun.' ' 

It  smiles  upon  ^e^lap  ivTMay, 

To  sultry  Auguiil  spneaids  it9  charms, 

Lights  pale  October  on  Ifis  way; 
And  twines  DecevihifB  arms. 

d2 
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The  puide  hflithy  and  golden  fanNMn, 
On  mooiy  monntamB  catdi  tlie  gale» 

O'er  lawns  the  Ifly.  sheds  perfiinie> 
The  yiolet  in  the  vale. 

Bnt  this  bold  floweret  dimbs  the  hitt, 
Hides  in  the  forests,  haunts  the  glen. 

Flays  on  the  maigin  of  the  rill. 
Peeps  round  the  fox's  den. 

Within  the  garden's  coltnred  round, 
It  shares  the  sweet  caniation's  bed  ; 

And  blooms  on  consecrated  ground 
In  honour  of  the  dead. 

The  lambkin  crops  its  crimson  gem. 
The  wild  bee  murmurs  on  its  breast^ 

The  blue  fly  bends  its  pensile  stem, 
Light  o'er  the  sky-lark's  nest. 

'Tis  Flora's  page : — ^In  every  place. 
In  every  season,  fresh  and  £Edr, 

It  opens  with  perennial  grace. 
And  blossoms  every-where. 
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On  waste  and  woodUmd,  rock  imd  plan, 

Its  humble  buds  unheeded  rise ; 
The  rose  has  but  a  summer  reiga, 

The  daisy  never  dies. 

Montgomery. 


THE  CAPTURE  OF  IPSARA. 

Ipsara  I  thy  glory  is  gone  from  the  sea ; 
The  da^  clouds  of  ruin  have  settled  on  tHee ; 
The  Cross  in  its  brightness,  illumes  thee  no  more, 
And  the  wave  rolls  in  blood  round  thy  desolate  shore  I 

Ipsara  I  the  sons  of  the  valiant  were  thine, 
And  they  raised  o'er  the  waters  proud  liberty's  sign ; 
And  the  Moslem  oft  left  on  the  billowy  foain 
The  wreck  of  his  power  near  iJieir  beautiful  home. 

And  lovely  thy  daughters,  and  worthy  to  grace 
The  dwellings  of  Greeks  who  were  proud  of  their  race. 
Oh  I  sweetly  the  wild  hymns  of  freedonlk  they  sung, 
When  thy  rocks  with  the  music  of  victory  rung. 
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But  Ae  wanwi bnnh  in  tMippiiw»ii^  nifsfi^  .• 
Like  the  forest  struck •dcMi.lqr  dny^ivd  Mte^oCAMiwi* 
Pale  and  cold  lie  tb^  dangihtipi  4>W  ftfey  a«d  ;lieiA» 
Or  weq)|  in  their  shame,  those  lybay  sIpimlfeBa  ini  death  ! 

Oh  I  fdience  came  the  ruin  that  swept  to  ^e  grare 
The  graces  of  heanty  and  strength  of  the  brave, 
And  crushed  in  destruction's  most  merciless  bonr. 
The  pride  of  the  fortress  and  Uoom  of  the  bower. 

Twas  not  the  fieoce  foe^^in  hia  yalonr  thatcame 
To  fight,  breast  to  bseaaty  for  dominioa  orfomo 
Gold  purchased  the  toinn^ib— the  traitors'  curst  hasd 
Thsew  open  to  tjrrants  the  gates  of  the  hmd. 

And  then  did  the  dark  hordes,  who,fled  from  the  bra¥o> 
When  their  banners  were  broken  on  mountain  and  wave, 
Rush  on  to  revenge,  like  the  demons  of  wrath, 
With  a  desert  of  ashes  and  blood  round  their  path. 

But  worthy  their  fathers,  their  cause  and  their  name, 
Ipsara  I  thy  children  died  true  to  their  fame ; 
Like  martyrs  of  freedom  they  bled  in  their  place, 
Still  clasping  their  foes  in  a  fatal  embrace. 
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Ipsaral  thy  glorjr  u  dianged  fDto  gloom, 
And  ocean's  green  Eden  ir  noW'One  Wide  tonib'; 
But  thy  spirit;  sUaO  live  over  moMitAui  and  floods- 
Till  the  trophies  of  de^ts  ar^  dashed  in  their  Ijdoodl 

Anon. 


DESPAIR. 

Farewell,  my  gentle  haip,  £ftrewell! 

Thy  task  will  soon  bet  done ; 
And  she  who  lored  thy  lonely  spetU- 

Shall,  like  its  tcme8»  be  gone-**   * 
Gone  to  the  place  where  mortal  pain 
Porsnes  the  wearyheart  in^vain* 

J  shed  no  tears — light  passes  by 
The  pang  that^m^  in.te9ni--r-  , 

The  stricken  bon^M.  tbat  can^sigb 
No  mortal  arrow  )ioiBrs-T-  .. 

When  comes  the  sofd  s  true  agony. 

The  lip  is  hushed  and  cp^  the  aye. ; 


•»    '• 


And  mine  has  come  I— r^io  mare:  I 

No  longer  passjimls  sl^ave;  *    ... 
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My  bod  anHt  W  the  gntfo 
Tliwwigli  my  wild  htmiii  no 
Or  iMPr,  or  liope»  or  joy,  or  love. 


TO  ELLEN.    ' 

Though  tune  hath  not  wreathed 

My  temples  with  sdow, 
Though  age  hadi  not  Ineathed 

A  spell  o'er  my  hrow, 
Yet  care's  withered  fingers 

Press  on  me  with  pain ; 
The  fleeting  pnlse  lingers^ 

And  lingers  in  yain. 

The  eyes  which  behold  ihee^ 

Their  brightness  is  flown ; 
The  arms  which  enibld  thee 

Enfeebled  are  grown : 
And  friendship  hath  left  me-, 

By  fortune  estranged ; 
Ally  all  is  bereft  me, — 

For  thou,  too,  art  changed  t 


Crtfljf. 
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Yes,  daik  ills  have  donded 

The  dawning  in  tears ; 
Adyersity  shroaded  . 

My  ripening  years : 
Life's  path,  wild  and  dreary. 

Draws  nigh  to  its  close  ^— 
Heart-hroken  and  weary 

I  sigh  for  repose. 

The  world  shall  caress  thee 

When  I  cease  to  be^ 
And  suns  rise  to  bless  thee 

Which  smile  not  for  me : 
And  hearts  shall  adore  thee. 

And  bend  at  thy  shrine ; 
Bnt  none  bow  before  thee 

So  truly  as  mine. 

«        Stmthey. 


WHERE  IS  HE  ? 

And  where  is  he  ?  Not  by  the  side 
Of  her  whose  wants  he  lored  to  tend; 

Not  o'er  those  valleys  wandering  wide^ 
Where,  sweetly  lost,  he  oft  woold  wend ; 
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Thst  form  bdoTwl  \m 

Thotencean  adawtd no ■«•  ahatt  see 
TiMMe  aoraes  lie  lordy  M  beftm^ 

And  she  as  £ur ; — bat  whero  k  lie  ? 


•«t 


No,  no ;  the  Tad'aurt  is  oo4  dM% 

That  used  to  gSd  hia-ftmHinte  UU  ; 
The  pleasures  that  were  dear  t^  him. 

Are  dear  to  life  and  nature  still : 
Bnty  ah  I  his  homa  is  not  aa  fiuri. 

Neglected  most  hia  gxnfens  l>f  , 
The  lilies  droop  and  wither  thwe^ 

And  seem  to  wbi^ei,  *  wfaar^  m  he 


His  was  the  pomp»  the  isrowded.bali.  , 

But  where  is  now  this,  proad  display  I  - 
His  riches,  honom«,  pl^asmes,;  sih 

Desire  could  frame  ;  but  where  are  they  ? 
And  he,  as  some  tall  rock  that  stands 

Protected  by  the  circling  sea, 
Surrounded  by  admiring  bands. 

Seemed  proudly  strong — and  where  is  he  ? 


/ 


The  churcbyardi  bears  an  add^.ston^,  • 
The  fireside  shows  a.vacaoil  chair.; 

Here  sadness,  dwdls,  and  weeps  alone. 
And  death  displays  his  banner  there ; 
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The  life  is  gone,  the  breath  has  fled> 
And  whfit  haa  been  no  more  diaU:  be ; 

The  well-known  form,  the  welcome  Iread^ 
O  where  am  they,  and  where  is  he  B     . 

NteU. 


THE  FICKLENESS  OP  LOVE. 

Alas  I — ^how  light  a  cause  taiay  movef 

Dissension  between  hearts  that  love  I 

Hearts  that  ther  world  in-yain  has-'triedy  . 

And  sorrow  but  more  closely  tied ; 

That  stood  the  stoim  when  wtfves  were  rough, 

Yet  in  a  samiy-hour  fell  off, 

Like  ships  that  hate  gone  down  at'seft^ 

When  heaven  was  iall  taratiiquillity  I* 

A  something  li^bt-as  air---a  look, ' 

A  word  unkind  or  wrcmgfy  taken-*- 
O I  love*  that  tempests  never  gfeook, 

A  breath,  a  tovdi  like  tbi»  has  shaken^-^ 
And  ruder  words  Will  soon  rush'  in 
To  spread  tlie  breach  that  wonb  begin ; 
And  eyes  foi^e^  the  gende  itoy : 
They  wore  in  courtship's  smiling  day ; 
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And  Toices  lose  the  tone  ibBt  abecl 
A  toidenieM  ronnd  att  they  said; 
Tin  tet  dedining,  sne  by  one^ 
The  Bweetneasea  ef  love  are  gene^. 
Aod  hearts,  so  ktely  mingled,  seem 
Like  broken  doads— or  like  the  stream 
That  smiling  1^  the  mountain  s  brow, 

As  though  its  waters  ne'er  coald  seyer. 
Yet,  ere, it  reach  the  plaips  below, 

Breaks  into  floods  that  part  for  ever. 

O  yon  that  haTe  the  cbaige  of  lo^e, 

Keep  him  in  ro»y  bondage  bound. 
As  in  the  fields  of  bliss  above 

He  sits,  with  flowerets  fettered  rpimd.:— 
Loose  not  a  tie  that  round  him  dings, 

Nor  ever  let  him  use  his  wings ; 
For  even  an  hour,  a  minute  s  fli^t 
Will  rob  the  plumes  of  half  their  light, 
Like  that  cdestial  Inrd,  whose  nest 

Is  found  below  far  eastern  skies, — 
Whose  wings,  though  radiant  when  at  rest. 

Lose  all  their  glory  when  he  flies  ! 
Some  difference  of.  this  dangerous  kind, — 
By  which,  though  light,  the  links  that  bind 
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The  fondest  hearts  may  soon' be  riven ; 
Some  shadow  in  loye*8  summer  heaven, 
Whichy  though  a  fleecy  speck  at  first, 
May  yet  m  awful  thunder  burst. 

Moore. 


THE  PAUPER'S  FUNERAL. 

I  saw  a  pauper  once — when  I  was  young — 
Borne  to  his  narrow  grave.    The  bearers  trod 

Smiling  to  where  the  death-bell  heavily  rung :. 
And  soon  his  bones  were  laid  benealb  4;he  sod. 

On  the  rough  boards  the  earth  was  gaily  flung : 
Methought  the  prayer  that  gave  him  to  his  God 

Was  coldly  said. — Then  all,  passing  away, 

Left  the  scarce-coffined  wretch  to  quick  decay. 

It  was  an  autumn  evening ; — and  the  raiii 

Had  stopped  awhile— but  the  loud  wind  did  shriek. 

And  brought  the  deluging  tempest  back  again . 
The  flag-staff  on  the  church-yard  tower  did  creak, 

Along  the  sky  there  ran  a  lightning  vein  ; — 
And  then  the  flapping  raven  came  to  seek 
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His  home ; — ^hiB  flight  was  heary,  and  his  wing 
Seemed  wearied  with  a  long  dufn  wandering. 

Barry  ComwalL 


THE  TREASURES'  OF  THE  DEEP. 

What  hidest  llion  in  thy  treasnre  caves  and  e^lls  ? 
Thou  hollowHsounding  and  myBterions  main  I 
— Paleglistening^pearis,  and  rainbow-et^nred  sh^fa^  . 
Bright  things  ^whidi  gleam  unrecked  of»  md  in  vain*    . 
-^Keep,  keep  thy  riches,  melancholy  sea  1 

We  ask  not  such  from  thee. 

. .    •  ...       I. .    - .     „ 

•  ■ 

Yet  more,  the  deptln  have  more  I — ^What  wealth  untold 
Far  down,  and  shining  through  their  stillness  lies  I 
Thou  hast  the  starry  gems,  the  burning  gold. 
Won  from  ten  thousand  royal  argosies. 
— Sweep  o'er  thy  spoils,  thou  wild  and  wrathful  main  I 

Earth  claims  not  these  again  I 

Yet  more,  the  depths  have  more  I^-Thy;  waves  have  rolled 

Above  the  cities  of  a  world  gone. by  I 

Sand  hath  filled  up  thepalaces  of  old,  !: 

Sea  weed  o*ergrown  the  balls  of  revelry  I 
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— Dash  o*er  them,  ocean  !  iu  thy  BC(N*nfu1  play, 

Man  yields  them  to  decay ; 

Yet  more  I  the  billow  and  the  depdn  have  more — 
High  hearts  and  braye  are  gathered  to  thy  breast ! 
They  hear  not  now  the  booming  waters  roar. 
The  battk-di«nd«»  will  not  break,  their  restp 
— ^Keep  thy  re4  gold  and  gams,  thon  stormy  grave — 

Give  back  the  tma  and  brave  I 

Give  bttdc  the  lost  aa^^  lovely  I^ — ^thqaa  for  whom 
The  place  waa^ptatr board,  and  hearth  ^o  long  I 
The  pray/sr  went  up  throagh  midnights  VreMhless  ^loom. 
And  the  vain,  yearning  woke  'midst  festal  song  I 
Hold  fost  thy  buried  isles,,  thy  towers  overthrown, 

— But  all  is  not  thine  own. 

To  thee  the  Iovq  of  wgman  hath  gone  down, 
Dark  flow  thy  tides  o*er  manhoods  noble  head,^ 
0*er  youth's  bright  locks  and  beauty's  flowery  crown  : 
— ^Yet  must  thou  hear  a  T^oice — restore  the  dead  ! 
Earth  shall  reclaim  her  precious  things  from  thee, 

Restore  the  dead,  thou  sea  I 

Mt$  Hemq,m, 


I 
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HEAVEN. 

O  Hesren  1^0  bontifid  and  boudlni  tky  I 

Upon  whose  bretsts  sCan  and  pakt  pfanwto  He^ 

Unnombered  and  inmiiiieraMe,  erer 

Mocking  with  hrigfat'nii^  eyes  man's  rmm  endflsmv  I-^ 

Thoa  radiant  wOdernessy  through  whiA  die  aMMNi 

Mores  like  a  spirit,  widioiit  Toioe  or  tone 

Aocompaniedy  or  soog  or  choral  ahonty 

Save  what  the  nniTersal  spheres  send  oat 

For  ayoy — ibaadihle,  though  vast  and  decp^  ■ 

Thoa  worid  of  worlds,  within  iHiose  anas  die  son  I 

Awakens ;  and,  when  his  bright  task  is  done,  1 

Like  a  reposing  child,  lies  down  to  sleep, 

Amongst  ihy  golden  bowers  I — 

O  gentle  heaven ! 

Art  tBoa  indeed  the  home, — ^ihe  happy  shores 
Where  creatures  wearied  of  this  earth  are  driven, — 
Where  hate  is  not, — ^whsre  envy  cannot  soar, 
And  nought  save  unimaginable  love, 
And  tenderest  peace  (a  white  and  winged  dove,} 
And  beauty  and  perennial  bloom  are  seen, 
And  angels  breathing  in  Elysian  air 
Divinest  music,  and  young  shapes,  more  fair 
Than  Houris  pacing  soft  through  pathways  ever  green  I-—> 

Barry  Cornwall 


I 


TiBS  POBTIOAL  MBLANOS.  85 


MONODY  ON  R.  B.  SHERIDAN. 


>  <i 


When  the  last  sunshine  of  expiring  day 

In  summei's  twilight  weeps  itself  away,  * 

Who  hath  not  felt  the  softness  of  the  hour 

Sink  on  th^  heart,  as  dew  along  the  flower  ? 

With  a  pare  feeling  which  absorbs  and  awes 

While  natare  makes  that  melancholy  pause, 

Her  breathing  moment,  on  the  bridge  where  time 

Of  light  and  darkness  forms  an  arch  sublime. 

Who  hath  not  shared  that  calm  so  still  and  deep. 

The  voiceless  thought  which  would  not  speak  but  weep, 

A  holy  concord,  and  a  bright  regret, 

A  glorious  sympathy  with  suns  that  set  ? 

'Tis  not  harsh  sorrow,  but  a  tenderer  woe. 

Nameless,  but  dear  to  gentle  hearts  below. 

Felt  without  bitterness — ^but  full  and  dear, 

A  sweet  dejection — a  transparent  tear. 

Unmixed  with  worldly  grief  or  selfish  stain. 

Shed  without  shame,  and  secret  without  pain. 

Even  as  the  tenderness  that  hour  instils 
When  summers  day  declines  along  the  bill», 
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So  feels  the  iiilneas  of  our  heart  and  eyes. 

When  all  of  genias  whidi  can  perish  dies. 

A  mighty  spirit  is  eclipsed — a  power 

Hadi  passed  firom  day  to  darioiesB-^to  whose  hoar 

Of  light  no  likeness  is  beqneathed — no  name, 

Foeos  at  once  of  all  the  rays  of  feme  I 

The  flash  of  wit,  the  bright  intdliganee> 

The  beam  of  soogi  the  bfese  ef  eloqn0noe» 

Set  with  their  Sui — bat  still  havn  left  behind 

The  enduring  prodnce  of  immortal  mind ; 

Froits  of  a  genial  mom,  and  glorions  noon» 

A  deathless  part  of  him  who  died  too  socm. 

But  small  that  portion  of  the  wondroos  whole. 

These  sparicling  segments  of  diat  circling  sool. 

Which  aU  emluraced — and  lightimed  over  all. 

To  cheer — ^to  pierce — ^to  please — or  to  appal. 

From  the  charmed  council  to  the  festive  board. 

Of  human  feelings  the  unbounded  lord ; 

In  whose  acclaim  the  loftiest  voices  yiedy  -  :    : 

The  praised — the  proud — who  made  his  praise  their  {nide* 

When  the  loud  cry  of  trampled  Hindostan . 

Arose  to  heaven  in  h(^  appeal  from  mam  :: 

His  was  the  thnndeiv— his  the  avenging^  immI,  / 

The  wrath — the  delegated  voice  of  God  I 

Which  shook  the  natioMthrodgh  his  lipiB— and^blfMed- 

Till  vanquished  senates  trembled  as  they  pmised.  ^ 
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And  here,  oh  I  faere^- where  yM,  fllLyoUBg  and  warm 
The  gay  creatiom  of  his  spirit  cbam^';- 
The  matchless  dialogiie-*-^e;deKthleflB  wk»  % 
Which  knew  not  what  it  was  to  iniermitt    r,        <     *'. 
The  glowing  portraits^  fresh  from  life,  that  b^n^ 
Home  to  our  hearts  the  tmthi  from  which  they  spriag-; 
These  wonderons  beings  of  his  fancy,  wrought 
To  fulness  by  the  fiat  of  his  thought^. 
Here  in  their  first  abode  you  still  may  meet, 
Bright  with  the  hues  ci  his  Promethean  heat ; 
A  halo  of  the  light  of  other  days. 
Which  still  the  splendour  cf  its  orb  betrays* 
But  should  there  be  to  whom  the  fatal  bl^t 
Of  failing  wisdom  yields  a  base  delight^ 
Men  who  exult  when  minds  of  heayenly  tone 
Jar  in  the  music  whidi  was  bom  their  own, 
Still  let  them  pause — ah  I  little  do  liiey  know 
That  what  to  them  seemed  Tice  might  be  but  woe. 
Hard  is-hb.faie  on  whom  the  public  gaze 
Is  fixed  for  ever  to  detract  or  praise ; 
Repose  denies  her  requiem  to  his  name,    . 
And  folly  lores  the  martyrdom  of  &me.. 
The  feiecret  enemy  whose  sleepiest  eye  .     ' 
Stands  centinel— accuser — judg&*-4ind  spy^ 
The  foe — the  fool — ^the  jealous  and  the.Taitn  • 
The  envious  who  but  breathe  in  others'  paiU) 
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B«liold  dw  host !  ddiglitiiig  to  deprmve, 
Whotnidctlie  slept  of  g^ory  to  Ae  gimTe, 
Wsldi  ereiy  finH  llist  dsfing  gmms  <iwes 
Hslf  to  the  ardour  wlddi  its  lybth  bestows. 
Distort  Ae  tmdi,  accninnhte  the  lie. 
And  pile  the  pyruiid  of  calomny* 

These  are  his  portion — hot  if  joined  to  these 
Ganot  poverty  should  league  with  deep  disease. 
If  the  high  spirit  must  forget  to  soar, 
And  stoop  to  strive  with  misery  at  the  door. 
To  sooth  indignity — and  face  to  face 
Meet  sordid  rage — and  wrestle  with  di^race ; 
To  find  in  hope  but  the  renewed  caress, 
The  serpent  fold  of  further  faithlessness, — 
If  such  may  be  the  ills  which  men  assail, 
What  marvel  if  at  last  the  mightiest  fail  ? 
Breasts  to  whom  all  the  strength  of  feeling  given. 
Bear  hearts  electric — charged  with  fire  from  heaven. 
Black  with  the  rude  collision,  inly  torn, 
By  clouds  surrounded,  and  on  whirlwinds  borne. 
Driven  o*er  the  lowering  atmosphere,  that  nurst 
Thoughts  which  have  tuhied  to  thunder,  scorcht,  and  burst. 
But  far  from  us  and  from  our  mimic  scene 
Such  things  should  be— if  such  have  ever  been ; 
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Oars  be  the  gentler  wish,  the  kinder  task. 
To  give  the  tribute  glory  need  not  ask. 
To  monm  the  vanished  beam,  and  add  our  mite 
Of  praise,  in  payment  of  a  long  delight. 

Ye  orators  !  whom  yet  our  councils  yield, 
Mourn  for  the  veteran  hero  of  your  field, 
The  worthy  rival  of  the  wonderous  three  *, 
Whose  words  were  sparks  of  immortality : 
Ye  bards  I  to  whom  the  drama's  muse  is  dear. 
He  was  your  master — emulate  him  here : 
Ye  men  of  wit  and  social  eloquence, 
He  was  your  brother — ^bear  his  ashes  hence. 
While  powers  of  mind  almost  of  boundless  range, 
Complete  in  kind,  as  various  in  their  change ; 
While  eloquence — ^wit — ^poesy — and  mirth. 
That  humbler  harmonist  of  care  on  earth —   • 
Survive  within  our  souls;  while  lives  our  sense      ..   .. 
Of  pride  in  merit's  proud  pre-eminence  :•— 
Long  shall  we  seek  his  likeness—long  in  vam, 
And  turn  to  all  of  him  which  may  r^nain, 
Sighing  that  nature  formed  but  <me  such  man, .  ...n 

And  broke  the  die— in  moulding  l^heridan. 


jyroNu 


,M 


•  Pitt,  Fox,  Burke. 
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HOME. 

There  is  a  land  of  every  land  the  jnide, 
Beloved  by  heaven  o'er  all  the  world  beside  ; 
Where  brighter  rans  dispense  serener  ligfat, 
And  milder  moons  empavadise  the  night ; 
A  land  of  beauty,  virtae,  vakmr,  troth, 
Time-tutored  age,  imd  love-exahed  yovUi ; 
The  wandering  mariner,  whose  eye  explores 
The  wealthiest  isles,  the  most  endianting  shores. 
Views  not  a  realm  so  Jbeantifal  and  fair, 
Nor  breathes  the  spirit  of  a  purer  air ; 
In  every  clime  the  magnet  of  his  soul, 
Touched  by  remembrance  trembles  to  that  pole  ; ' 
For  in  this  land  of  heaven's  peculiar  grace, 
The  heritage  of  nature's  noblest  race, 
There  is  a  spot  of  earth  supremely  blest, 
A  dearer,  sweeter  spot  than  all  the  rest. 
Where  man,  creation's  t]prant,  casts  aside 
His  sword  and  sceptre,  pageantry  and  pride, 
Wh^  in  his  softened  looks  benignly  blend 
The  sire,  the  son,  the  husband,  father,  friend : 


XHS  PO£TICAL\MSLANGS.  91 

Here  woman  reigns ;  the  mothwi  dang^ter^  wife^ 
Strews  with  fresh  flowers  the  narrow  way  of  life ; 
In  the  clear  hearen  of  her  delightfol  eyei 
An  angel -guard  of  loves  and  graces  lie ; 
Around  her  knees  domestic  duties  meet, 
And  fire-side  pleasures  gambol  at  her  feet. 
Where  shall  that  land,  that  spot  of  earth  be  found  ? 
Art  thou  a  man  ? — a  patriot  ?  look  around ; 
O  thou  shalt  find,  howe*er  thy  footsteps  roam, 
That  land  thy  country,  and  that  spot  thy  Home. 
O'er  China's  garden-fields,  and  peopled  floods ; 
In  California's  pathless  world  of  woods ; 
Round  Andes'  heights,  where  winter  from  his  throne 
Looks  down  in  scorn  upon  the  summer  zone ; 
By  ihe  gay  borders  of  Bermuda's  isles, 
Where  spring  with  everlasting  verdure  smiles ; 
On  pure  Madeira's  vine-robed  hill  of  health ; 
In  Java's  swamp  of  peitilence  and  wealth ; 
Where  Babel  stood,  where  w^ves  and  jadcalls  drink ; 
Midst  weepiag  willows  on  Euphrates'  brink ; 
On  CarmeFs  crest ;  by  Jordan's  reverend  stream. 
Where  Canaan's  glories  vanished  Uke  a  dream ; 
Where  Greece,  a  spectre  hanrals  her  heroes*  graves, 
And  Rome's  vast  mkis  darken  Tiber's  waves ; 
Where  broken-hearted  Swkseriand  bewails 
Her  subject  mountains  and  dkhononred  vales  ^ 
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Where  Albion's  rocks  exult  amidst  the  sea 
Around  the  beauteous  isle  of  liberty ; 
Man,  through  all  ages  of  reTolving  time, 
Unchanging  man,  in  every  varying  clime, 
Deems  his  own  land  of  every  land  the  pride, 
Beloved  by  heaven  o'er  all  the  world  beside ; 
His  home  the  spot  of  earth  supremely  blest, 
A  dearer,  sweeter  spot  that  all  the  rest. 

Montgomefy. 


A  SERENE  WINTER'S  NIGHT. 

How  beautiful  this  night !  the  balmiest  sigh 
Which  vernal  zephyrs  breathe  in  evening's  ear. 
Were  discord  to  the  speaking  quietude 
That  wraps  this  moveless  scene.     Heaven's  ebon  vault. 
Studded  with  stars  unutterably  bright. 
Through  which  the  moon's  unclouded  grandeur  rolls, 
Seems  like  a  canopy  which  love  had  spread 
To  curtain  her  sleeping  world.    Yon  gentle  hills, 
Robed  in  a  garment  of  untrodden  snow ; 
Yon  darksome  walls,  whence  icicles  depend 
So  stainless,  that  their  white  and  glittering  spears 
Tinge  not  the  moon's  pure  beam  ;  yon  castled  steep, 

1 
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MThose  batitter  faaoDrgetii' o'er  the- ttme^'iromtewer. 

So'  Idly,'  tbat  witipt-  Fancy  deemedi  it 

A-  metaphor  of  peace,— ^aU  form  a  scene 

Where  musing' Solitude  might  loTe  to' lift 

Her  soul  kbove  this  sphere  of  teartUinets ; 

Where  silence  undisturbed  might  watch  alone,  - 

So  cbld,  so  bright,  so  stfll  I'  • 

SMky. 


GREEK  FUNERAL  CHANT,  OR  MYRIGL0GUE. 

A  w^  was'  heafd  around  the  bed,  thedeath^bed  of  "die 

young, 
Aibidst  hei^iieai^'the  funeral  chant  a  moumftdmc^ermmg. 
^lanthisl  dost'thou  '8leep'?~iThou's]eep'^t  I-^^fmt-lAife  is 

*  'i6t  tie  rest,  '     ' 

The  breathing  and  the  rosy  calm,  I  have  piflbW^'  on  my 

■  briidt'!  ■  ■  •  ■    •  ' 

I  lulled  thee  not  to  this  repose,  lauthL^  !  my  sweiet  sion! 
Ais  intfay  glowing  cliirdhood's  time  by  t^ight  I  have^dbne*! 
-—How  is  it  that  I  bear  to  stand  and  look  upon  thee' now? 
'Aikd'tha^  Idi^  not;  seeing' death'on  thy  pal^  gidriMib  }tp&9f? 


VDLVtii.   •'  ■'  ■      ■  ■  -E"-     •'■      ■  "      "-^    •    •;^'-- 
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<  Ilookii|Kmlliee,dioadiat  wertofa&mostfiuraBdbimfe! 
I  see  ihee  wearing  stOl  too  much  of  beanty  for  dbe  gimfol 
Though  moomfdly  thy  smile  m  fixed,  and  faeaTily  tfame  eye 
Hath  shut  above  the  fidcon-glaiice  diat  in  it  loved  to  fie; 
And  fiMt  is  bound  the  qvingiDg  step,  that  aeemed  on  bceean 

borne. 
When  to  thy  couch  I  c^une  and  said,  —  *  Wake,  hnnler, 

•  wake !  'tis  mom  I* 
Yet  art  thou  lovely  still,  my  flower  I  untouched  by  dew 

decay, 
—And  I,  the  withered  stem,  remain— I  would  Aat  grief 

might  slay! 

'  Oh  I  ever  when  I  met  thy  look,  I  knew  that  thi9  would 

be! 
I  knew  too  well  that  length  of  days  was  not  a  gift  for  tiite  1 
I  saw  it  in  thy  kindling  cheek,  and  in  thy  bearing  high  ;- 
A  voice  came  whispering  to  my  soul,  and  told  me  tboa 

pustdie! 
That  thou  must  die,  my  fearless  one  I  where  awords  were 

flashing  red. — 
-—Why  doth  a  mother  live  to  say— my  firBt4M>ni  and  my 

dead? 
They  tell  me  of  thy  youthfiil  feme,  they  talk  of  vietjsqr 

won^— 
—Speak  ihout  And  I  will  hear  I  my  child»  I|ntbia !  my 

sweet  son  I' 
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A  wail  waa  heard  anmnd  the  bed,  the  death-bed,  irf  the 

youDg, 
A  fiur4iaired  hride  the  funeral  chant  amidirt  her  weepng 


— >  lanthiB !  lookeet  thon  not  on  ,m*  jjt— ^[Jan  lore  indeed 

be  fled  I 
liVhen  was  it' woe  before  to  gaze  npon  thy  stately  head  ? 
\I  would  that  I  had  followed  thee,  lanthis,  my  beloved  I 
And  stood  as  woman  oft  hath  stood,  where  fiEuthfiil  hearts 

are  proved! 
Thall  bad  bound  a  breast-plate  on,  and  battled  at  thy  sider^-i 
— It  woold  have  been  a  blessed  thing  together  had  we  died ! 

^  Bot  where  was  I  when  thou  didst  fall  beneath  the  fiital 

sword? 
Was  I  beside  the  sparkling  fount,  or  at  the  peaceful  board  ? 
O^  nnging  some  sweet  song  of  old,  in  the  shadow  of  the 

vine^ 
Or  praying  to  the  saints  for  thee,  before  the  holy  shrine  ? 
And  dnw  wert  lying  low  the  while,  the  life-drops  from  thy 

heart 
Fast  guriiing  like  a  mountain-flpring  I — and  couldst  thou 

thus  depart  ? 
Coddst  thou  depart,  nor  on  my  lips  pour  out  thy  fleethig 

breath  ? 
*--Oli  t  I  was  with  thee  but  in  joy,  that  should  bvre  been 

in  death  1' 

£2 
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'  <  Tesf  IwMwhhtIieew1ientlie'daii^'dm>iig^ 

WM  led, 
And  wh^'  llie  lyre  imd  Vince  were  tuiiedy  aild  wlieii'tlie'fiiiasl 

was  spread ; — 
Viai^TMt  where  nMe^oodtimeibaihy  Si^liere' siMfifdiiig 

javeliiis  flew — 
— 'Wiiy  did  I  hear  love*8  '&%t  sWeet  words,  and  'ii^  its  last 

'  adien? 
WW  how  can  tireaf h^  of  glaidhess  moi^,'  "Mmt  'sdiike^'  trihftt 

hour,  what  tone  ? 
Tle'liltie  'sicies  fiside'with  alf  ibeir  lights,— iAey  fi(d^/i(Aiiee 

"thoQ  art  gone ! 
E^en  that  must  leave  me,  that  still  face,  by  all  my  tears 

iihmoyed — 

— Take  me  from  this  dark  world  with  thee,  ^idilfis !  my 

'  •  •        ■ » 
beloved  !* 

A  wail  was  heard  around  the  bed,  the  death-bed  of  the 

young, 
AfalS&t  Ker  tears  the  funeral  ^haht  a  mbilrnfut'sisiiei^  8tli%. 
*  lanthis,  brother  of  my  soul ! — Oh  I  where  ar^ncfw  the 

''  days 
That  laughed  among  the  deep-green  hills,  on'aff  6^  infant 

plays  ? 
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'  f-.  *     '  I  ..,■._»  1 

When  we  two  sported  by  the  streams,  or  tracked  them  to 

their  source, 
And  like  a  stag's,  the  rocks  along,  was  thy  first  fearless 

course! 
— ^I  see  the  pines  there  waving  yet,  I  see  the  rills  descend, 
I  see  thy  bounding  step  no  more,  my  brother  and  my 

friend  I 

*  I  come  with  flo^eiip-7-for  spring  is  come  I — ^lanthis !  art 

thoa  here  9 
I  faring  the  garlands  she  ha^h  broiight,  I  cast  them  on  thy 

bier  I 
Thm  shouldst  be  crowned  with  victiofy's  crown — but  oh  ! 

ukore  meet  /Aev  seem* 

»•».■•«•  •  *   - 

,T!be  first  faint  violets  of  the  wood,  and  lilies  of  the  3tream. 
More  meet  for  one  so  fondly  loved,  and  laid  thus  early 

loipr — 
'•^Alas  I  how  sadly  sleeps  thy  face  amidst  the  sunshine's 

glow : 
The  golden  glow  that  through  thy.  heai-t  was  wont  such  joy 

to  send, 
-—Woe,  that  it  smiles,  and  not  for  thee  I — my  brother  and 

myfriendl'  ' 

Mrs  Heman*. 


e3 
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THE  CRUSADER. 

He  is  come  from  the  land  of  the  sword  and  the  shrine, 

From  the  sainted  battles  of  Palestine ; 

The  snow  plumes  wave  o'er  his  victor  crest — 

Like  a  glory  the  red  cross  hangs  at  his  breast ; 

The  coarser  is  black  as  black  can  be, 

Save  the  brow-star,  white  as  the  foam  of  the  sea ; 

And  he  wears  a  scim^  of  broidery  rare, 

Hie  last  loye-gift  of  his  lady  ftur ; 

It  bore  for  device,  a  cross  and  a  dove, 

And  the  words»  *  I  am  vowed  to  my  God,  and  my  loV^  V 

He  comes  not  back  the  same  that  he  went. 

For  his  sword  has  been  tried,  and  his  strength  has  been 

spent ; 
His  golden  hair  has  a  deeper  brown, 
And  his  brow  has  caught  a  darker  frown  ; 
And  his  lip  hath  lost  its  boyish  red, 
And  the  shade  of  the  south  o^er  his  chee^  Is  spread ; 
But  stately  his  steps,  and  his  bearing  high. 
And  wild  the  light  of  his  fiery  eye ; 
And  proud  in  the  lists  were  the  maiden  bright. 
Who  might  claim  the  knight  of  the  cross  for  her  knight ; 
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But  be  rides  for  the  home  he  has  pined  to  see 
In  the  court,  m  the  campy  in  captivity. 

He  reached  the  castle — the  gate  was  thrown 
Open  and  wide,  hnt  he  stood  there  alone. 
He  entered  die  door,-— his  own  step  was  all 
That  echoed  widiin  the  deserted  hsll ; 
He  stood  OB  the  roof  of  the  andent  tower, 
And  f<Mr  banner  there  waved  one  pale  wall-ftower ; 
And  for  sound  of  the  trumpet  and  sound  of  the  horn. 
Came  the  scream  of  the  owl  on  the  night-wind  borne ; 
And  the  turrets  were  falfing,  the  Tassals  Were  ^own. 
And  the  bat  ruled  the  haMs  he  had  thought  his  own. 
His  heart  throbbed  high,  oh  I  never  again 
JMSght  he  soothe  with  sweet  thoughts  his  spirit's  pain  I 
He  never  might  think  on  his  boyish  yeeirs, 
1111  his  eyes  grew  dim  with  those  sweet  warm  tears, 
Which  hope  and  memory  shed  when  they  meet,-— 
The  grave  of  his  kindred  was  at  his  feet. 
He  stood  alone  the  last  of  his  race, 
With  the  cold,  wide  world  for  his  dwellisg-place ; 
The  home  of  his  fathers  gone  to  decay. 
All  but  their  tnemory  was  passed  away ; 
No  one  to  welcome,  no  one  to  share 
The  laurel  he  no  more  was  proud  to  wear. 
He  came  in  the  pride  of  his  war-success. 
But  to  weep  o*ar  irery  desolateness ; ' 
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They  pointed  bim  ton  bMteo;{d|ua 
Where  his  ikther,  hie  brothera,  his^kimunett  were  slain^ 
They  showed  him  the  lowly  gra¥e^<whera  tAegt 
The  maiden  whose  scwrf  he  sortmlyi  had  keffLi 
But  they  could  not  show  him  one  ]i7ing:thu)g>   . 
To  which  his  withened  heart,  could.olingf. 

Amid  the  warrions  of  Palestine^ 
Is  one,  the^-firstlinrtbe  battle  line;. 
It  is,  not:  for  g)<u^  he  seeks  the.  fie]d> 
For  at  bhiBted  tcee  iii  on;  his  shield ;  , 

And,dierliielitorh»!  baaosiSi:  <  I  figjit.for  a  grav;e<I! 

He  kiaad  il»-  4t>l»  Waitior  has  died  with  the  bxmve  I 

...    ... 


SOLITUDtE. 


A  FAA<HfBNT. 


I  lo7e  thee,  Solitude  I  thou  art  possessed 
Of  all  my  secret  heart ;  nor  hath  thine  ear 

Shrunk  from  the  accents  of  thy  lonely  guest, 
Told  to  the  night  when  thou  alone  wert  near. 

IVe  sought  thee  'neath  the  moonlight,  where  the  sIveBin 
Through  rock  and  sedge  pom:ed  forth  its  voiced  gnab^ 
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Where  parted  runnels  leapt  beneath  its  beam, 

"  

With  sound  such  as  thou  lovest,  like  the  hush 

Of  some  sweet  lullaby,  by  music  tuned, 

So  soft,  thfit  silence  scarcely  feels  the  wound. 

O  there,  beneatli  the  moonbeam,  have  I  stood : 

•     -  ■       ■  i      . 

There  hast  thou  heard  my  voice,  dear  soUtude  ! 

IVe  sought  thee,  viewless  spirit,  'mid  the  tombs, 

Because  1  loved  thee,  loved  thee  even  there, 
'Mid  black  browed  sepulchres  and  chamel  glooms. 

Content,  dear  solitude,  thy  home  to  share ; 
And  marked  the  cold  moon  through  some  crevice  peep 
Down  o'er  me,  as  I  watched  thy  sullen  sleep. 
O  I  how  my  heart  shrunk,  when  the  green  light  shone 
Down  on  the  gaunt  and  grinning  skeleton ; 
And  I  saw  there  the  gorged  and  lazy  worm 
In  rayless  sockets  coil  its  hideous  form. 
Yet,  solitude,  even  then  I  left  thee  not : 

My  heart  forgot  its  terror,  thou  wert  near ; 
With  love,  strong-deep,  that  heart's  warm  cell  was  fraught, 

And,  rich  in  thee,  it  had  no  room  for  fear. 

But  best  I  love  to  roam  with  thee,  when  spring 
Peeps  from  her  arbours  smilingly ;  and  when 

The  travelled  swallow  plies  her  homeward  wing, 
Syren,  'tis  sweet  to  saunter  with  thee  then 


And  M  we  wnwler  ^ttn,  to  lirt  frooi  bi^ 
Hie  lime  deep-tfaro«te<i  cndum,  whow  nd  MMig 
la  lifted  up  st  «re  those  woods  amon^. 

And  iben  the  moon,  the  mother  of  the  eanh, 

Looldog  with  Md  eyes  on  her  mbcrennt  chiUI, 
Aa  if  she  sorrowed  o'er  its  fatal  birth. 

Wandering  alone  o'er  ether's  bonndiess  wild, 
B«petiiant,  yet  condemned  lo  tee  her  crime 
In  thee,  base  dost,  throngh  all  the  flights  of  time. 
The  moon  comes  on,  wan  pilgrim  of  the  o^t ! 
Almost  mine  idol.     With  what  deep  delight 

1  lift  mine  eyes  to  thee  I  delight  alone 
Shared  with  thy  votaries  profonod  and  holy, 
"Metaory,  and  solitnde,  and  melancholy, 

Who  all  alike  adore  thee,  lovely  one. 
Bat  yet  thine  honr  mnst  come,  thine  hoar  must  pa 
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SOLITUDE. 

*  No  longer  weep— no  more  repine 
For  man's  neglect,  or  woman's  aeorn, 
But  wed  Ihee  to  an  exile's  lot; 
For  if  the  world  haTe  lored  thee  not 
Its  absence  may  be  borne.' 


Campbell. 


I. 
Yea, — ^if  the  world  have  loved  thee  not, 
No  kindred  soid  thy  thoughts  to  share, 
Fly  to  the  desert's  dreariest  spot 
Thou  canst  not  feel  more  lonely  there. 

II. 
Though  piercing  be  the  inntry  winds. 
That  o'er  thy  living  grave  hath  rolled, 
Man's  bitter  scorn  is  more  unkind, 
And  woman's  heart  is  far  more  cold. 

III. 
For  soon  will  end  the  mortal  strife. 
Turn  to  the  dust  with  death  the  blest ; 
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*    For  though  exiBtence  cease  with  life. 
Thy  grave  at  least  can  give  thee  rest. 

IV. 

And  in  thy  last  long  dreamless  sleep, 

What  though  no  tongue  thy  name  may  breathe  ; 

No  friend  abovte  thine  ashes  weep,     . 

Little  theu'lt  reck  itbalfthought  i«<Iei|^. 


"'V. 


The  sighing  breeze,  the  groaning  wood. 
The  tearful  streamlet's  murmuring  tread, 
Coi»|MDiion8  of  thy  scflitiude, 
Sbifll  ttean  aroand  ^y  lonely  be«L 

Then  heed  not,  wretched  though  thou  art, 
The  withered  leafs  labode  to  share, 
Tis  ^tlang  ^  a  /b»dkeB  heact^ 
And4MMaibo6d>caiMot  reach  ibee  these. 

W.JD. 
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FROM  THE  BRIDE  OF  ABYDOS. 

Know  ye  the  land  where  the  cypress  and  myrtle 

Are  emblems  of  deeds  that  are  done  in  their  clime ; 
When»  the  rage  of  the  vulture,  the  love  of  the  turtle^ 

Now  .melts  mto  sorrow,  now  maddens  to  crime  ? 
J(W7  yie  ite  land  of  the  cedar  and  yin^, 
Where  the  ^wers  ever  blossom,  the  be^iuis  ever  shine; 
Where  tb^  iight  wings  of  Zephyr,  opprjesG^d  with  per- 

fume^ 
WifHi:,$I^At  p'er  the  gardens  of  Gul  in  their  bloom ; 
y^k^nce  ^e  citron  and  olive  are  fairest  of  fruit, 
And  the  voiqe  of  the  nightingale  never  is  mpt,e ; 
Where  the  tuits  of  the  earth,  and  the  hues  of  the  sUy, 
In  colour^  though  varied,  in  beauty  may  vie, 
And  the  .purple  of  ocean  is  deepest  in  .die ;     - 
Whcvpe  the  virgins  are  sof^  as  llie  roses  they  twine. 
And  i^,  ^e  the  spirit  of  man,  is  divine  f 
'Xi|i  the  dime  of  the  east,  'tis  the  land  of  the  sun — 
Can  he  smile  on  Buch  deeds  as  his  children  have  done  ? 
Oh  I  wild  as  the  accents  of  lovers*  farewpU^ 
Ax€  tbe  ^arts  which  they  bear,  and  the  tales  which  they 
tell. 

JByran* 
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ANSWER  TO  THE  PRECEDING, 

AS  AFPUSD  TO  8C0TLAN1I. 

Knowest  thoa  the  land  where  the  hardy  green  thistle,^ 
The  red  blooming  heath  and  the  harebell  aboand ; 
Where  oft  o'er  the  monntams  the  shepherd  s  shiill  wUMk 

Is  heard  in  the  gloaming  so  sweetly  to  sound  ?    • ' 
Knowest  thon  the  land  of  the  moimtain  and  flood. 
Where  the  pine  of  the  forest  for  ages  has  stood ; 
Where  the  eagle  comes  forth  on  the  wings  of  the  storm» 
And  her  young  ones  are  rocked  on  the  high  Cairngorm? 
Knowest  thou  the  land  where  the  cold  Celtic  ware 
Encircles  the  hills  which  her  blue  waters  lave ; 
Where  the  virgins  are  pure  as  the  gems  of  the  sea. 
And  their  spirits  are  light — as  their  actions  are  free  ? 
Knowest  thou  the  land  where  the  sun's  lingering  ray 
Streaks  with  gold  the  horizon  till  dawns  the  new  day ; 
Whilst  the  cold  feeble  beam  which  he  sheds  o'er  the  sight 
Scarce  breaks  the  gloom  of  the  long  winter  night  ? 
'Tis  the  land  of  thy  sire — ^'tis  the  land  of  thy  youth, 
Where  first  thy  young  heart  glowed  with  honour  and 
truth; 
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"Where  the  wild  fire  of  genius  first  caught  thy  young  soul, 

And  thy  feet  and  thy  fancy  roamed  free  from  controu!. 

Then  why  does  that  fancy  still  dwell  on  those  climes, 

Where  love  leads  to  madness,  and  madness  to  crimes ; 

Where  courage  itself  is  more  savage  than  hrave ; 

Where  man  is  a  despot,  and  woman  a  slave  f 

Though  soft  are  the  hreezes,  and  rich  the  perfume, 

And  teur  are  the  gardens  of  Gul  in  their  hloom ; 

Cain  tiie  odours  they  scatter,  the  roses  they  bear, 

Speidc  peac^  to  the  heart  of  suspicion  and  fear  ? 

Let  Phoebus'  bright  ray  gild  iEgean  wave, 

But  sayj  can  they  brighten  the  lot  of  the  slave  ? 

Or  all  that  is  beauteous  in  nature  impart 

One  virtue  to  soften  the  Moslem's  proud  heart  ? 

Ah  no !  'tis  the  magic  that  glows  in  thy  strain, 

Grives  fife  to  the  action,  and  soul  to  the  scene  ! 

And  the  deeds  which  they  do,  and  the  tales  which  they 

tell. 
Enchant  us  alone  by  the  power  of  thy  spell. 

And  is  there  no  charm  in  thine  own  native  earth  ? 
Does  no  talisman  rest  on  the  place  of  thy  birth  ? 
Are  the  daughters  of  Albion  lest  worthy  thy*  care, 
Less  soft  than  Zuleika — less  bright  than  Gulnare  ? 
Are  her  sons  less  renowned,  or  her  warriors  less  brave, 
Than  the  slaves  of  a  prince — who  himself  b  a  slave  ? 


106  THK  POETICAL  MELANGE. 

Then  strike  thy  wild  ]yre> — ^let  it  iwell  witli  the  stnun  ; 
Let  the  mighty  in  anns  lire  and  conquer  again ; 
Their  past  deeds  of  valoor  thy  lays  shall  rehearse, 
And  the  fame  of  tliy  co;untry  reTive  ip.  thy  verse. 
The  proud  wreath  of  victory  round  heroes  may  twine, 
Tis  the  poet  who  crowns  them  with  honour  divine  I 
And  thy  laurels,  Pelides,  had  sunk  in  the  tomb, 
Had  the  hard  not  preserved  them  immortal  in  bloom ! 

Anon, 


IN  MEMORY  OF  A  BELOVED  PARENT. 

Who  hushed  my  infant  cares  to  rest, 
Who  lulled  me  on  her  tender  breast, 
Who  fondled  me,  and  me  caressed  ? 

My  mother. 

Who  stilled  my  wailing  injant  cries. 

Who prm/ed  my  dawning. thoughts  might  rise, 

Above  earth  8  empty  vanities  ? 

My  mother. 


Who  taught  my,l^frfioripe4inof4l  t*^WW> :  . 

In  feeble  apo«Al8pfi]Mi(.to.pr»]F<..  .       :. 

Who  wa,tcheijmf^4m9i>€mn:clmfi^  njy  ^?r 

My  mother. 


•.1 


Who  strove  to  teach  my  heart  to  glow 
With  gratitude ;  or  melt  at  woe> 
Each  selfish  feeling  to  forego  ? 

My  mother. 

Who  taught  my  bosom  pity's  sigh, 
Who  dried  the  widow's  tearful  eye^. 
Who  listened  to  the  orphans  cry  ? 

My  mpt|ier. 

In  early  youth  who  soothed  my  woe, 
Who  pitied  me  when  I  lay  1dW|, 
Who  whisperisdi  mercy  deall^  tl|e  blow  ? 

My- mother. 

Who  lived  in  peace,  and  died  in  faith. 
Who  blest  me  with  her  lalest  breath, 
Who  grasped  my  hapd,  a^d  smikd  m  death  ? 

My  ni^er. 


I 
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O I  dnde  aiherl  held  «e  dotTi 
Thy  loved  remembnyice  stiU  k  here : 
In  this  lad  heart,  thmi  Uveet  thera^ 

My  sw>th^. 

Anon*  \ 


WEEP,  EMMELINE,  WEEP. 

Weep,  Eflinfeeliiief  weep, 

And  no  tongue  shall  reprove  thee  ; 
Weep,  EmraeHne,  weep, 

For  the  finends  that  did  love  thee. 

The  flowers  in  the  light 

Of  the  sunshine  are  hlooming ; 

But  the  cheeks  that  were  bright 
In  the  grave  are  consuming. 

The  birds  on  the  trees 

Sing  as  sweetly  as  ever  ;  ^ 

But  the  lips  that  could  please 

Shall  give  joy  to  thee  never. 
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The  morning  may  l>reak 

O'er  the  tilley  in  glaifaKMni ;      * 
])nt  the  eyes  cannot  wake 

That  dispelled  all  thy  sadness^ 

The  evening  may  come. 

But  its  fall  shall  endear  not ; 
For  the  steps  that  came  home 

In  the  dnsk  thon  shalt  hear  not. 

Weep,  Emmeline,  weep. 

And  no  tongue  MR  reprofe  thee ; 
Weep,  Emmeline,  weep, 

For  the  friends  that  did  love  thee, 

W.  Knox. 


THE  DEAD. 


WRITTSN  IN  A  CHUECBYARD. 


WOd  as  the  rocking  of  a  bark  upon  a  stdrmy  sea, 
^re  the  wanderings  of  the  spirit,  throfogh  the  mists  of  n- 
*  •       verie ; 


And  yet  A&re  is  an  unity,  tb^j^hu^^uiq^,^ 
Like  Ae  reflected  rainhon^rh^^  q^;  tl^^WF^U^^  skies  tliat 
swun. 

A  veil  of  sadness  had  passed  o'er,  my  spirit  like  a  cUmd, 
Or  as  around  the  lonel;^  dc^  is.  dif^y^  th^  winding 

shroud ; 
I  passed  on  in  my  nioii^iffi])i|4^  ail^  i^^^^^  dinri^yard's 

gloom,  ,    • 

I  sat  me  down  to  meditate  upon  an  ancient  tomb* 

I  looked  around  as  if  to  ^^.  ipy  G](irif*s  deeg  .distress, 
But  Nature^s  self  appeared,  to.  joiop  ii^,mj.8ad  wefoiness ; 
The  sua  was  pa^ung^^  U|  re^-:^thf^  ^)0Y^.  ""f®^  sailing 

hy. 
And  the  wind  had  spread  his  wings,  upon  the  fretwork  of 

the  sky. 

His  wings  were  shaking,  heavily,  and  sadly  sighed  the 

trees, 
You  mought  have  th9^ght  that  a  spirit  passed  upon  the 

fearful  breeze ; 
For  the  grass  bowed  dpw^,  upon  the  earth,  and  trembled 

as  with  fi^. 
And  I  shuddered  as  the  rustling  sounds  came  sweeping 

past  my  ear. 
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Oh  it  WW  very  loiselilieas'  yet  I  could  ii6t  ebflMMrlmt'stliy, 
Though  the  awfid  thoughts  that  o'er  tiie'  eime,  filled  me 

with  daric  dismay ; 
I  could  not  choose  but  look,  upon  the  tombs  so  lowly  laid, 
I  ^Am  not'  bhooee  but  think  upoA  > —  the  silent  'toi  the 

Oh  yedikld  I  Oh  ye  diBad  I  ye  of  tiie  vis^'pftle, 
Ye  of  thef  place  ot  VH^on  in'  HimiOtn's  loiilBly  vale^ 
How  wonderful  a  tale  is  in  your  prison-house  concealed, 
A  tale'Hre'iddy  iibtU-catanot  kiiOw,  till  all-  things^  gte  'i«- 
■    '■'^tWed.  '•   '■    ' 

Y^HKtf  Jiway  as  wavfelito  j  ^from  the  foBhigsta  ctf'til&e)   • 
One  day  was  beard  the  sounds[of  joy — ^the  next  yotir  fime- 
'   i  ittd  chitiie  f-^  i  .        * 

Ye  fell  away  in  the  rush  of  years,  your  day  of  Hfe  passed 

o'er, 
And  th^'t>lboci%at  once  halii'k&owiif  yewftW^  "riioW^kfiowt- 
''eth  ye'bo'iAore! 

i 

Yet  tb<mgh  ye  sTeep  tfie^^aiftlesls  cAeep,-th6tiM%r  giUst 
"  '"^oth'wKVe,  *  '  *■ 

And  fiedl  the  heayy  churchyard  dews,  like  tears  upon  your 
grave;'   * .  >  •  : 


•  1 
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BiilIlo?8JK>t  Wloolc^AyiowtoiolMy  nor  iliejbeipediq» 

earth  around. 
For  an  awfiil  tale  of  mortalit^rr-'it  (qpeaks  witboiiti  p  aomid. 

I  .lov«  to  lodk.  Oil  tha  loiiaLy  aea^  ]» itoiber  si|r^ft(l^ 

No  ftot  ibere  spurns  your  resting-place^  or  laya.jfoar.4ry 

bones  bare: 
So  gaae  we  on  the  sea^'till  mingled  with  the  aoi^b  r "  ^ 
The  reatleaa  billows  and  the  sense  tog^hor  wildly  roll*, 

Yet  let  us  think  of  glory  as  we  look  upon  the  dead. 
And  think  not  that  in  endless  sleep,  their  boB/sa  ^  meat  are 

laid; 
For  when  the  sun  of  faith  hath  risen  on  the  ocean  df^li  of 

sleep, 
^Their  dreamy  shades  in  its  light  will  rise  forbidding  .us  to 
;    V  .     weep. 

Ye  of  the  lovely  forms  I — where  is  your  glory  now  ? 
The  chamel  mould  is  on  each  hand,  the  death-sweat  on 

each  brow : 
Arise,  arise  ye  glorious  ones !  better  be  walking  dead, 
Than  in  corruption's  horrors  to  repose  your  low-laid  jbead. 

Ye  of  the  mighty  arm^how  powerless  ye  Ue,     . 
Ye  of  the  lip  of  eloquence  are  darkly  slumb^ing  by, 


THX  POETICAL  MSLANOE.  115 

Yet  the  aagds  blast  shall  the  mighty  ones,  with  strength 

again  inspire. 
And  to  the  dkiqnent  be  giyen-*-^  tongues  cloren  as  of  fire.' 

Bvl^whenraie  the  dearest  ones,  we  cherished  Hbove  all  ? 
No  veiee  comes  from  the  narrow  bed,  no  sound  from  the 

dreary  pall; 
'Tis  silenee,  for  no  sound  may  pass  from  yonder  lifeless  clay, 
Save  the  echoes  of  the  hollow  tombs,  that  answer  where 

they  may. 

Theie's  a  language  in  your  silence,  it  breaks  on  the  mental 
ear, 

AM  the  quivering  lip  of  sorrow  makes  its  accents  to  ap- 
pear, 

'  Atkes  to  a»^,'Thmkyeit  may  speak  of  further  trust? 

It  cannot  pierce  the  cbamers  gloom,  and  there  'tis  <  duUto 
dusL* 

%. 
I  looked  around  me  yet  again — ^the  sun  bad  sunk  in  night. 
The  moon  poured  down  her  cataract  of  pale  and  flooding 

light; 
L9ce  the  bright  sun's  fiedl  are  the  living  ones  that  raik  be« 

neath  the  earth. 
But  like  the  glorious  moon  will  rise  in  heayen  a  second 

biith. 


1  id  THE  fottiCAL'UltLAJifQE. 

to  bum, 

sball  turn, 
A^drtbttii  hdhf  of  lipE^j  o^i'the^M^dd'ilkjr^ffilMi^ 
Mild  "as  the  spb^t^s  tight  that  passed  in'bhaOiro*er  liie  deep. 

tr.  2>. 


11  •  •• 


•      • 


THE  MISSIONARY. 

From  an  unpublished  Poem  on  Idolatry. 

Blest  be  the  bark  that  o  er  the  ocean  glides ; 

And  bears'  the  Eielf-devoted  sidnt  to  some 

Faf*distant  clime  of  pagaii  ignbii£lfite, 

There  to  disclose,  with  pious  mind,  and  soul 

Benevolent,  the  truths  that  can  alone 

'Biiiig  peace  td  man.     Blest  he  the  g;eiret-OuS  hatid 

'thai'^freely  ^l^es  his  little  ^t  to  moith 

The  missionary's  rugged  path  ;  and  blest 
'l^at  p'e6^1e,"^ho  ^^hgetfei'otis  syiiipflthy, 

Stretch  forth  a  saving  arm  to  wrest' from  deiitfa, 

^A^^CJrldof  ft(rtot)^.b6!iigS'&unk  k  sm^ 

Jtt»  xi.  xz. 
1 
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MISSIONARrS  FAREWELL, 

Land,  where  the  bones  of  our  fothers  are  sleeping ! 
Land,  irhere  our  dear  ones  and  fond  ones  are  weeping ! 
Land,  where  the  light  of  Jehovah  is  shining  I 
We  leave  thee  lamenting,  but  not  with  repining. 

Dark  is  our  path  o'er  the  dark-rolling  ocean ; 
Dark  are  our  hearts ;  but  the  fire  of  devotion 
Kindles  within ; — and  a  far  distant  nation 
Shall  learn  from  our  lips  the  glad  song  of  salvation. 

Hail  to  the  land  of  our  toils  and  our  sorrows ! 
Land  of  our  rest ! — ^when  a  few  more  to-morrows 
Pass  o*er  our  heads,  we  will  seek  our  cold  pillows, 
And  rest  in  our  graves^  far  away  o'er  the  billows. 

Anon, 


FAITH. 

FROM  AN  UNPUBLISHED  POEM. 

^Tis  thou  that  soothest  the  deathbed  of  the  saint, 
When  round  his  dying  couch  his  children  and 
Their  childroa's  children  flock,  a  sorrowing  group, 

VOL.  III.  F 
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To  watch  with  anxious  looks  that  last  dread  scene  ; 
Tis  thou  that  lightest  wkh  hope  Jus  glazing  ej^e ; 
And  as  the  world  recedes  beneath  his  gaze, 
'Tis  thou  that  beam  st  upon  his'  pallid  Ups, 
QmTering  with  his  ksl  breafth,  one  blessed  smili^- 
That  seems  to  murmur,  my  '  Redeemer  lirvs  ;* 
And  when  his  children,  of  their  sice  bereaved, 
Sink  in  their  grief  o*erwbelmed,  'tis  then  that  thou 
Impartest  consolation  to  their  souls ; 
And  as  to  heaven  they  raise  their  tearful  eyes, 
Repining  at  their  fete,  thou  bid'st  them  kneel 
Before  the  throne  of  grace,  and  hui^bly  whi(^F  there, 
With  hearts  resigned,  *  Father,  thy  will  be  done/ 

X?.  K*  H, 


ON  THE  CLOSE  OF  THE  YEAR. 

Another  year's  fast  hastening  to  a  close, 
With  all  its  chequered  scenes  of  joys  and  woes, 
And  all  the  glories  of  its  summer  bloom 
Are  sunk  for  ever  in  dark  winter's  gloom  ; 
But  man,  forgetful  of  the  time  that's  flown, 
Looks  forward  to  the  future  as  his  own. 
Nor  for  a  moment  glances  o'er  the  pi^e 
That  tells  him  of  his  sins,  and  of  his  i^; 
Leaves  his  account  witii  conscience  in  amar, 
All  to  be  settled  in  some  future  year. 


Till  deathy  immiiidfid  of  hi&  sinfidi  Mitfe>. 
Bids  him  quick  enter  thiXNi^  his  dfeary  gaAe^ 
And  from  his  Judge,  receive  his  final  doom. 
Eternal  joy— or  hell's  unsated  tomb. 


LIFE. 


Life's  but  a  dream  of  ill-spent  hours, 
Where  hallowed  truth  ne'er  finds  a  place ; 
And  they  that  soonest  snatdi  its  flowers, 
Are  first  to  end  their  godless  race. 

Life's  but  a  dream  of  waking  care, 
Where  peace  finds  n^ely  room  to  rest ; 
And  he  can  best  his  burden  bear, 
Whose  hopes  are  all  in  heaven  with  Christ. 

w.  a  R. 


EXTRACT  FROM  CHRISTABEL. 

The  silver  lamp  bums  dead  and  dim. 
But  Christabel  the  lamp  will  trka ; 
She  trimmed  the  lamp,  and  ma^  it  briglH;^ 
And  toft  it  swinging  to  and  fro, 

v2 
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While  Geraldine,  in  wretched  plight, 
Sank  down  upon  the  floor  Wow. 

^  O  weary  Lady  Geraldine, 
I  pray  you,  drink  this  cordial  wine ! 
It  is  a  wine  of  virtuous  powers, 
My  mother  made  it  of  wild  flowers/ 

*  And  will  your  mother  pity  one, 
Who  am  a  maiden  most  forlorn  ?* 

Christabel  answered,  ^  Woe  is  me ! 
She  died  the  hour  that  I  was  bom. 
I  have  heard  the  gray-haired  friar  tell, 
How  on  her  death-bed  she  did  say. 
That  she  should  hear  the  castle  bell 
Strike  twelve  upon  my  wedding  day. 
O  mother  dear,  that  thou  wert  here  V 

*  I  would,'  said  Geraldine,  *  she  were/ 

^F  ^p  ^^  ^6 

Then  Christabel  knelt  by  the  lady's  side. 
And  raised  to  heaven  her  eyes  so  blue ; — 
^  Alas  I'  said  she — *  this  ghastly  ride,' — 
Dear  lady  I  it  hath  wildered  you  I* 
The  lady  wiped  her  moist  cold  brow. 
And  faintly  said^^-^  Tis  over  now !' 

Cokridge. 
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THE  DYING  SOLDIER. 

The  day-light  is  fieiding :  the  cloud-broken  ray 

Of  the  dim  setting  sun  is  fast  melting  away ; 

And  the  red  hand  of  war,  of  its  mail  glove  made  light, 

From  ihe  wet  weary  brow  wipes  the  cold  dews  of  night. 

The  cries  of  the  wounded  are  hushed  to  repose 

Of  that  sleep  that  no  vision  or  change  ever  knows. 

Can  I  think  that  my  hour  of  existence  is  near, 
Which  must  tear  me  for  ever  from  all  I  hold  dear,— ^ 
From  the  parents  that  love  me, — ^the  girl  I  adore  ? 
Shall  I  bask  in  the  light  of  her  sweet  smile  no  more  ? 
When  she  leant  on  my  bosom,  and  sobbed  her  adieu^ 
<  Dearest  maiden,'  I  said,  <  my  heart  tarries  with  you.' 
But  wounded,  and  stretched  on  the  field  of  the  slain, 
The  trumpet  of  war  ne'er  shall  part  us  again. 
Life  darkens  around  me ;  its  last  watch  is  told. 
And  the  heart  that  adored  you  is  withered  and  cold. 
My  natal  star  sets  in  a  dark-troubled  sky ; 
For  a  moment  it  gleams  ;  but  that  moment  must  fly  I 

A.  B.  P. 
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THE  HIGHLANDER- 

Many  years  ago,  a  poor  Highland  Soldier,  on  his  return  to  his  n&. 
tive  hills,  fatigued,  as  it  was  supposed,  by  the  length  of  the 
march  and  the  heat  of  the  weather,  sat  down  under  the  shade  of 
a  bhfch  tree  on  the  solitary  Toad  of  Lowran,  that  winds  idong  the 
Margin  of  iJadtken  in  Galloway.  "Hert  he  vnA  fbund  teid,  and 
this  incidetttfMrtns  fhe  sofajiMt  efnbie  following  verses. 

From  the  climes  of  the  sun,  all  war-worn  and  weary. 
The  Highlander  sped  to  his  yootfaful  idbode ; 

Fair  visioDS  of  home  cheered  the  dessert -so  dreary. 

Though  fierce  was  ihe  noon-beam,  ^nd  steep  was  the 
,    road. 

Till,  spent  with  the  tnarch  that  still  lengthened  before  him, 
He  stopped  by  the  way  in  a  sylvan  retreat ; 

The  light  shady  bonghs  of  the  birch-tree  waved  o'er  him, 
And  the  stream  of  the  mountain  fell  soft  at  his  feet. 

He  sunk  to  repose  where  the  red  heaths  are- blended, 
One  ch-eam  of  his  childhood  his  fancy  paused  o'er ; 

But  his  battles  are' fought,  and  his  march  now  is  ended. 
The  sound  of  the  bagpipe  shall  wake  him  no  more. 
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No  arm  in  At  day  of  l^e  conflict  could  wbond  bim, 
Though  war  launched  her  thunder  in  fury  to  kill ; 

Now  the  angel  of  death  in  the  desert  has  found  him, 
And  stretched  him  in  peace  in  the  brow  of  the  hill. 

Pale  autumn  spreads  o'er  him  the  leaves  of  the  forest, 
The  fays  of  the  wild  chant  the  dirge  of  his  rost ; 

And  thou,  little  brook,  still  the  sleeper  deplorest, 

And  moistenest  the  heath-bell  that  weeps  on  his  breast. 

Bev*  W.  Gillespie. 


THE  LAKE  OF  THE  DISMAL  SWAMP. 

AN  AMERICAN  BALLAD. 

A  young  man  lost  his  mind  upon  the  death  of  the  girl  he  loved,  and 
who  suddenly  disappearing  from  his  friends,  was  never  afterwards 
heard  of.  As  he  had  frequently  said  in  his  ravings  that  the  girl 
was  not  dead,  but  gone  to  the  Dismal  Swamp,  it  is  supposed  he 
had  wandered  into  that  dreary  wilderness,  and  died  of  hunger,  or 
been  lost  in  some  of  its  dreadful  morasses.  "Die  gpreat  Dismal 
Swamp  is  10  or  12  miles  distant  from  Norfolk  ;  and  the  lake  in 
the  middle  of  it  (about  7  miles  long)  is  called  Dr  ummond'»  pond. 
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THE  HIGHLANDER. 

Many  years  ago,  a  poor  Highland  Soldier,  on  his  return  to  his  na- 
tive hills,  fatigued,  as  it  was  supposed,  by  the  length  oi  the 
march  and  the  heat  of  the  weather,  sat  down  under  the  shade  of 
a  biy^h  tree  on  the  solitary  road  of  Lowran,  that  winds  iQon^  the 
'Aisrdin  of  l/ddiken  in  Oailoway.  Herfe  he  wa«  fbund  A^ad,  and 
this  incident  i&tms  fhe  tsahjilk  Df  ilhie  follomng  verses. 

From  the  climes  of  the  sun,  all  war-worn  and  weary, 
The  Highlander  sped  to  his  yoolbful  idbode ; 

Fair  visions  of  home  cheered  the  desiert  so  dreary, 
Though  fierce  was  the  noon-beam,  tod  steep  was  the 
^    road. 

Till,  'Spent  with  the  tnarch  that  still  lengthened  before  him, 
He  stopped  by  the  way  in  a  sylran  retreat ; 

The  light  shady  boughs  of  the  birch-tree  waved  o'er  him, 
And  the  stream  of  tJie  mountain  fell  soft  at  his  feet. 

He  sunk  to  repose  where  the  red  heaths  are' blended, 
One  dream  of  his  childirood  his  fency  passed  o'er ; 

But  his  battles  are' fought,  and  his  march  now  is  ended, 
The  sound  of  the  bagpipe  shall  wake  him  no  more. 


i-ff: 
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<  Tbey  have  made  her  a  grave  too  cold  and  danp^ 

For  a  soul  so  warm  and  true, 

And  she's  gone  to  the  lake  of  the  Dismal  Swamp^ 

Where  all  night  long,  by  a  fire-fly  lamp, 

She  paddles  her  white  canoe. 

'  And  her  fire-fly  lamp  I  soon  shall  see, 
And  her  paddle  I  soon  shall  hear ; 
Long  and  loving  our  life  shall  be, 
And  III  hide  the  maid  in  a  cypress  tree. 
When  the  footsteps  of  death  are  near.' 

Away  to  the  Dismal  Swamp  he  speeds. 
His  path  was  rugged  and  sore, 
Through  tangled  juniper,  beds  of  reeds, 
Through  many  a  fen  where  the  serpent  feeds. 
And  man  ne'er  trode  before. 

And  when  on  earth  he  sunk  to  sleep, 
(If  slumbers  his  eyelids  knew,) 
He  lay  where  the  deadly  vines  do  weep 
Their  venomous  tears,  and  nightly  steep 
The  flesh  with  blistering  dew  I 
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And  near  bim  the  she- wolf  stirred  the  brake, 
And  the  rattlesnake  breathed  in  his  ear, 
Till  he  starting  cried,  from  his  dream  awake, 
^  Oh  I  when  shall  I  see  the  dusky  lake, 
And  the  white  canoe  of  my  dear  !* 

He  saw  the  lake — and  the  meteor  bright 
Quick  o*er  its  surface  played. 
^  Welcome,'  he  said,  *  my  dear  one's  light !' 
And  the  dim  shore  echoed  for  many  a  night 
The  name  of  the  death-cold  maid  ! 

Tin  he  formed  a  boat  of  the  birchen  bark, 

Which  carried  him  off  from  the  shore  ; 

Far  he  followed  the  meteor  spark ; 

The  winds  were  high,  and  the  clouds  were  dark, 

And  the  boat  returned  no  more ! 

But  oft  from  the  Indian  hunter's  camp. 
This  lover  and  maid  so  true. 
Are  seen,  at  the  hour  of  midnight  damp. 
To  cross  the  lake  by  the  fire-fly  lamp,    - 
And  paddle  their  white  canoe  ! 

Moore. 
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STANZAS. 

I  never  cast  a  flower  away, 

The  gift  of  one  who  cared  for  me, 

A  little  flower, — a  faded  flower, — 
But  it  was  done  reluctatitly* 

I  never  looked  a  last  adieu 

To  things  familiar,  but  my  heart 
Shrank  with  a  feeling  almost  pain. 

Even  from  their  lifelessness  to  part. 

I  never  spoke  the  Word  farewell  f 
But  With  an  tftterance  fsdnt  and  broken  ; 

A  heart-sick  yearning  for  the  time 

When  it  should  never  more  be  spoken. 

Anon. 


'»fii 


DEATH  AND  BURIAL  OF  A  CHILD  AT  SEA. 

My  boy  refused  his  food,  forgot  to  play. 
And  sickeaed  on  the  waters,  day  by  day  ; 
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He  smiled  more  seldom  on  his  motiier's  smile, 
He  prattled  less^  in  accents  vmd  of  guile, 
Of  that  wild  land,  beyond  the  golden  wave 
Where  I,  not  he,  was  doomed  to  be  a  slave ; 
Cold  o  er  his  iimbs,  the  listless  languor  gr^w ; 
Paleness  came  aer  his  eye  of  placid  bhie : 
Pale  mourned  the  lily  where  the  rose  had  died. 
And  titnid,  trembling,  came  he  to  my  side. 
He  was  my  all  on  earth.     Oh !  who  can  speak 
The  anxious  mother  s  too  prophetic  woe. 
Who  sees  death  feeding  on  her  dear  child's  cheek. 
And  strives  in  vain  to  think  it  is  not  so  ? 
Ah  I  many  a  sad  and  sleepless  night  I  passed 
0*er  his  couch,  listening  in  the  pausing  blast. 
While  on  his  brow,  more  sad  from  hour  to  hour. 
Drooped  wan  dejection,  like  a  fading  flower  I 
At  length  my  boy  seemed  better,  and  I  slept — 
Oh ! '  soundly  I—- rbut,  methought,  my  mother  wept 
O'er  her  poor  Emma ;  and,  in  accents  low. 
Said, '  Ah  I  why  do  I  weep,  and  weep  in  vain 
For  one  so  loved,  so  lost  ?  Emma,  thy  pain 
Draws  to  a  close  !  even  now  is  rent  in  twain 
The  loveliest  link  that  binds  thy  breast  to  woe — 
Soon,  broken  heart,  we  soon  «hall  meet  again !' 
Then  o'er  my  face  her  freezing  hand  she  crossed, 
And  bending  kissed  me  with  her  lip  of  frost. 


lltS  XRE  POETICAL  ICKLAKGE. 

I  waked  ;  and  at  my  side— oh  I  still  and  cold  I — 
Oh  I  what  a  tale  that  dreadful  chillness  told  I 
Shrieking,  I  started  up,  in  teiror  wild ; 
Alas !  and  had  I  lived  to  dread  my  child  ? 
Eager  I  snatched  him  from  his  swinging  bed, 
His  limbs  were  stiff — ^he  moved  not — he  was  dead  f 
Oh  I  let  me  weep ! — ^what  mother  would  not  weep. 
To  see  her  child  committed  to  the  deep  ? 

No  moumf\il  flowers,  by  weeping  fondness  laid, 
Nor  pink,  nor  rose,  drooped  on  his  breast  displayed ; 
Nor  half-blown  daisy  in  his  little  hand  : — 
Wide  was  the  field  around,  but  'twas  not  land. 
Enamoured  death,  with  sweetly  pensive  grace, 
Was  awful  beauty  to  his  silent  face. 
No  more  his  sad  eye  looked  me  into  tears  I 
Closed  was  that  eye  beneath  his  pale  cold  brow ; 
And  on  his  calm  lipis,  which  bad  lost  their  glow. 
But  which,  though  pale,  seemed  half  unclosed  to  speaky 
Loitered  a  smile,  like  moonlight  on  the  snow. 
I  gazed  upon  him  still — not  wild  with  fears — 
Gone  were  my  fears,  and  present  was  despair  I 
But  as  I  gazed,  a  little  lock  of  hair, 
Stirred,  by  the  breeze,  played,  trembling  on  his  cheek  ; 
Oh,  God  !  my  heart ! — I  thought  life  still  was  there. 
But  to  commit  him  to  the  watery  grave, 
0*er  which  the  winds,  unwearied  mourners,  rave — 
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One,  who  BtroTe  darkly  sorrow's  sob  to  stay. 
Upraised  the  body ;  thrice  I  bade  him  stay ; 
For  still  my  wordless  woe  had  much  to  say, 
And  still  I  bent  and  gazed,  and  gazing  wept. 
At  last  my  sisters,  with  humane  constraint, 
Held  me,  and  I  was  calm  as  dying  saint ; 
While  that  stem  weeper  lowered  into  the  sea 
My  ill-starred  boy  !  deep — ^buried  deep,  he  slept. 
And  then  I  looked  to  heaven  in  agony, 
And  prayed  to  end  my  pilgrimage  of  pain, 
That  I  might  meet  my  beauteous  boy  again  ! 
Oh  I  had  he  lived  to  reach  this  wretched  land. 
And  then  expired,  I  would  have  blessed  the  strand  I 
But  where  my  poor  boy  lies  I  may  not  lie ; 
I  cannot  come  with  broken  heart  to  sigh 
O'er  his  loved  dust,  and  strew  with  flowers  his  turf 
His  pillow  hath  no  cover  but  the  surf; 
I  may  not  pour  the  soul-drop  from  mine  eye 
Near  his  cold  bed :  he  slumbers  in  the  wave ! 
Oh !  I  will  lave  the  sea,  because  it  is  his  grave  ! 

Anon, 
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ON  FRIENDSHIP. 

The  soft  blooms  of  snminer  «Fe  fiur  to  tbe  eyt^ 
Where  brighdy  the  mft  slver  Medway  glides  by ; 
And  rich  are  the  colonni  wiath  automn  adorn, 
Its  gold-checkered  leares,  and  its  faiUowB  of  corn. 

But  dearer  to  me  is  tbe  pale  lonely  rose, 
Whose  blossoms  in  winter  s  daric  season  unclose, 
Which  smiles  in  tbe  region  of  winter*s  stem  blast, 
And  smooths  tbe  rough  present  by  signs  of  the  past. 

And  thus  when  around  us  affliction's  dark  power 
Eclipses  the  sunshine  of  life's  glowing  hour, 
While  drooping,  deserted,  in  sorrow  we  bend, 
O  sweet  is  the  presence  of  one  faithful  fnend. 

The  crowds  whom  we  smiled  with,  when  gladness  was  ours, 
Are  summer's  bright  blossoms,  and  autumn's  gay  stores ; 
But  the  friend  on  whose  breast  we  in  sorrow  repose. 
That  fi'iend  is  the  winter's  lone  beautiful  rose. 

Afion. 
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SUN  OF  THE  SLEEPLESS. 
• 
SuD  of  the  sle^less  I  mehmcholT^  star  I 
Wbose  tearful  beam  glows  Irennilousty  iar, 
That  showest  the  darkness  thon  canst  not  dispel, 
How  like  thou  art  to  joy  remembered  well ! 
So  gleams  the  past,  the  light  of  other  days, 
Which  shines,  but  warms  noit  with  its  powerless  rays  ; 
A  night-beam  sorrow  wateheth  to  behold, 
Distinct,  but  distant ;  clear,  but,  oh,  bow  cold ! 

Byron. 


TO  A  NIGHTINGALE. 

The  woodman  lifts  towards  thee  his  thoughtful  eve, 
Pauses-— and  wonders  as  he  passes  by  ; 
.  And  village  girls  their  evening  walks  prolong, 
With  hearts  enamoured  of  thy  love.taught  song. 

Thou  fairy  amorist !  in  the  forest  singing, 
How  sweetly  wild  is  thy  melodious  strain  I 
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Varied  in  accents,  tremulously  flinging 

Fragments  of  wonder  on  my  dizzy  brain. 
Spirit  of  light  I  the  music  of  thy  song 

Descends  upon  me,  even  as  a  dream ; 
I  pause  enchanted,  and  would  fain  prolong  « 

Each  magic  note  of  thy  impassioned  theme. 
Where  art  thou  sitting  ? — in  the  branches  high 

Of  yon  old  oak,  whose  flower-embroidered  trunk 
Rests  on  a  soft  mat  where  the  harebells  lie, 

Its  spreading  roots  *neath  mossy  herbage  sunk? 
Minstrel  of  heaven  I  is  that  thy  leafy  bower. 

Where,  like  the  queen  of  beauty,  thou  dost  shade 
Thy  gentle  self  in  this  voluptuous  hour, 

As  in  a  veil  of  innocence  arrayed  ? — 
The  feathered  choir  to  rest  their  wings  have  made 
A  favourite  haunt  near  thee,  and  mute,  and  fond, 
They  listen,  scattered  in  the  boughs  beyond. 
Hush !  'tis  the  mountain  echoes  that  descend 
To  wander  thro'  the  trees  ! — they  softly  blend 
With  every  pause  an  answer  so  divine, 
They  emulate,  sweet  bird  I  that  gentle  song  of  thine.- 
Childrcn  of  air  !  prolong  the  flowery  tale, — 

Fill  every  bough,  touch  every  living  leaf. 
Let  soft  persuasive  melody  prevail. 

That  every  heait,  forgetful  of  its  grief. 
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Like  mine,  esralting  for  an  hour  may  be. 
Uplifted  on  the  wings  of  wildest  ecstacy ! 

Akutor. 


THE  VASSAL'S  LAMENT  FOR  THE  FALLEN 

TREE. 

*'  Here,  (at  Brereton,  in  Cheshire,)  is  one  thing  incredibly  strange, 
but  attested,  as  I  myself  have  heard,  by  many  persons,  and  com- 
monly believed.  Before  any  heir  of  this  family  dies,  there  are 
seen,  in  a  lake  adjoining,  the  bodies  of  trees  swimming  on  the 
water  fo» several  days."  Camden's  Bbitannia. 

Yes  I  I  have  seen  the  ancient  oak 

On  the  dark  deep  water  cast, 
And  it  was  not  felled  by  the  woodman's  stroke^ 
Or  the  rush  of  the  sweeping  blast ; 
For  the  axe  might  never  touch  that  tree. 
And  the  air  was  still  as  a  summer-sea. 

I  saw  it  fall,  as  falls  a  chief 

By  an  arrow  in  the  fight ; 
And  the  old  woods  shook,  to  their  loftiest  leaf^ 

At  the  crashing  of  its  might ! 
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And  the  startled  4eer  t»  thiir  <CQMerl9  tewy. 
And  the  spray!  of  the  lake  as«'i»intaaii*8'dew. 

Tis  fiedlen  I  but  think  thou  not  I  weep 

For  the  forest's  pride  oWth^own  ; 
An  old  man's  tears  lie  far  top  deep 
To  be  poured  for  ^is  alone  I 
But  by  that  sign  too  well  I  know, 
That  a  youthful  head  must  soon  be  low  I 

A  youthful  head,  with  its  shining  hair, 
And  its  bright  quick-flashing  eye — 
Wdl  may  I  weep  I  forlhe  boy  is  fiiir,. 
Tdo  faitr  a  thing  to  die  I 
But  on  his  brow  the  mark  is  set — 
Oh  I  could  mt/  life  redeem  him  yet ! 

He  bounded  by  me 'as  I  gazed 

Alone  on  the  fatal  sign, 
And  it  seemed  like  sunshine  when  he  raised 
His  joyous  glance  to  mine  ! 
With  a  stag  8  fleet  step  he  bounded  by, 
So  full  of  life — but  he  must  not  die  ! 

He  ikiust^  be  must  I .  in  that  deep  dell, 
By  that  dark  water  s  aide, 
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'Tis  known  that  ne'er  a  proud  tree  fell. 
But  an  heir  of  his  father  died  ; 
And  he— there's  laughter  in  his  eye, 
Joy  in  his  voice — ^yet  he  most  die ! 

Tve  home  him  in  these  arms,  that  now 

Are  nerveless  and  unstrung  ; 
And  must  I  see  on  that  fair  hrow, 
The  dust  untimely  flung  ? 
I  must  I — yon  green  oak,  branch  and  crest. 
Lies  floating  on  the  dark  lake's  breast  I 

The  noble  boy ! — how  proudly  sprung 

The  falcon  from  his  hand ! 
It  seemed  like  youth  to  see  him  young, 
^  A  flower  in  his  father's  land ! 

But  the  hour  of  the  knell  and  the  dirge  is  nigh, 
For  the  tree  hath  fallen,  and  the  flower  must  die. 

Say  not  'tis  vain  ! — ^I  tell  thee,  some 

Are  warned  by  a  meteor's  light, 
Or  a  pale  bird  flitting  calls  them  home, 
Or  a  voice  on  the  winds  by  night ; 
And  they  must  go  ! — and  he  too,  he — 
Woe  for  the  fell  of  the  glorious  tree  ! 

Mrs  Hematis* 


1S6  THE  POETICAL  MBLA1IQ& 


THE  DEATH  OF  ELLA. 

On  Ella's  cheek  the  rose  was  seen, 
The  tint  was  pore,  the  hue  serene ; 
A  while  it  bloomed,  in  beauty  rare, 
But  transient  was  its  dwelling  there. 
Bright  was  her  eye  of  heavenly  blne> 
Her  lips  like  rabies  dipped  in  dew ; 
And  sweetest  melodies  there  hnng, 
On  the  soft  accents  of  her  tongue. 

But  soon  the  storm  began  to  lower, 
It  stiiick  the  stem  that  held  the  flower, 
Her  lover — she  drooped  her  head 
In  sorrow,  o'er  his  lowly  bed, 
And  fading,  like  her  cheek's  soft  bloom, 
Sank  like  a  lily  to  the  tomb  ! — 
Still  will  the  tears  soft  pity  gave, 
Refresh  the  flowers  that  deck  her  grave  ! 

Anon, 
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THE  LAST  MAN. 

All  worldly  shapes  shall  melt  in  gloom, 

The  sun  himself  must  die, 
Before  this  mortal  shall  assume 

Its  immortality  I 
I  saw  a  vision  in  my  sleep, 
That  gave  my  spirit  strength  to  sweep 

Adown  the  gulf  of  time  I 
I  saw  the  last  of  human  mould. 
That  shall  creation's  death  behold. 

As  Adam  saw  her  prime  ! 

* 
The  8un*s  eye  had  a  sickly  glare. 

The  earth  with  age  was  wan. 
The  skeletons  of  nations  were 

Around  that  lonely  man ! 
Some  had  expired  in  fight, — ^the  brands 
Still  rusted  in  their  bony  hands ; 

In  plague  and  famine  some ! 
£arth*s  cities  had  no  sound  nor  tread ; 
And  ships  were  drifting  with  the  dead 

Tp  shores  where  all  was  dumb ! 


i 
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Yet,  prophet  like,  that  lone  one  stood. 

With  dauntless  words  and  high, 
That  shook  the  sere  leaves  from  the  wood 

As  if  a  storm  passed  by, 
Saying,  we  are  twins  in  death,  proud  sun. 
Thy  face  is  cold,  thy  race  is  run, 

'Tis  mercy  bids  thee  go; 
For  thou  ten  thousand  thousand  years 
Hast  seen  the  tide  of  human  teaoi 

That  shall  no  longer  flow. 

What  though  beneath  thee  man  put  foclh 

His  pomp,  his  pride,  his  skill ; 
And  arts  that  made  fire,  flood  and  earth 

The  vassals  of  his  will ; — 
Yet  mourn  I  not  thy  parted  sway, 
Thou  dim  discrowned  king  of  day ; 

For  all  those  trophied  arts 
And  triumphs  that  beneath  thee  sprang, 
Healed  not  a  passion  or  a  pang 

Entailed  on  human  hearts. 

Go,  let  oblivion's  curtain  &11 

Upon  the  stage  of  men. 
Nor  with  thy  rising  beams  recall 

Life's  tragedy  again. 
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Its  piteous  pi^ants  bring  not  back, 
Nor  waken  flesb,  upon  the  rack 

Of  pain  anew  to  writhe ; 
Stretched  in  disease^s  shapes  abhorred, 
Or  mown  in  battle  by  the  sword, 

Like  grass  beneath  the  scythe. 

Even  I  am  weary  in  yon  skies 

To  watch  thy  fading  fire  ; 
Test  of  all  sumless  ironies. 

Behold  not  me  expire. 
My  lips  that  speak  thy  dirge  of  death — 
Their  rounded  gasp  and  gurgUng  breath 

To  see  thou  shalt  not  boast. 
The  eclipse  of  nature  spreads  my  pall, 
The  majesty  of  darkness  shall 

Receive  my  parting  ghost. 

The  spirit  shall  return  to  him 

That  gave  ita  heavenly  spark ; 
Yet  think  not,  Sun,  it  shall  be  dim 

When  thou  thyself  art  dark ! 
No  I  it  shall  live  again,  and  shine 
In  bliss  unknown  to  beams  of  thine. 

By  him  recalled  to  breathy 
Who  captive  led  captivity^ 
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Who  robbed  the  grave  of  vietory, — 
And  took  the  stbg  from  ^«tb  I 

Go,  Sun,  while  mercy  holds  me  op 

On  nature's  awful  waste, 
To  drink  this  last  and  bitter  cup 

Of  grief  that  man  shall  taste — 
Go,  tell  the  night  that  hides  thy  feee. 
Thou  sawest  the  last  of  Adam*s  race^ 

On  earth's  sepulchral  clod, 
The  darkening  universe  defy 
To  quench  his  immortality. 

Or  shake  his  trust  in  God  I 


Campbell 


THE  BROKEN  HEART. 

■ 

Ah  I  little  I  thought,  when  with  thrilling  delight, 

I  watched  the  fond  gaze  of  thine  eye ; 
That  so  soon  thou  would'e^  fade  like  a  dieam  from  our 
sight. 

Heart-broken,  to  linger  and  die. 
'Twas  mournful  to  sit  by  thy  pillow  and  mark     , 

The  paleness  that  dwelt  on  thy  cheek ;        r , .     i  . 
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Thy  cold  marble  brow  with  its  ringletB  so  dark. 
Thy  patience  so  holy  and  meek. 

'Twas  awfiil  to  list  to  thy  musical  voice^ 

Like  a  lute  beard  by  night  from  the  wave ; 
And  think  that  the  tones  which  made  others  rejoice, 

So  soon  should  be  quenched  in  the  grave. 
I  saw  thee,  sweet  girl !  worn  down  to  a  shade, 

How  changed  from  what  thou  wert  before ; 
All  the  magical  glow  of  thy  features  decayed, 

Like  a  rainbow  when  tempests  are  o*er. — 

Tis  past  I — thou  art  laid  in  the  cold  silent  tomb, 

And  often  with  desolate  heart, 
An  lonely  I  stray  in  the  dim  twilight  gloom 

To  the  turf  in  whose  bosom  thou  art. 
Thy  sorrows  are  ended — thy  pilgrimage  o*er. 

Thy  woes  and  thy  wishes  have  rest. 
In  the  Sabbath  of  peace,  'mid  the  joys  of  that  shore, 

Where  the  stainless  in  spirit  are  blest. — 

But  woe  nnto  him  who  could  bask  in  the  glow, 

Of  thy  trusting  and  innocent  heart, 
Could  add  balm  to  thy  blisses,  partake  of  thy  woe, 

And  become  of  thy  being  a  part. — 

VOL.  HI.  o 
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Who  could  twine  fovud  the  thong^ts^  of  thy  hoaomaokindy 

And  then  from  thy  pvesence  could  fly« 
Who  could  turn  to  another,  with  mutable  mind> 

And  leave  thee  heart-broken  to  die  I 

Moare» 


THE  MEETING  OF  THE  WATERS. 

There  is  not  in  this  wide  world  a  valley  so  sweet 
As  that  vale  in  whose  bosom  the  bright  waters  meet  r 
Oh  I  the  last  rays  of  feeling  and  life  must  depart, 
Ere  the  bloom  of  that  vaUey  shall  fade  from  my  heart. 

Yet  it  was  not  that  Nature  had  shed  o*er  the  scene 
Her  purest  of  crystal  and  brightest  of  green ; 
'Twas  not  the  soft  magic  of  streamlet  or  hiU ; 
Oh,  no  I  it^ras  someUiing  more  exquisite  still  I 

'Twas  that  Mends,  the  beloved  of  my  bosom  were  near. 
Who  made  every  dear  scene  of  enchantment  more  deal'y 
And  who  felt  how  the  best  charms  of  nature  imf>ni1ne» 
When  we  see  them  reflected  from  looks  that  we  love. 
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Sweet  vale  of  Avoca  I  how  caln  could  I  rest 

In  thy  bosom  of  shade  with  the  friends  I  love  best, 

Where  the  storms  which  we  feel  in  this  cold  world  should 

cease, 
And  osr  hearts,  like  thy  waters,  be  mingled  in  peace ! 

Moore. 


FROM  THE  MINSTREL. 

Shall  he,  whose  birth,  maturity,  and  age, 

Scarce  fill  the  circle  of  one  summer  day, 

Shan  the  poor  gnat  with  discontent  and  rage 

Exclaim,  that  Nature  hastens  to  decay. 

If  but  a  cloud  obstruct  the  solar  ray, 

If  but  a  momentary  shower  descend  ? 

Or  shall  frail  man  heaven's  dread  decrees  gainsay. 

Which  bade  the  series  of  events  extend 

Wide  through  unnumbered  worlds,  and  ages  without  end  f 

One  part,  one  little  part,  we  dimly  scan 

Through  the  dark  medium  of  life's  fiaverish  dream ; 

Yet  dare  aitaign  the  whole  stupendous  plan. 

If  but  that  little  part  incongruous  seem. 

Nor  is  that  part  perhaps  what  mortals  deem  ; 
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Oft  from  apparent  ill  our  blessings  rise. 
O  then  renounce  that  impioas  self-esteem, 
That  aims  to  trace  the  secrets  of  the  skies  ; 
For  thou  art  but  of  dust ;  be  humble>  and  be  wiae^ 


FROM  THE  PLEASURES  OF  HOPE. 

Yet  half  I  hear  the  parting  spirit  sigh, 
It  is  a  dread  and  awful  thing  to  die  I 
Mysterious  worlds  untravelled  by  the  sun  I 
Where  time's  far  wandering  tide  has  never  run ; 
From  your  unfathomed  shades,  and  viewless  spheres, 
A  warning  comes,  unheard  by  other  ears. 
'Tis  heaven  s  commanding  trumpet,  long  and  loud, 
Like  Sinai's  thunder,  pealing  from  the  cloud  ! 
While  nature  hears,  with  terror-mingled  trust, 
The  shock  that  hurls  her  fabric  to  the  dust ; 
And  like  the  trembling  Hebrew,  when  he  trod 
The  roaring  waves,  and  called  upon  his  God, 
With  mortal  terrors  clouds  immortal  bliss, 
And  shrieks,  and  hovers  o'er  the  dark  abyss. 
Daughter  of  faith,  awake,  arise,  illume 
The  dread  unknown,  the  chaos  of  the  tomb; 
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Melt  and  dispel,  ye  spectre  doubts  that  roll 
Cimmerian  darkness  on  the  parting  soul  I 
Fly,  like  the  moon-eyed  herald  of  dismay 
Chased  on  his  night-steed  by  the  star  of  day  I 
The  strife  is  o'er — the  pangs  of  nature  close, 
And  life's  last  rapture  triumphs  o'er  her  woes. 
Hark !  as  the  spirit  eyes,  with  eagle  gaze. 
The  noon  of  heaven  undazzled  by  the  blaze, 
On  heavenly  winds  that  waft  her  to  the  sky^ 
Float  the  sweet  tones  of  star-bom  melody ; 
Wild  as  that  hallowed  anthem  sent  to  hail 
Bethlehem's  shepherds  in  the  lonely  vale, 
M^n  Jordan  hushed  his  waves,  and  midmglit  siill 
Watched  on  the  holy  towers  of  Zion  hilL— 

Cktmpbeii. 


MOONLIGHT. 

When  the  sun  b  laid  in  his  purple  shroud 

Bathed  by  the  dews  of  the  sea. 
And  the  moon*8  pale  light  through  her  fleecy  cloud, 

Shines  dimly  over  me ; 
In  an  hour  so  still  the  whispering  sigh 

Of  winds  breathed  o'er  the  wave, 
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Oft  from  apparent  ill  our  blessings  rise. 
O  then  renounce  that  impioas  self-esteem. 
That  aims  to  trace  the  secrets  of  the  skies  ; 
For  thou  art  but  of  dust ;  be  humble,  and  be  wise. 


FROM  THE  PLEASURES  OF  HOPE. 


Yet  half  I  hear  the  parting  spirit  sigh, 
It  is  a  dread  and  awful  thing  to  die  I 
Mysterious  worlds  untravelled  by  the  sun  I 
Where  time's  far  wandering  tide  has  never  run ; 
From  your  unfathomed  shades,  and  viewless  spheres, 
A  warning  comes,  unheard  by  other  ears. 
'Tis  heaven's  commanding  trumpet,  long  and  loud, 
Like  Sinai's  thunder,  pealing  from  the  cloud ! 
While  nature  hears,  with  terror-mingled  trust, 
The  shock  that  hurls  her  fabric  to  the  dust ; 
And  like  the  trembling  Hebrew,  when  he  trod 
The  roaring  waves,  and  called  upon  his  God, 
With  mortal  terrors  clouds  immortal  bliss, 
And  shrieks,  and  hovers  o'er  the  dark  abyss. 
Daughter  of  faith,  awake,  arise,  illume 
The  dread  unknown,  the  chaos  of  the  tomb ; 
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I  see  again  the  mountain's  lofty  brow 
Rising  sublime  above  the  forest-shades, 
Distant  from  which,  along  the  shore  extendi 
The  level  ocean's  yet  unbroken  blue. 
When  will  the  moon  arise  ?  Its  silver  smiles 
Will  soften  down  the  terroi-s  of  the  scene, 
And  safer  light  St  Leon  to  his  home. 

(She  goes  to  a  lamp,) 
How  very  pale  this  flickering  lamp  now  bums ; 
Its  yellow  rays  scarce  reach  the  dusky  floor. 
Blending  its  mist  and  gloominess  around ; 
It  is  indeed  a  melancholy  sight  \ 
An  emblem,  as  'tis  said,  of  human  hope 
Suspended  in  our  sepulchre  of  care. 
Yet  will  I  not  repine — surged  on  by  fate, 
'Tis  ours  to  wander  thtLS  from  place  to  place. 
Ruined— despised :  the  father  hath  undone  1 

The  ofisprings  of  our  love — the  tempter's  art 
Ensnared  him  to  lay  waste  in  maddening  zeal. 
Their  fortunes  i'  the  world  ;  so  our  wretched  live* 
We  pine  away  in  penance  for  the  past — 
Helpless — apd  sad ;  and  oft  in  silent  night, 
When  tears  bedew  the  pillow  of  my  grief, 
The  voice  of  duty  whispers  in  mine  ear, 
— ^I,  as  a  mother,  should  be  calm  and  firm  ; 
Meanwhile  my  children,  with  dejected  mien. 
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Raising  to  me  their  sweet  affectionate  eyes, 
Lisp  gentle  words,  and  wear  deceiving  smiles, 
And  silent  hunger  for  their  daily  bread. 
St  Leon — still  I  love  to  breathe  his  name. 
And  will  upbraid  it  not — where — ^where  art  thou? 
Heaven  grant  amidst  the  fury  of  the  stoitn, 
When  elements  the  elements  assailed, 
Like  unfed  lions  battling  for  their  prey, — 
Thy  all -protecting  mercy,  like  a  shield, 
Guarded  a  being,  whose  most  sinful  deeds 
Have  been  atoned  by  all  our  bitterest  tears. 
Soft — ^there  are  footsteps  on  the  terrace  now ; 
111  meet  him  smiling — since  the  smile  of  love 
Can  soothe  to  peace  the  troubled  brow  of  thought, 
And  all  the  pangs  that  rend  an  aching  heart. 

{Enter  St  Leon,) 

ST  LEON. 

Once  more  returned — I  hasten  to  receive 
Affections  sweet — ^thy  beautiful  embrace. 
How  is  it  with  thee  now  ? 

MARGUERITE. 

'Tis  well— quite  well ! 

Time  hung  a  little  heavy  as  it  should, 

In  absence  such  as  thine — of  thee  I  thought,' 
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Thy  danger  in  ihe  Btorm — tnd  sighed  and  prayed — 
Then  smiling,  nnued  upon  the  dreamlike  hope 
Of  happiness  to  come. 

ST  LEON. 

Sweet  minister  ef  eomfort  I  idbo  can  see 
With  guilty  eye  such  pmity  as  tfame, 
Without  an  overwhelming  flood  of  grief  ? 
What  have  I  done  ?  How  ndned  thee  and  thine  ? 
Thy  virtue — ^love — and  beauty,  my  reproach ; — 
But  now  thou  art  my  victim-— Me»  my  judge ; 
And  the  deep  aense  of  thy  perfection  bceathes 
More  dreadM  sentence  en  the  head  of  him 
Who  was  the  fell  destroyer  of  thy  peaee. 

{Skartmg  wUdi^) 
I  see — I  know — I  feel  myself  accursed ; 
The  very  demons  shout  it  in  my  ears ; — 
Hark  I  they  exulting  laugh  at  my  despair ; — 
I  hear  my  children  cry  to  me  ioc  bread, 
*  Father y  I  hunger ^ — ibaA  one  nears  the  grave — 
My  son  calls  down  reproaches  on  my  name, 
Whilst  thou— <- 

(^Becoming  calm.) 
I  see  thee  as  an  angel  rise. 
Smiling  forgiveness ;  nearer,  and  nearer  still — 
Until  I  fold  thee  la  my  shuddering  anns, 
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To  wet  thy  boeom  whh  my  guilty  tears ; — 
Oh — agony — ^remorse!  Forgive  wild  words, 
'Tis  thou  alone,  sweet  woman,  can  control 
An  erring  spirit  wildered  by  distress. 

Akutor. 


DESPONDENCY. 

Oppressed  with  grief,  appresaed  with  care, 
A  burden  more  than  I  can  bear, 

I  sit  me  down  and  sigh ; 
O  life  I  thou  art  a  galling  load, 
Along  a  rough,  a  weary  road. 

To  wretches  such  as  I ! 
Dim  backward  as  I  cast  my  view. 
What  sick*ning  scenes  appear  I 
What  sorrows  yet  may  pierce  me  throu^, 
Too  justly  I  may  fear ! 
Still  caring,  despairing, 

Must  be  my  bitter  doom ; 
My  woes  here  shall  close  ne'er. 
But  with  the  closing  tomb  t 
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Happy  ye  sona  of  busy  life, 
Who,  equal  to  the  bustling  strife,. 

No  other  view  regard  I 
Even  when  the  wished  end's  denied. 
Yet  while  the  busy  means  are  plied. 

They  bring  their  own  reward : 
Whilst  I,  a  hope-abandoned  wight. 

Unfitted  with  an  aim. 
Meet  every  sad  returning  night. 
And  joyless  mom  tiie  same. 
You  bustling,  and  justling, 

Foiget  each  grief  and  pain  ; 
I  listless,  yet  restless, 
Find  every  prospect  vain. 

How  blest  the  solitary  s  lot,. 
Who,  all-forgetting,  all -forgot. 

Within  his  humble  cell, 
The  cavern  wild  with  tangling  roots^     , 
Sits  o'er  his  newly-gathered  fruits, 

Beside  his  crystal  well  I 
Or,  haply,  to  his  evening  thought, 

By  unfrequented  stream. 
The  ways  of  men  are  distant  brought, 

A  faint  collected  dreata ! 
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While  praising,  and  raising 

His  thoughts  to  hearen  on  high, 
As  wandering,  meandering, 

He  views  the  solemn  sky. 

Than  I,  no  lonely  hermit  placed 
Where  never  haman  footstep  traced, 

Less  fit  to  play  the  part ; 
The  lucky  moment  to  improve. 
And  just  to  stop  and  just  to  move, 

With  self-respecting  art : 
But  ah  !  those  pleasures,  loves,  and  joys, 

Which  I  too  keenly  taste. 
The  solitary  can  despise, 
Can  want,  and  yet  he  blest ! 
He  needs  not,  he  heeds  not,  ■ 

Or  human  love  or  hate. 
Whilst  I  here,  must  cry  here. 
At  perfidy  ingrate ! 

Oh  I  enviable  early  days. 

When  dancing  thoughtless  p]ea8iire*8  maze^ 

To  care,  to  guilt  unknown  ! 
How  ill  exchanged  for  riper  times. 
To  feel  the  follies,  or  the  crimes. 

Of  others,  or  my  own  I 


144  T0S  POETICAL  MELANGE. 

Oft  from  apparent  ill  our  blesBings  rise. 
O  then  renounce  that  impions  self-esteem, 
That  aims  to  trace  the  secrets  of  the  skies  ; 
For  thoQ  art  bnt  of  dust ;  be  humble,  and  be  wiae^ 


FROM  THE  PLEASURES  OF  HOPE. 

Yet  half  I  hear  the  parting  spirit  sigh, 
It  is  a  dread  and  awful  thing  to  die  ! 
Mysterious  worlds  untrayelled  by  the  sun  I 
Where  time's  far  wandering  tide  has  never  run ; 
From  your  unfathomed  shades,  and  viewless  spheree, 
A  warning  comes,  unheard  by  other  ears. 
'Tis  heaven  s  commanding  trumpet,  long  and  loud, 
Like  Sinai's  thunder,  pealing  from  the  cloud  ! 
While  nature  hears,  with  terror-mingled  trust, 
The  shock  that  hurls  her  fabric  to  the  dust ; 
And  like  the  trembling  Hebrew,  when  he  trod 
The  roaring  waves,  and  called  upon  his  God, 
With  mortal  terrors  clouds  immortal  bliss, 
And  shrieks,  and  hovers  o'er  the  dark  abyss. 
Daughter  of  fedth,  awake,  arise,  illume 
The  dread  unknown,  the  chaos  of  the  tomb; 
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Melt  and  dispel,  ye  spectre  doubts  that  roll 
Cimmerian  darkness  on  the  parting  soul  I 
Fly,  like  the  moon-eyed  herald  of  dismay 
Chased  on  his  night-steed  by  the  star  of  day  I 
The  strife  is  o'er — the  pangs  of  nature  close, 
And  life's  last  rapture  triumphs  o'er  her  woes. 
Hark !  as  the  spirit  eyes,  with  eagle  gaze. 
The  noon  of  heaven  undazzled  by  the  blaze, 
On  heavenly  winds  that  waft  her  to  the  sky, 
float  the  sweet  tones  of  star-bom  melody ; 
Wild  as  that  hallowed  anthem  sent  to  hail 
Bethlehem's  shepherds  in  the  lonely  vale, 
yf^n  Jordan  hushed  his.  waves*  and  midnight  siill 
Watched  on  the  holy  towers  of  Zion  hilL-— 

CampbelL 


MOONLIGHT. 

When  the  sun  is  laid  in  his  purple  shroud 

Bathed  by  the  dews  of  the  sea, 
And  the  moon*s  pale  light  throi^h  her  fleecy  cloud, 

Shines  dimly  over  me ; 
In  an  hour  so  still  the  whispering  s^h 

Of  winds  breathed  o'er  the  wave, 

g3 
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And  to  liat  to  tbe  tea  bird's  hanmk  cry, 
Over  the  warrior  s  grave  I 

Are  dearer  to  me,  tlian  the  flanntmg  ray 

The  glorious  sun  shoots  down 
From  his  sapphire  throne  in  the  blaze  of  day. 

Girt  with  the  diamond  crown. 
0*er  mountain  and  yale,  o'er  yon  misty  deep, 

O'er  maft-^the  lord  of  all, 
This  balmiest  luwr  hath  poured  her  sleep. 

And  spread  her  drowsy  pall. 

Oh  1  DOfv  to  the  young  enthvaiaat's  soul 

Rise  aerations  Ingh, 
Flung  on  the  rocks,  o'er  the  ceaseless  roU, 

Of  dark  immensity. 
A  blighted  heart— and  a  ^eepless  eye. 

May  now  step  forth  unseen, 
And  wake  from  their  slumber  its  visions  of  joy. 

On  memory's  pageant  scene. 

Each  pinnacle  crag  seems  a  lordly  tower, 

Turret,  and  donjon  fence, 
And  each  hawthorn  glade  hath  its  roseate  bowers 

Of  love— and  innocence. 
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Though  wisdom  wprove  it,  let  limey  s  powtr 

Still  chain  me  to  her  throne ; 
Still  dear  to  this  heart  he  the  evening  hoar> 

And  moonlight — ^all  my  own. 

Anon. 


DRAMATIC  SKETCH. 

St  Leon  paving  ruined  himself  and  family  by  gambling,  seeks  re- 
fuge for  his  wife  and  children  in  foreign  countries^  frequently 
enduring  the  most  appalling  calamities  and  distressing  priva- 
tions. 

Godwin's  HistobIt  or  His  Travels. 

Time,  Twilight Scene,  The  interior  of  a  Cottage. 

MARGUERITE,  Soku 

The  dreadful  thunder  storm  at  length  is  past; 
May  God  forgive  the  douhtlulness  that  swept 
In  sinful  murmurings  through  my  troubled  breast ; 
— I  doubt  not  the  benevolence  of  heaven  ! 

(Looks  out  at  a  lattice.) 
The  gloomy  clouds  disperse  along  the  sky, 
And  all  is  stillness  in  the  open  air  ; 
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I  Bee  again  the  mountain'B  lofty  brow 
Rising  sublime  above  the  forest-sbades, 
Distant  from  wbich,  along  the  shore  extenck 
The  level  ocean's  yet  unbroken  blue. 
When  will  the  moon  arise  ?  Its  silver  smiles 
Will  soften  down  the  terroi*s  of  the  scene, 
And  safer  light  St  Leon  to  his  home. 

(She  goes  to  a  lamp.) 
How  very  pale  this  flickering  lamp  now  bums ; 
Its  yellow  rays  scarce  reach  the  dusky  floor. 
Blending  its  mist  and  gloominess  around ; 
It  is  indeed  a  melancholy  sight  f 
An  emblem,  as  'tis  said,  of  human  hope 
Suspended  in  our  sepulchre  of  cai'e. 
Yet  will  I  not  repine — urged  on  by  fate, 
'Tis  ours  to  wander  thtis  from  place  to  place. 
Ruined — despised  :  the  father  hath  undone 
The  ofisprings  of  our  love — the  tempter's  art 
Ensnared  him  to  lay  waste  in  maddening  zeal. 
Their  fortunes  i*  the  world  ;  so  our  wretched  lives 
We  pine  away  in  penance  for  the  past — 
Helpless — and  sad ;  and  oft  in  silent  night, 
When  tears  bedew  the  pillow  of  my  grief, 
The  voice  of  duty  whispera  in  mine  ear, 
— I,  as  a  mother,  should  be  calm  and  firm  ; 
Meanwhile  my  children,  with  dejected  mieOi 
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Raising  to  roe  their  sweet  affectionate  eyes, 
Lisp  gentle  words,  and  wear  deceiying  smiles, 
And  silent  hunger  for  their  daily  bread. 
St  Leon — still  I  love  to  breathe  his  name, 
And  will  upbraid  it  not — where — where  art  thou  ? 
Heaven  grant  amidst  the  fury  of  the  stohn. 
When  elements  the  elements  assailed. 
Like  unfed  lions  battling  for  their  prey, — 
Thy  all-protecting  mercy,  like  a  shield, 
Guarded  a  being,  whose  most  sinful  deeds 
Haye  been  atoned  by  all  our  bitterest  tears. 
Soft — ^there  are  footsteps  on  the  terrace  now ; 
111  meet  him  smiling — since  the  smile  of  love 
Can  soothe  to  peace  the  troubled  brow  of  thought, 
And  all  the  pangs  that  rend  an  aching  heart. 

(Enter  St  Leon,) 

ST  LEON. 

Once  more  returned — I  hasten  to  receive 
Affections  sweet — thy  beautiful  embrace. 
How  is  it  with  thee  now  ? 

MARGUERITE. 

'Tis  well— quite  well ! 

Time  hung  a  little  heavy  as  it  should. 

In  absence  such  as  thine — of  thee  I  thought,' 
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Thy  danger  in  the  Btorm— «nd  sighed  and  prayed — 
Then  smiling,  nnued  vpen  the  dreamlike  hope 
Of  happiness  to  come. 

ST  LEON. 

Sweet  minister  «f  eomfort !  who  can  see 
With  guilty  eye  such  pmity  as  tkbie, 
"V^thont  an  oyerwhelming  flood  of  giief  ? 
What  have  I  done  ?  Hvw  ndned  thee  and  thine  ? 
Thy  yirtue — ^loye-— 4nd  beauty,  my  veproach ; — 
Bat  now  thou  «rt  my  yictim — thegt  my  judge ; 
And  the  deep  vense  of  thy  perfeclion  breathes 
More  dreadM  sentence  en  the  head  of  him 
Who  ynm  the  fell  destroyer  of  thy  peaee. 

{StarHng  wddl^) 
I  see — I  know — I  feel  myself  accursed ; 
The  very  demons  shout  it  in  my  ears ; — 
Hark  I  they  exulting  laugh  tit  my  despair ; — 
I  hear  my  children  cry  to  raefor  bread, 
'  FatheTy  I  Aun^wr,'-^hait  one  nears  the  grave— 
My  son  calls  down  reproaches  on  my  name, 
Whilst  thou— 

(^Becoming  cairn,) 
I  see  thee  as  an  angel  rise. 
Smiling  forgiveness ;  nearer,  and  nearer  atiU-^ 
Until  I  fold  thee  in  my  shuddering  anns, 
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To  wet  thy  boBom  with  my  guilty  tears ; — 
Oh — agony — ^remorse  I  Forgive  wild  words, 
*Tis  thou  alone,  sweet  woman,  can  control 
An  erring  spirit  wildered  by  distress. 

Alastar. 


DESPONDENCY- 

Oppressed  with  grief,  oppressed  with  care, 
A  burden  more  than  I  can  bear, 

I  sit  me  down  and  sigh ; 
O  life  I  thou  art  a  galling  load, 
Along  a  rough,  a  weary  road, 

To  wretches  such  as  I ! 
Dim  backward  as  I  cast  my  view, 
What  sick*ning  scenes  appear  I 
What  sorrows  yet  may  pierce  me  through, 
Too  justly  I  may  fear ! 
Still  caring,  despairing. 

Must  be  my  bitter  doom ; 
My  woes  here  MH  close  ne'er, 
But  with  the  closing  tomb  t 
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Happy  ye  sosa  of  busy  life, 
Who,  equal,  to  the  bustling  atrife^ 

No  other  view  regard  I 
Even  when  the  wiahed  end's  denied. 
Yet  while  the  busy  means  are  plied. 

They  bring  their  own  reward : 
Whilst  I,  a  hope-abandoned  wight. 

Unfitted  with  an  aim. 
Meet  every  sad  returning  night. 
And  joyless  mora  the  same. 
You  bustling,  and  justling, 

Foiget  each  grief  and  pain  ; 
I  listless,  yet  restless. 
Find  every  prospect  vain. 

How  blest  the  solitary  s  lot^ 
Who,  all-forgettiug,  all -forgot. 

Within  his  humble  cell, 
The  cavern  wild  with  tangling  roots^ 
Sits  o'er  his  newly-gathered  fruits, 

Beside  his  crystal  well  I 
Or,  haply,  to  his  evening  thought, 

By  unfrequented  stream, 
The  ways  of  men  are  distant  brought, 

A  faint  collected  dreata ! 


TH£  POETICAL  MELANGE.  153 

While  praising,  and  raising 

His  thoughts  to  hearen  on  high, 
As  wandering,  meandeiing, 

He  views  the  solemn  sky. 

Than  I,  no  lonely  hermit  placed 
Where  never  haman  footstep  traced, 

Less  fit  to  play  the  part ; 
The  lucky  moment  to  improve. 
And  just  to  stop  and  just  to  move, 

With  self-respecting  art : 
But  ah  !  those  pleasures,  loves,  and  joyo, 

Which  I  too  keenly  taste, 
The  solitary  can  despise, 
Can  want,  and  yet  he  blest ! 
He  needs  not,  he  heeds  not, 

Or  human  love  or  hate. 
Whilst  I  here,  must  cry  here. 
At  perfidy  ingrate ! 

Oh  I  enviable  early  days, 

When  dancing  thoughtless  pleasure's  maze. 

To  care,  to  guilt  unknown  ! 
How  ill  exchanged  for  riper  times, 
To  feel  the  follies,  or  the  crimes^ 

Of  others,  or  my  own  I 
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Ye  tiny  elyes  thii  guihlen  sport, 

Like  linnets  in  tlie  bnsh, 
.  Ye  little  know  the  ills  ye  court. 
When  manhood  is  yonr  wish ! 
The  losses,  the  crosses, 

That  active  man  engage  ! 
The  feus  all,  the  tears  all, 
Of  dim-declining  age  I 


Mums. 


i«^ 


GOD  IS  LOVE. 

Oh  I  child  of  grief,  why  weepest  tb<Mi  ? 
Why  droops  thy  sad  and  mofumfnl  brow  ? 
Why  is  thy  look  so  like  despair  ? 
What  deep  sad  sorrow  lingers  there  ? 

Thou  monmest  perhaps  for  some  one  gone, 
A  friend,  a  wife,  a  litde  one ; 
Yet  monm  mat,  for  thon  bast  above 
A  friend  in  God,  and  *  God  is  love.' 

Was  it  rem<»8e  that  laid  tbee  bw  ? 
Is  it  for  sin  thou  monmest  so  ? 
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Surely  thou  bearest  a  heavy  grief. 
Yet,  mommer,  there  is  still  relief. 

There's  One  on  high  can  pardon  give 
Who  gave  his  life  that  thou  may  st  live ; 
Seek,  then,  for  comfort  from  above. 
Thy  friend  is  Grod,  and  '  God  is  love." 

Has  cold  unkij^dness  wounded  thee  ? 
Does  thy  loved  friend  now  from  thee  flee  ? 
O  turn  thy  thoughts  from  earth  to  heaven, 
Where  no  such  cruel  woumls  are  given. 

In  all  the  varying  see&es  of  woe, 
The  lot  of  fidlen  man  below, 
Still  lift  thy  tearful  eye  above. 
And  iH^^e  in  God,  for  *  God  is  love.' 

Sweet  is  the  thought — tinae  flies  apeee, — 
This  eaith  is  not  our  retting  plane : 
And  sweet  the  promise  of  the  Lord, 
To  all  who  love  his  name  and  word. 

Then,  weeping  pUgrim,  dry  thy  tears ; 
Comfort  on  every  side  appears; 
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An  eye  b^iokls  tbee  from  abofe. 
The  eye  of  God,  and  '  God  is  love/ 


STANZAS. 
'  Written  by  tiie  sea  shore. 

How  calm  is  the  stillness  of  night,-^ 
Are  the  zephyrs  away  to  their  caves  ? 
For  the  moon-beams  with  sitvery  light. 
Seem  asleep  in  the  whispering  wav^ ; 
Lo  I  the  moss-covered  rocks  all  around, 
In  the  beauties  of  even  arrayed, 
With  their  loftiest  summits  are  crowned, 
By  a  vaned, — though  solemn  shade ; 
Not  a  murmur  is  heard  from  the  sea. 
Have  its  billows  been  charmed  to  rest  ? 
*   Yes  f  the  spirit  of  Crod  to  thee 
Now  appears  on  its  moveless  breast,* 

Let  me  ^vander  then  on  by  the  heach, 
While  my  heart  to  emotion  is  given, 


Anon. 
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There  are  thon^tts  which  ye  ctmnot  reach, 
— Passing  shadows  'twixt  me  and  heaven  ;•»— 
Hiere  are  feelings  none  eke  can  know> 
That  trouble  my  secret  breast, 
As  the  waters  at  midnight  flow. 
And  know  not  a  moment's  rest. 
Lo  I  dreams  of  the  wildest  romance^ 
Glide  over  my  pensive  soul ; 

'  So  meteor  fires  deceiving  glance^ 

Oh  trust  not  their  airy  conJtTolf 

By  the  forest-girt  mountains  afar, 

And  the  isles  in  blue  distance  seen  % 

By  the  light  of  each  angel  star 

Smiling  down  &om  its  throne  serene ; —  \ 

By  the  beauty  which  bseathes  around  m»^ 

A  power  that  I  cannot  quell, 

With  a  syren  eharm  hath  bound  me. 

Yet  I  curse  not  her  magic  spell ; 

On  this  rocky  and  wave-beaten  cpast. 

May  her  form  not  be  hovering  nigh  ? 
*   To  thy  sight  'tis  for  ever  lost, 
So  forget  her, — although  with  a  sigh  /' 

Then  away  let  me  turn  in  despair,  ^ 
Hope  s  light  from  its  beacon  is  gone ; 
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My  boMHn  to  dsrkneaB  laid  bsrty 
ShaH  8«fibr-«-4rat  not  be  vndoiM ! 
As  stillness  steak  orer  the  ocean, 
When  the  fiend  ol  the  stonn  is  kid ;— ^ 
As  the  winds  from  their  atfige  comnotioii 
Die  away  in  the  moonlight  glade  ;-^ 
As  the  calmness  that  baUows  this  night 
Descends  like  a  dream  upon  me  ^«- 
*  So  will  vigums  <jf  other  lighii 
Set  thy  sqfdjram  4t9  iroMesJree  f* 

Alastor, 


THE  VOICE  OF  MIDNIGttt. 

I. 
When  night  sits  on  the  cwurtfa,  and  tower  md  town 
Are  sleeping  in  the  sea  of  silvery  light, 
That  poureth  from  the  moon  yrho  gazeth  down, 
Bathing  eailb's  emerald  wheels  in  glory  bright ; 

II. 
When  e'en  the  night  wind  and  the  restless  sea 
Wander  in  silence,  by  the  hour  spell-boimd  ; 
When  e*en  the  rustling  of  the  shadowy  tree 
Is  hushed — the  welkin  bringetb  forth  a  sound  ^-^ 
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III. 

It  is  not  in  the  sea,  nor  in  the  air ; 
It  is  not  on  the  valley,  nor  the  bill ; 
There  comes  no  warning  from  the  sepulchre, 
Ad(1  yet — ^the  wii^  of  silence  is  not  still ! 

IT. 

Is  it  the  music  of  some  distant  ^here 
Upon  the  lonely  moonshine  clearly  borne  ? 
For  faintly  comes  the  wild  sound  on  my  ear^ 
As  whes  t(^ther  suog  the  stars  of  mom. 


I  look  around-— ^tiifi  i^  each  gloomy 

The  waves  at  rest — the  wind  s  dread  flag  is  furled  ; 

As  if, — so  still  the  aery  minstrelsy, 

It  were  the  day-sounds  of  moAer  world. 

VI. 

So  once  the  holy  bird  sang  all  night-long. 
Till  broke  the  day-star*s  beam  on  Bethlehem ; 
His  red  uprisiug  stayed  the  fearful  song, 
Blazing  on  devry  morning's  diadem. 

VII. 

Is  it  the  rushing  sound  of  years  to  come, 
Thrown  from  the  bosom  of  the  endless  Bea> 
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Billows  of  time,  that  on  the  outskirts  roam 
Of  the  dread  ocean  of  eternity  ? 

VIII. 

Is  it  the  fiemy  hand's  unearthly  sound  ? 

Or  spirits  whispering  in  the  middle  air  ? 

Or  swinging  chains  by  which  the  stars  are  bound, 

To  guide  their  golden  chariots  every  where  ? 

.    IX. 

Perchance  'tis  Fancy*8  voice — ^the  sound  of  dreanis, 
Or  the  fiend  slumbering  in  the  aconite ; 
We  may  not  know — yet  to  the  bard  it  seems 
The  voice  of  conscience  in  the  ear  cfnighJU 


IF.  P. 


THE  PRISONER. 

I  paused — then,  turning  back  the  heavy  bolt, 

The  door  unbarred,  which  grated  hoarse  and  low 

Upon  its  rusty  hinge.     A  glimmering  lamp, 

In  one  dim  corner,  pale  and  feebly  burned. 

As  if  to  make  a  mockery  of  light ; 

And  the  white  moon,  with  its  thin  silvery  beams, 
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Flooded  the  blackened  floor.    'Twas  deathly  stfll  i^-^ 
The  light  grey  spider's  thread  dnng  to  the  roof. 
And  the  dank  dew  was  clotted  on  the  wall. 

On  a  rush  mattress,  in  a  tattered  robe, 
Slept  she  upon  whose  furrowed  cheek 
A  briglit  cold  tear  had,  fading,  left  a  stain ; 
Her  long  dishevelled  hair  hung  loosely  round. 
Shrouding  the  snowy  whiteness  of  her  neck. 
And  a  fiunt  smile,  convulsed  between  her  lips. 
Greeted  the  shade  of  her  departing  hope. 

All  night  I  sat  in  silence  by  her  side, 
And,  listening,  heard  at  times  the  playful  mice 
Leap  lightly  in  their  foolish  midnight  sport. 
How  many  a  captive  in  this  dreadful  cell 
Has  knelt  in  agony  to  look  on  heaven, 

Lifting  his  chained  hands  in  vain 
To  breathe  a  prayer  of  penitent  remorse  ! 
How  many  an  injured  spirit  here 

Like  her  s 1  must  not  think  of  this. 

Lest  I  upbraid. 1  see  the  moon 

In  midnight  grandeur  roll 

Upon  her  cloudless  course ; 

And  through  those  narrow  bars 
Her  beams  M  lightly  oa  that  ile^ing  brcMt. 


I6S  TH»  POBTICAL  MUANCB. 

E^en  mm  I  nmi^ked  Ae  chai^ 

That  ever  «iid  anon,  was  wroagbt 

By  her  wild  passing  draams. 
'  At  length  she  moved, — she  woke,  she  rose, — 

Then  fixed  on  me  her  shvdderiag  eft% 
And  stood  a  statue-^trembling  wil^  despair. 
Unmeaning  words  lodked  quiyoring  on  her  lips, 

And  with  a  firantic  sGream— she  fell ! 
Kneeling,  I  took  her  long  thin  dewy  hand 
In  mine  :  she  denched  it  with  a  moist  cold  grasp,  ■ 
Yet  had  no  lingering  wish  to  shrink  from  daadi. 
On  her  pale  face  a  fading  hue  of  life 
Reposed  its  softness,  as  the  evening  sun 
Slants  tremUyng  rays  upon  the  misty  earth. 
£3q)res8ion'8  languor,  delicately  soft, 
Played  round  the  curve  of  her  unbreatfaing  lips ; 
And  in  the  last  glance  of  her  tearless  eyes, 
I  marked  the.  twilight  of  her  setting  soul. 

Alawtor, 


THE  SHADE  OF  SAMUEL. 

Of  power  and  honour  no  longer  a  token. 

The  crown  of  iiis  -^ory  $31  shivered  and  broken. 
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He  moomfully  kaned  on  tlie  spear  of  his  wrath, 
That  was  dyed  in  the  blood  of  the  warriors  of  Gatk 

And  his  cry  wildly  came  in  the  silence  of  night, 
^  Ho  !  wise  one  of  Endor,  whose  terrible  might 
Can  sever  asunder  the  sepnlcbre's  womb, 
Let  the  shade  of  the  pn^bet  ascend  from  the  tomb  V 

Her  form  darker  grew,  like  the  moon  in  eclipse, 
And  mntteringa  nnearthly  arose  from  her  lips, 
As  the  wandering  ef)irits  of  those  that  were  gone 
Flitted  dimly  and  slowly  aronnd  the  daric  stone. 

He  hath  come— he  hath  come — at  her  terrible  word, 
From  the  seat  of  his  glory  the  sjurit  hath  heard. — 
'Tis  he  I  by  the  garment  that  wildly  doth  wave. 
And  loosely  enfolds  him — the  sfaroad  of  the  grave ! 

He  hath  come-— he  bath  come — like  a  dream  of  the  night, 

So  fearfully  sudden  he  glides  on  the  sight : 

'Tis  he  !  by  that  visage  so  awfully  pale, 

Like  the  cloud  of  the  night  that  o'ersbadows  the  vale. 

*  Say  wherefore,  O  King !  dost  thou  trouble  my  rest> 
The  sleep  oi  the  holy  in  Abraham's  breast  ? 
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Anointed  of  God — ^Lo  !  tby  gloiy  is  gone, 

With  Tictoiy's  star  that  once  o*er  thee  hath  elioiie.  ■ 

<  No  more  shall  the  voices  be  heard  o'er  tlie  pfann, 
Saul !  Saol !  our  defender,  his  thonsands  batb  akiii ;  • 
Ere  the  sun  of  the  morrow  shall  sink  in  the  sea, 
Both  thou  and  thy  children  shall  slomber  with  me. 

*  And  the  fate  of  the  host  shall  be  fearful  as  thme. 
They  shall  fall  by  the  sword  of  die  fierce  HnDatiiia  : 
Yea — ^thy  loreliest  and  bravest  to  earth  shall  be  oaat, 
Like  the  roses  of  Sharon  that  fade  in  the  blast.' 

And  Samuel  hath  gone,  and  the  King  is  alone. 
And  he  groaned  as  he  sunk  on  the  desolate  earth ; 
And  sorrow  and  sin  were  burning  within, 
For  he  thought  on  the  valley  and  shadow  of  death. 

W.D. 


DARKNESS. 

I  had  a  dream,  which  was  not  all  a  dream. 
The  bright  sun  was  extinguished,  and  the  atars 
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Did  wander  darkbig  in  tba  eternal  sgrno^y 

Raylessy  and  pathless  v  fnad  the  icy  earth 

Swung  blind  and  blackening  in  the  moonleM  air ; 

Mom  came,  and  went-^-and  eameand  brought  no  day. 

And  BMii  loigot  their  pasBUiHi  in  the  dr^ 

Of  this  their  desolatioaBi:  and  all  hearts  . 

Were  chilled  into  a  selfish;  prayer  for  light :     . 

And  they  did  live  by  watchfires — and  the  thrones^ 

The  palaces  of  ci«wned  kings— the  huts. 

The  habftations  of  all  things  which  dweU> 

Were  bomt  for  beacons ;  cities  were  conanmed, 

And  men  were  gathered  round  their  Undng  homes 

To  look  once  more  into  each  other's  face ; 

Happy  wwe  those  who  dwdt  within,  the  eye 

Of  the  Teleanos,  and  their  moontainrtorchi;. 

A  fearful  hope  was  all  the  world  contained; 

Forests  were  set  on  fire— <bat  hoar  by  hour 

They  fell  and  fiEided — and  the  crackling  trunks 

Extinguished  with  a  erash— and  idl  was  black. 

The  brows  of  men  by  the  despairing  li§^ 

Wore  an  unearthly  mpeet,  as  by  fits 

The  flashes  fell  upon  iAiem;-  some  ky  dofwn 

And  hid  their  eyes  and  wept;  and  some  did  rest 

Their  chins  upon,  theiv  clenched  hands^  and  smiltd ; 

And  others  harried  l»  and  fipo^  nd  fed 

VOL,  III.  H  '^'    , 
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Their  funeral  piles  withfoel,  and  looked  up 

With  mad  diaqoietode  on  the  daU  tkjf    . 

The  pall  of  a  past  world ;  and  then  again 

With  corses  cast  them  down  npon  the  dosty 

And  gnashed theirteethandhowled ;  die  wildbirdaahnekeiy 

And,  terrified,  did  flatter  on  the  gro«id» 

And  flap  their  useless  wings ;  the  wildest  brutes 

Came  tame  and  tramnloas ;  and  ripers  crawled 

And  twined  themselTes  amcmg  the  mohitode, 

Hissing,  bnt  stingless-— they  were  slain  for  food  ^ 

And  war,  which  for  a  moment  was  no  more, 

Did  glut  himself  again ;  a  meal  was  bought 

With  blood,  and  each  sate  snllenly  apart 

Gorging  himself  in  gloom :  no  love  was  left ; 

All  earth  was  but  one  thought — and  that  was  death,. 

Immediate  and  inglorious ;  and  the  pang 

Of  famine  fed  upon  all  entrails — men 

Died,  and  their  bones  were  tombless  as  theur  flesh.-;. 

The  meagre  by  the  meagre  were  devoured; 

Even  dogs  assailed  their  masters,  all  save  one, 

And  he  was  fJEUthful  to  a  corse,  and  kept 

The  birds  and  beasts  and  famished  men  at  bay, 

Till  hunger  dung  them,  or  the  drooping  dead 

Lured  their  lank  jaws  I  himsetf  sought  out  no  foMl^ 

But  with  a  piteous  and  perpetual  moan 

And  a  quick  desolate  cry,  licking  the  hand 
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Which  answered  not  with  a  eareM— he  died. 
Hie  crowd  was  famished  by  degrees  ;  hat  two 
Of  an  enormous  city  did  rarvire, 
And  diey  were  enemies ;  they  met  beside 
The  dying  embers  of  an  altar^place, 
Where  had  been  heaped  a  mass  of  holy  things 
For  an  imholy  usage ;  they  raked  up, 
And  shivering  scraped  with  thdr  cold  skeleton  hands 
The  feeble  ashes,  and  their  feeble  breath 
Blew  for  a  litde  life,  and  make  a  flame 
Which  was  a  modcery ;  then  they  lifted  «p 
Their  eyes  as  it  grew  lighter,  and  beheld 
ISach  odier*8  aspects-— saw,  and  shrieked,  and  died — 
Eren  of  their  mutual  hideousness  they  died, 
-Unknowing  who  he  was  upmi  whose  brow 
Famine  had  written  fiendi    The  worid  was  ymdy 
The  pq>uloas  and  the  powerM  was  a  lump, 
Seasonless,  herbless,  treeless,  manless,  lifeless— 
A  lump  of  death«--Hi  diaos  of  hard  day. 
Hie  rivers,  lakes^  and  ocean  all  stood  stilly 
And  nothing  stirred  within  ^ir  silent  depths : 
Ships  sailorless  lay  rotting  on  the  sea, 
And  their  masts  fell  down  piecemeal ;  as  ihey  dropped 
They  dept  on  the  abyss  without  a  snige^— 
The  waves  wme  dead  ;  the  tides  were  in  their  grave, 
The  moon  their  mistrew  faad.eiqMred  h^ore; 

H  2 
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The  winds  were  withecad  ia  lli9  (lliigvM  ai^^ 
And  the  dondft  paiahad ;  drtafm  hud  •»  aeadi 
Of  aid  firom  them — She  itcam  tha  nattvca^ 


.  t 


WAR. 


Prostrate  in  the  dnn 
Those  waDs  woa  kod^  and  towns  and  taaiqika  siaoci 
Tottering  in  frightMroins^  aa  ^tue  £aam 
Had  1^  them,  black  and  hmn-y  and  ifatfovghtiiai 
AU  with  the  recent  wasck  of  war  haBtv0W% 
Hehnet  and  tnrbany  8C3naritar  and  swmrdy 
Christian  and  Moer  in  death  promismaos  ]Mf, . 
Each  w\i&^  they  fdl;   aad  blood  flakesy  ptoeefaadF  wAi 

crackedy    • 
Like  the  dry  slime  of  some  reeeding  flood.; 
And  half-bnmt  bodies,  which  allured  foom  te 
The  wolf  and  raven^  and  to  impious  food    . 
Tempted  the  houseless  dog. 

A  thrSling  pang, 
A  sweat  like  death,  a  sickness  of  the  soul      : 
Came  orer  Roderick.    Soon  they  past  amvy^.. 
And  admiration  ia  their  stead 
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Stern  joy,  and  inaxtaguisfadile  bope, 

With  wralji,  attd  bite,  taul  raered  Tengeanee  noir 

Incfissolubly  Kaked*    O  valiant  nee, 

O  people  exceUeatly  brare,  he  cried, 

Tme  Gothe  ye  feU,  and  faillifid  to  the  last ; 

Though  overpowered,  tri«Dq»hant,  and  in  death 

Unocrnqnered  I     Holy  be  your  manories  I 

Bleased  and  gloriDva  now  and  arermore 

Be  your  iMnrte  aames  I — ^Led  by  ^e  sound. 


As  thna  he  crie^d  ^nd,  a  w^nataii 
Toward  him  itom  the  xuinaw    Far  (die  \m% 
Of  Christ,  she  siad»  ]e«d  we  a  littfe  wUle. 
Thy  charitable  lidp  I— Hei^  words,  her  Toioe, : 
Her  look,  more  horror  !feo  hat  keart  oaiurayad 
Than  all  the  havop  round  c  for  though  ahe  i^fMlce 
With  the  cahn  vMeraiirQa  of  4afpair,  in  tonea 
Deep-breathed  aaid  low,  fcjt  aaicer  sweeter  voice 
Poored  forth  its  hymns  in  eostacy  to  heaven. 
Her  hands  were  bloo^,  and  her  ganseoits  staiaed 
With  blood,  her  fine  with  blood  mi  dnst  defiled. 
Beauty  and  youth,  and  grace  and  ma§eafty. 
Had  every  charm  of  form  and  featna  ifiven ; 
But  now  upon  her  rigid  counteaMmee 
Severest  anguish  setaffixodnesa  • 
Ghastlier  than  deatb 

She  led  him  through  the  streets 

h3 
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A  little  way  along,  wliere  four  low  walla, 
Heapt  nidi^  from  the  mina  roand,  ineloaed      , 
A  narrow  space ;  and  there  vpoa  the  giouiMl 
Four  bodies,  decently  ewnpoaedy  were  IM, 
Though  horrid  all  with  woimds  and  clotted  gore  : 
A  Tenerabla  andent ;  by  his  side 
A  comely  matron^  for  whose  middle  ag» 
(If  ruthless  slanghteF  had  not  inteiTe(ned) 
Nature  it  seemed,  and  gende  time,  miglit  well  ^ 
Hare  many  a  calm  dectimng  year  in  sUnre ; 
The  third  an  armed  warrior,  on  his  breast 
An  infant,  over  whom  his  arms  were  crost. 
There— with  firm  eye  and  steady  countenance, 
Uniaultering,  she  addressed  him — there  they  lie. 
Child,  husband,  parents — Adosinda's  all  I 
I  could  not  break  the  earth  with  these  poor  hands^ 
Nor  other  tombs  provide — but  let  that  pass — 
Auria  itself  is  now  but  one  wide  torab 
For  all  its  inhabitants— what  better  grave  ? 
What  worthier  monument  ? — Oh  cover  not 
Their  blood,  thou  earth  I  nor  ye,  ye  blessed  soul» 
Of  heroes  and  of  nrardered  innocents, 
O  never  let  your  everlasting  cries 
Cease  round  the  eternal  throne,  till  the  Most  High,.     * 
For  all  these  unexampled  wrongs,  hath  given- 
Full,  overflowing  vengeance. 

Souther/. 
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THE  MESSENGER  BIRD. 

V 

Some  of  the  native  BraziGans  pay  great  veneratSon  to  a  certaiii  bird 
that  sings  mournfully  in  the  night-time.  They  aay  it  is  a  mes- 
senger which  their  deceased  friends  and  rfiUtJons  have  senti  and 
that  it  brings  them  news  from  the  other  world. 

See  Picarfa  Ceremonies  and  Religious  Customs, 

Thou  art  come  from  the  spirit^s  land,  thou  bird  I 

Thou  art  come  from  the  spirit's  land ! 
Through  the  dark  pine-grove  let  thy  voice  be  heard^ 

And  tell  of  the  shadowy  band  I 

We  know  that  the  bowers  are  green  and  &ir 

In  the  light  of  the  summar  shore ; 
And  we  know  that  the  friends  we  have  lost  are  there, 

They  are  there — and  they  weep  no  more  I 

And  we  know  they  have  ^enched  their  fever's  thint 

From  the  fountain  of  youth  ere  now ; 
For  there  must  the  stream  in  its  freshness  burst 

Which  none  may  find  below  I 
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And  we  know  that  they  will  not  he  lured  to  earth 

From  the  land  of  deathless  flowers^ 
,  By  the  feast,  or  the  dance,  or  the  song  of  mirth, 
Though  their  hearts  were  onoe  with  aan ; 

TbttRi^  they  mt  mih  us  hy  the  aight-^re's  Uaae, 

And  beat  walii  us  tke  hew ; 
And  heard  lA»  trfes  ^  ear  iathei^«  "days. 

Which  are  told  to  otihers  now ! 

But  tell  ns,  thou  bird  of  the  solemn  strain. 

Can  those  who  have  loved  forget  ? 
We  call — and  they  answer  not  again — 

— Do  they  love — do  they  love  us  yet  ? 

Doth  the  warrior  think  of  his  brother  thercy 

And  the  father  of  his  ehiki  ? 
And  the  chief  of  those  lirajt  were  wont  to  shace 

His  wanderinge  dirongli  the  wHd  ? 

We  call  them  far  through  the  silent  night, 

And  they  speak  nol;  from  cave  or  hifl, 
We  know,  thou  bird  I  that  their  land  is  hnght. 

But  say,  do  they  love  there  still  ? 

Mrs  Hemans. 
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THE  C^LOUD. 

I  bring  fresh  showers  for  tli#  thirstiiigflcfw^re^ 

FroBi  4m  teas  «nd  ^die  slapeams ; 
I  bear  light  shade  for  the  leuFst' when  laid 

In 'their  Boen-day  dreams. 
From  my  wings  are  shaken  the  -dews  %hat  waken 

The  sweejt  birds  every  one, 
When  rocked  to  seift  on  liieir  oiothw's  breast, 

As  she  dances  about  tbeaun. 
I  wield  the  flail  of  lashing  haSi^  - 

And  wUft^i  the  green  plains  Mider, 
And  then  again  I  dissolve  it  in  run, 

And  langh  as  I  pass  in  ttraoder. 
I  sift  the  snow  on  the  moimtiiBB  Mow, 

And  their  great  pines  groan  aghast ; 
And  all  the  nigbt  'tis  my  pillow  white? 

While  I  sleep  in  the  arms  of  liie  blast. 
Sublime  on  the  towers  of  loy  sldey  4»owers, 

Lightning  my  f>ilot  siCb  ; 
In  a  cavern  under,  is  fettered  the  thunder, 

It  struggles  and  howls  at  fits ; 
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>> 


Oyer  earth  and  ocean,  with  gentle  motion^ 

This  pilot  is  guiding  me, 
Lured  by  the  loye  of  the  genii  that  more 

In  the  depths  of  the  purple  sea: 
Oyer  the  rills,  and  the  crags,  and  the  hills, 

Over  the  lakes  attd  ihe  plains, 
Whereyer  he  dream,  under  mountain  or  stveany 

The  spirit  he  loves  remains ; 
And  I  all  the  while  bask  in  heayena  blue  smile^ 

Whilst  he  is  dissolving  in  rainl. 

! 
The  sanguine  sunrise,  with  Imct  meteor  eyes,,   i 

And  his  burning. pkLmes  outepvead, 
Leaps  on  the  back  of  my  sailing  ladc, 

When  the  morning  star  shines  dead* 
As  on  the  jag  of  a  mountain  crag,         ^ 

Which  an  earthquake  rocks  and  swings,    - 
An  eagle  alit  one  moment  may  sit 

In  the  light  of  its  golden  wings* 
And  when  sunset  may  breathe,  from  the  lit  sea  beneath^ 

Its  ardours  of  rest  and  of  loye. 
And  the  crimson  pall  of  eye  may  fall 

From  the  depth  of  heaven  above. 
With  wings  folded  I  rest,  on  mine  airy  nest, 

As  still  as  a  brooding  dove. 


•  •; 
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That  orbed  maiden  with  white  fire  laden, 

Whom  mortis  call  the  moon, 
Glides  glimmering  o'er  my  fleece-like  floor, 

By  the  midnight  breezes  strewn ; 
And  wherever  the  beat  of  her  unseen  feet, 

Which  only  the  angels  hear, 
May  have  broken  the  woof  of  my  tent's  thin  roof. 

The  stars  peep  behind  her  and  peer ; 
And  I  laugh  to  see  them  whiri  and  flee. 

Like  a  swarm  of  golden  bees. 
When  I  widen  the  rent  in  my  wind-built  tent, 

Till  the  calm  rivers,  lakes,  and  seas, 
Like  strips  of  the  sky  faUen  through  me  on  high. 

Are  each  paved  with  the  moon  and  these. 

I  bind  the  sun's  throne  with  a  burning  zone, 

And  the  moon's  with  a  girdle  of  pearl ; 
The  volcanos  are  dim,  and  the  stars  reel  and  swim. 

When  the  whirlwinds  my  banner  unfurl. 
From  cape  to  ci^e,  with  a  Inidge-like  shape. 

Over  a  torrent  sea, 
Sunbeam  proof,  I  hang  like  a  roof, 

The  mountains  its  columns  be. 
The  triumphal  arch  through  which  I  marcli 

With  hurricane,  fire,  and  snow. 


176  THE  FQBTICAJ.  MWULWiM* 

When  the  poweiB4i£  Ae  air  are  ohtuMd  W  j»y  dnyfy 

Is  the  million-ooloiKed  bow ;, 
The  sphere-finp  aho^  ata  aoft  ooloiiiB  wove, 

Whtte  the  BMiHt  eartii  ^res  hRgbni;  Mopr* 


I  am  the  dan^t^  of  earth  aad  iwatq^ 

And  the  nuahng  4f  afae  dfif ; 
I  pass  through  the  pons  «ftfie4)eeaiia«dahm»i^ 

I  dumgey  iMit  I  «aiuMt  die. 
For  after  the  rain  when  vith  oeFer'afStain 

The  {MMtilion  of  heaven  is  hai»» 
And  the  winds  and  ^gfheania  with  iheir  coateK  gieams 

Bnikl  up  ite  bhie  dame  of  air, 
I  silently  kmgh  ait  nf  •own  .eeiiotapli, 

And  out  of  the  caverns  of  rain, 
Like  a  child  from  the  womb,  like  aj^^ieat  from  the  toifc, 

I  arise  and  unbuild  it  Again. 

JSMiey. 


LINES, 

SUPPOSED  TO  BE  8P0KEH  B¥  A  B¥IM«  80W. 

Weep  not  for  me,  mother  I  because  I  must  die, 
And  sink  in  death's  coldness  to  rest ; 
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Weep  not  for  me,  soother  I  because  defth  is  nigh, 
I  go  to  the  home  of  the  blest ! 

It  is  but  ii-mOHie&t-— ft  pang'— oftd  ne  iiior»-*- 

A  8truggIf»r«.4Hid  that  to  be  free  ; 
Tis  the  spirit's  last  look  on  a  journey  tiiat's  ,9*^; 

Oh  death  Jbas  no  terror  fbr  me. 

Weep  not  for  (oe,  mother  I  the  <Christiaa  shofdd  0iAg 

His  fraiki^ »id  fears  to  the  wmA; 
But  only  in  death  when  his  -ifirit  takes  ^wipg. 

Can  he  leave  ibetn  ^  <vmt  -h^ind. 

Farewell  to  4i<sa  now--4be  saist  tbidtens  |ist$ 

The  cold  hand  is  laid  on  Aay  bteasts 
The  moments  isve  AwnberfdU-^Wiother-p^  the  last, 

I  go  to  the  hoitte  of  the  b&est  I  v 

JmqU' 


EXTRACT  FROM  THE  MINSTREL. 

Yet  euck  the  destiny  of  all  on  earth ; 
So  floorieiies  and  fades  majestic  man ; 
Fair  is  the  bud  his  vernal  mom  brings  forth. 
And  fosteringx  gales  a  while  the  nursling  fiuu 
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O  smiley  ye  hearA,  serene ;  ye  mildews  wan. 
Ye  blighting  whirlwinds,  spare  his  balmy  prime, 
Nor  lessen  of  his  life  the  little  span. 
Borne  on  the  swift^  'thoi^  silent  wiogs  of  time. 
Old  age  comes  on  apace  to  ravage  all  the  dime. 
And  be  it  so.    Let  those  deplore  their  doom* 
Whose  hope  still  groyels  in  this  dark  scjoam ; ' 
But  lofty  souls  who  look  beyond  the  tomb, 
Can  smile  at  fote,  and  wonder  how  diey  momm. 
Shall  spring  to  these  sad  scenes  no  more  return? 
Is  yonder  wate  the  eon's  eternal  ll^  ? 
Soon  shall  the  orient  widi  new  histre  bom, 
And  spring  shall  soon  her  yital  influence  shed. 
Again  attune  the  grove,  i^ain  adorn  the  mead. 
Shall  I  be  left  abandoned  in  the  dust, 
When  fate  relenting  lets  the  flowers  reyire  ? 
Shall  nature's  .voice,  to  man  alone  unjust. 
Bid  him,  though  doomed  to  perish,  hope  to  live? 
Is  it  for  this  fair  virtue  oft  must  strive 
With  disappointment,  penury,  and  pain  ? 
No :  Heaven's  immortal  spring  shall  yet  arrive. 
And  man's  majestic  beauty  bloom  again. 
Bright  through  the  eternal  year  of  love's  triumphant  reign. 

JBeatHe. 
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THE  VANITY  OF  LIFE  IMPROVED. 

IVe  seen  the  lovely  garden  flowers 

In  all  their  beauty  glow ; 
IVe  seen  the  stormy  hailstone  showers 

Lay  all  their  glory  low. 

IVe  seen  the  yonth  in  beauty's  pride, 

And  highest  health  to*day, 
Before  to-morrow's  evening  tide 

A  breathless  lump  of  day. 

Then  what  e  omr  life  ?  a  vapour  rare ; 

Away  it  swiftly  flies ;        ■ 
The  joys  of  life,  how  insecure, 

How  tMing  such  -a  priae  I    - 

®     The  hastening  day  wfltsoon  arrive, 
When  awfnl  death  shall  come, 
And  close  the  scene  of  this  vain  life 
In  darkness  and  the  tomb. 
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01  may  the  Living  Word,  the  Light, 

Shine  forth  before  our  eyes ; 
In  that  dread  hoar 'dispel  the  night 

WIA  j9Tv>ita»ti«g  i»y6. 

And  in  the  dark  and  4kvmi  f0Bdf 
Which  we  are  doomed  "19  treftd* 

Oar  cemfort  he  the  word  of  Godt 
Our  rock,  our  sjtr^ugAf  Qur  fdiade- 

His  wor4»  who  died  upon  idle  ti!0«, 

Can  fortify  the  hcvirt^ 
And,  even  in  death*  ^wr  minda  eiB  Are^ 

And  bid  all  faar  depart 

The  work  He  finished  en  the  cnosa. 

Salvation  must  insure; 
And  his  unspotted  rigJiteoiiGi»eas 

For  ever  will  ea^ure. 


Watts. 
0 


THS  POmriiSAL  M £{*AVP8.  IgA 


THE  SHORTNESS  AND  MISERY  OF 
HUMAN  Lftfi. 

Our  days,  alas  I  our  mortal  days> 

Are  short)  and  wt^lcbed  too ; 
Evil  and  few,  the  FEiMarch  says, 

And  well  the  Patriarch  knew. 

'Tis  but  at  best  a  narrow  bound 

That  heaven  allows  to  men ; 
And  pains  ajdd  sins  nm  throogfa  dm  rouid 

Of  threesccwe  years  and  ten. 

WeU,  if  ye  must  be  sad  and  few, 

Run  on  ray  diiys  in  haste : 
Moments  of  sin,  and  monllM  of  woe, 

Ye  cannot  fly  too  iast. 

Let  heayenly  love  prepare  my  sou], 

And  caU  her  to  the  skies, 
Where  years  of  long  selration  roll, 

And  glory  nem'  dies. 

Anon, 


-a 
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WARNINGS, 

FOEBBODIMG  THE  FATE  OF  BOSABBLLE. 


O  listen,  listea,  ladies  gay  I 

No  haughty  feat  of  arms  I  tell ; 
Soft  is  the  note,  and  sad  the  lay, 

That  mourns  the  loTely  Rosabelle. 

— •'  Moor,  moor  the  barge)  ye  gallant,  crew ! 

And  gentle  ladye,  deign  to  stay  I 
Rest  thee  in  Castle  Ravensheuch, 

Nor  tempt  the  stormy  firth  to-day. 

'  The  hlackening  wave  is  edged  with  white; 

To  inch  and  rock  the  sea-mews  fly ; 
The  fishers  have  heard  the  water-sprite, 

Whose  screams  forebode  that  wreck  is  nigh. 

^  Last  night  the  gifted  seer  did  view 
A  wet  shroud  swathed  round  ladye  gay ; 

'Then  stay  thee,  Fair,  in  Ravensheuch  ; 
Why  cross  the  gloomy  firth  to-day  ?' — 


^  '  I- 
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*  Tis  not  because  Lord  Lindesay^s  heir, 

To-night  at  RosliA  leads  the  ba1)> 
But  that  my  ladye-mother  there 

Sits  lonely  in  her  castle-hall. 


'  Tis  not  because  the  ring  they  ride. 
And  Lindesay  at  the  ring  rides  weH> 

But  that  my  sire  the  wine  will  chide, 
If  'tis  not  filled  by  Rosabelle.' 


P 


0*er  Roslin  all  that  dreary  night 

A  wonderous  blaze  was  seen  to  gleam ; 

'Twas  broader  than  the  watch-fire  %ht, 
And  brighter  than  the  bright  moon-beftm. 

It  glared  on  Rosliii's  castled  rock, 
It  ruddied  all  the  copse-wood  glen  ^ 

'Twas  seen  from  Dryden's  groves  of  oak, 
And  seen  from  cavemed  Hawthomden* 

Seemed  all  on  fire  that  chapel  prond, 
Where  Roslin's  chiefs  uncoffined  lie ; 

Each  baron  for  a  sable  shrond, 
Sheathed  in  his  iron  panoply. 


i 


•.p 


IM 


Seemed  at  on  fiitt» 

Deep  Mcriilf  aad  alttvi  pde ; 
Sboae  erery  pDhr  faliiftn  Wii»di 

And  gfimmered  tB  Ike  dead  nene 


Blazed  batUeaMnt  and  pinael  Uflk 
BiMed  ewmj  roa^^arred  l^iltyaai 

So  ami  they  Uase^  when  frte  ia  nigh. 
The  lordly  tine  of  high  St  Clanv 


There  are  twenty  of  Riialin'a  hainoila  Md 

Lie  within  that  prond  ehapaUe ; 
Each  one 'the  holy  vauHdedifbald-^ 

But  the  aea holda  Jiaralf  JUmktihl 

m 

And  each  St  Clmr  waa  haded  Aaf^y 
With  candle,  wiUi  book,  mi  ifWl  imU» 

But  the  aea-cai^et  ning,  und  ihe  mSA  wiada  aniig» 
The  dirge  of  lorely  EqaabeUa* 

Sir  WaUer  Scott. 
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SONNET. 

Oh  !  say  not  that  Ae  [Hctiniiigv  of  joutli 
Are  but  the  Fainbow  tmts  on  April's  sky  I 
Must  all  the  dreams  that;  danced  beCote  in  eye- 
Fade  in  the  light  of  stem  unpiiyiag  tsutli  ? 
Must  noble  tfaira||iit8  and  aBpiratiMi»  higky. 
The  kindling  ardour  «i  the  braifte  and  fne ; 
Must  finicy*B  finfa^  and  young  krie  a  pnxitfy' 
AH,  like  scorched  iamen  of  sannnary  droop  and  die  ? 
O  !  surely  some  lone  relic  will  be  left 
To  tell  of  brighter  daya  and  hopes  gone  by ; 
Surely  the  heart  will  no?er  beat  bereft 
Of  every  throb  of  eariy  eesta^; 
Surely — O  !  surely,  rouwi  the  zoiiitd  shnBe, 
Some  unscathed  bw^  iheir  fresh  graea  spraya  wiH 
twine  I 

H.O.B. 
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WELLEU&N'S  MARY. 

I  marked  the  calm  on  her  yosag  £rar  fiiea» 

As  griefs  mde  stem  paased  o'er  it^         . 
But  the  ebbing  smile  had  left  no  trace 

Of  straggles  that  nufaed  before  it- 
Each  grief  has  its  day  ^*4ove  weep  diem  awmy. 

As  the  shower  <m  April's  Uonom 
Balms  the  drooping  flower,  till  the  son's  bright  ray 

Drinks  the  tear  from  its  iriigin  boaovu    - 

The  flush  o'er  her  fair  face  went  and  came, 

As  I  showed  her  a  tme-love  token; 
I  whispered  hope,  and  the  young  god  came, 

But  her  virgin  heart  was  broken ! 
In  Wellbum  garden,  the  white  lilies  bloom. 

Eke  the  rose  round  the  jessamine's  twining ; 
But  they  withered  o'er  Wellbum  Mary's  tomb. 

Ere  the  red  winter  sun  there  was  shining.   * 

Thomas  Lyle. 
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THE  WIDOWED  MOTHER. 

Beside  her  babe,  who  sweetly  slept, 
A  widowed  mother  sat  and  wept 

O  er  years  of  loTe  gone  by ; 
And  as  the  sobs  thick^gathering  came^ 
She  muimured  her  dead  hasband*s  name 

'Mid  that  sad  lullaby. 

Well  might  that  lulhiby  be  sad, 
For  not  one  single  Mend  she  had 

On  this  cold-hearted  earth ; 
The  sea  will  not  give  back  its  prey-« 
And  they  were  wrapt  in  foreign  clay 

Who  gave  the  orphan  birdi* 

Stedfastly  as  a  star  doth  look 
Upon  a  little  nmrmuring  htook. 

She  gazed  upon  the  bosom 
And  fair  brow  of  her  sleeping  son — 
^  O  merciful  heaven  I  when  I  am  gene 

Thine  is  this  earthly  blossom  I' 


i 


188  TRS  ^OtTTCAL  MBLAlTttK. 

While  thus  she  sat — a  sunbeam  broke 
Into  the  room ; — the  babe  awoke. 

And  from  his  cradle  smiled ! 
Ah  me  I  Mntkkidlbgsiiiilifiiirtthall 
I  know  not  whether  was  more  &ir, 

The  mother  or  ber  dnld ! 

With  joy  fresh-sproiif  friMi  ditvt  abnaa^ 
The  smfler  tCretdied  hit  rosy  waaM, 

And  to  her  bosom  leapt — 
All  tears  at  once  were  swept  away, 
-  And  said  a  fece  as  br^ht  as  day^ — 

'  For^reme!  tetlwept!' 

Sufferings  there  are  &mii  wmOue  flfnmgy 
Ear  bath  not  heard,  nor  poel'a  toogne 

May  yenture  to  dechm; 
But  this  as  holy  writ  is  sore, 
*  The  griefis  she  bids  us  here  endure, 

She  can  herself  repMr !' 

\ 
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THE  MARINER'S  DREAM. 

In  slumben  of  midnight  the  tailor  boy  lay, 
Hb  hammock  swmig  loose  at  the  ^ort  of  the  wind : 

But,  watch-worn  and  weary,  his  cares  flew  away. 
And  visions  of  hi^iness  danced  o'er  his  mind. 

He  dreamt  of  his  home,  of  his  dear  natire  bowers, 
And  pleasures  that  waited  on  life's  merry  mom ; 

While  memory  each  scene  gaily  covered  with  flowers, 

» 

And  restored  every  rose,  bnt  secreted  its  thorn. 

Then  fancy  her  magical  pinions  spread  wide, 
And  bade  the  yoimg  dreamer  in  ecstasy  rise  ;— 

Now  fiur,  far  behind  him  the  green  waters  gHde^ 
And  the  cot  of  his  fore&thers  blesses  his  eyes. 

The  jessamine  clambers  in  flower  o'er  the  thatch, 

And  die  swallow  chirps  sweet  froin  her  nest  in  the  wiall ; 

All  trembling  with  transport,  he  raises  the  latch. 
And  the  voices  of  loved  ones  reply  to  his  call. 

VOL.  III.  I 


A  father  bends  o'er  him  with  looks  of  delight ; 

His  cheek  is  bedewed  with  a  mother  s  warm  tear ; 
And  the  lips  of  the  boy  in  a  lore-kiss  miite    ' 

With  the  ^^  <^  t|i^'  DHod  i^iffi  h)9  bofiopi  holds  dear. 

The  heart  of  t^^ #^^^V; h/^^^  )4gjb  wta  bfwt»^ 
And  a  ii»91WiP  o<rhj!TOiMi«ll^  s;^,  tlH:;p;oj|jt  Ws  r^s^hr- 

Ah !  wl)([|^^  if)  1^  %mi^  yf\i^  mof.  ^^  PA  \m  ^y?  ? 

Ah!  ]if(hf^^tl^iK^n4wijgu?l^i^ 
Tis  thQ^MIp1tti^Yl?A^g]ie%m»  pWBtiiing  fe^ll  PM  tJlf^  *y ! 
Tis  th«^ff|^;i|ig.  dtC  rtw^teJf9^  tbi?  gr.««i  <rf  iftft  Scheie  ^ 

He  springs  frofla:  l^s  hamsROckA,  he  flij^tQ  tli^  4^c4;»^-^ 
Amasemcoli  c^nfro^t^  hi^ii  with  ii^f^gc^  ^^-srr 

Wild  winds  |i|i4  iwi  w^ves  drire  the  y^^I  a  w^-rrr 
The  masts  fly  m  spJintersTrnth^  8]iii:pi9d^  2^  qjj,  fiy^. 

Like  mountains  the  biHoi^c^s  trem^ndp^y ^Tjr^ljj^-r^ 
1^  ^^^  ^he.  lQ«t  wretch  calls  on  ]V3(eri;y  I(Q.  ^ye ; 

Unseen  ha^  of,  ^irits  are  riijigiftg  hii^  MtV^y 

And  thj?  d^^^gel%9,]M^  bnJWJ  W^g  0^^  ^  Wa^e  ! 


Oh  !  sailor  boy,  woe  to  thy  dream  of  delight  I 

In  darkness  dissolves  the  gay  frost-work  of  bliss — 

Where  now  is  the  picture,  tliatftpcy  touched  bright, 
Thy  parents'  fond  pressure,  and  love's  honied  kiss  ? 

Oh,  sailor  boy  I  saikii:  boy  I  nm$ir  agaia 

Shall  home,  loyc^  or  kindcedi;  ih^  wisfana  CfRftii «; . 

Unblessed,  and.unlMnlo«]»d^daTO.d9e9  lAth^^Bpi^i^ 
Full  many  a  fathij^n^  diiy  fnuntf' abali  dcway^  ^ 

No  tomb  shall  e'ei:  ptead  t«^  mwembniagfribf  thoti. 

Or  redeem  form  or  famafron  AatmWAiJBiSiSii^e — 
Bat  the  white  foam  of  waves  shall  thy  winding-sheet  be, 

And  winda  in  tbe  midiOglU  of  winter  %  4r»i^^ 

On  a  bed,,^  8«9rg^u  ff^^^cvs  thy  Unba^dkbe  laid;. 

Around  thy  white bonm  tlmirad  aei»l  ak^gK^H^, 
Of  thy&if^c^lpckfb  thi»ads.  of  amhec  bs  ]p»4iti 

And  every  part  ai4t  tQ  thy  .mawsiw  Mow., 

Days,  montte,  years,  qodia^^ahiA  aivol^^ mmn^l^i 
And  still  the  vast  waters  above  thee  shall  roll , 

Fcail  short-sig^itMt  jW^t^bhthnr  dpom  wiBtjdbep^n- 
Oh,  sailor  bp}f>I<  tffltfi^  k^.  I  pciMlB:tlit>tli3&  iP^Jrl 

JOummd. 
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DUNOON. 

See  the  glow-worm  lits  her  fairy  lamp. 

From  a  beam  of  the  rising  moonr; 
On  the  heattiy  shore  at  evening  fall, 

'*Twixt  Holy-Loch  and  daik  Dnnoon  ^ 
Her  feiry  lamp's  p*]e  silvery  glare, 

From  the  dew-clad,  moorland  flower^ 
Invite  my  wandering  footsteps  there,  • 

At  the  lonely  twilight  hour. 

When  the  distant  beacon's  rerolving  light 

Bids  my  lone  steps  seek  the  shore, 
There  the  ntsh  of  the  flow-tide's  rippling  wave 

Meets  the  dash  of  the  fisher's  oar ; 
And  the  dim-seen  steam-boat's  hoHow  sonndv 

As  she  sea-ward  tracks  her  way ; 
All  else  are  asleep  in  the  still  calm  night, 

And  robed  in  the  misty  gray. 

When  the  glow-worm  Uts  her  dfin  lamp> 
And  the  night  breeze  sweeps  die  hill^ 

It's  sweet,  on  thy  rock-bound  shores,  Dunoon^ 
To  wander  at  fancy's  will. 
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Eliza  !  with  tbee,  in  this  solitude, 

Life's  cares  would  pass  away, 
Like  the  fleecy  clouds  over  gray  Kilmun, 

At  the  wake  of  eariy  day. 

Thomas  Lyle. 


SONNET. 


TO  MAS  UNWIN. 


Mary  I  I  want  a  lyre  with  other  strings, 

Such  aid  from  heaven  as  some  hare  feigned  they  drew, 

An  eloquence  net  giren  to  morti^,  new, 
And  undebased  by  praise  of  meaner  things, 
That  ere  through  age  or  woe  I  shed  my  witi^, 

I  may  record  thy  worth  with  honour  due. 

In  verses  mijisical,  as  thou  art  true,^ —  ' 

Yerse  that  immortalizes  whom  it  sings. 
But  thou  hast  little  need.    There  iis  a  bdok, 

By  seraphs  writ  with  beams  of  heavenly iigfat, 
On  which  the  eyes  of  God  not  rarely  look, 

A  chronicle  of  actions  just  and  bright ; ' 
There  all  thy  deeds,  my  faithful  Mary  !  shine. 
And  since  thou  own'st  that  praise-— I  spai^  thee  mine. 

i3 


ON  THK  DIATH  OW  A  rAVODB 

When,  yean  of  pun  and  peri)  pu 
Man  dnke  into  nwttne  decay, 

And  like  a  waning  lamp  at  last 
Ezhaneted  natore  dies  awmy  }- 

friends  will  lament  tbs  aerered  ti 
The  iMnig  Uaki  of  afiectiim  li 

Yet  resignation  lends  a  sig^ 
To  waft  tliB  parted  aonl  to  bew 

But  when  disease  natiniely  sends 
The  prattler  jrom  the  parent's  1 

And  on  the  bed  <^  death  extends 
The  diild  of  ba{qiieBt  angary : 


llwn  close  the  ckrade  of  gloomy  n 
O'er  bright  imticdpation's  eky. 

And  love  and  blasted  h<^iee  aniie 
To  steep  the  soul  in- agony. 


Such,  innocent  of  heart !  wert  thou, 
Sweet  Catherine,  such  thy  early  doom, 

And  80  thy  weeping  parents  how 
In  sad  bereavement  9'w  thy  tomb. 

Stin  ring  thy  acc«a(B  on  tlie  eflr* 

&t\il  b^aniv  tiry  wn^  upon  the  eye : 
And  ritShMpebtion's  bitter  tear     • 

Flows  from  the  font  of  memory. 

Yet  why  should  floods '«fMh!0Wfh^  ■      - 

That  thMi)  8#^  IMh  bh&y  Wm  gJiVeft 

To  win  the  a£feddMM  h&r^  bC4ow^ 

Andbearthem  witkUktobtocktolitfaVto!    « 

Religion  «^  ui%6  tlbidl  MM 

In  regioiis  of  etei^iiai  ^ky^ 
And  mingle  in  cMmkvAtAk  «i9»tM  ' 

When  mortal  things  are  past  away. 


I  .i> 
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And  still  forgotten  while  Aey  f^ 

As  on  the  sea-beadi  wsre  on  wave 

Dissolfes  at  ones  in  snow. 

Upon  the  hhie  and  silent  sky 

The  amher  clonds  one  moment  fii^ 

And  like  a  dream  are  gone  I 

Though  heautiful  the  moos-beams  play 

On  the  lake'a  hoaott  hriglrt.as  ibejs 

And  the  son)  intensely  Wv«8  their  ^tay^  *   -^ 

Soon  as  the  mdisnoe  mdts  away 

We  scarce  believe  it  shone  I 

Heaven-airs  amid  dM  harp-Mrings  dw#lf^ 

And  we  wish  th^  Beer  may  Isde-^ 

They  cease  I  and  tbesOHl  is  a  sUentoelt, 

Where  music  never  played. 

Dream  follows  dream  through  the  long  night-hoursy 

Each  lovelier  than  the  last — 

But  ere  the  breath  of  morning-flowers, 

That  gorgeous  world  flies  past. 

And  many  a  sweet  aAgelic  dieek, 

Whose  smiles  of  love  and  kindness  speak. 

Glides  by  us  «a  dus  earth-— 

While  in  a  day  we  caanol  tell 

Where  shone  the  fiice  we  loved  ^e  well^ 

In  sadness  or  in  mirth. 

Pn^kswr  Wiktm, 


■'■*        'r'        .    'I  »  -1      /■    ';■  I  :       t  ' 

•  »..  i;    '   ••.      *     ;      ■  ;,         .'       ■    "j.  • 

INSCRIPTION 

f  OR  AN  ASYLUM  FOK  tttk  VtVUfti  At  lnilltM)dt. 

Stranger,  pause— for  ttid^  ^' d^y^,**      ' 

Snuling,  Hghtt  it*  rfiWftrtfe!  rt^  i    " '   ■  *  *'' 

Spreads  the  lawn,  and  rears  the  bower, 

Pours  the  stream,  aiMi  pMkM  tbe-fowt^r  '  '     '  * 

Stranger,  pause — #iA  Birfk^tMfd' mhrd, 

Learn  the  sorrows  orthe  bUtMli^  ' 

Earth,  and  seas,  and  varying  skies. 

Visit  not  their  diieefl«ite^«y«8i^  '   ^^  * 

Not  for  them  the  Ulte  ^traiJe,  ■ 
The  chisel's  attfansting  pMb ;'  -  ' 
Nor  on  the  glowing  canvas  find. 
The  poet's  soul,  the  sage's  mind. 

Not  for  them,  the  heart  is  seen, 
Speakinig  tbi^*  ih^'^ipfMifite  iJDien'r  '    * 
Not  for  them,  are  pictured  there, 
Friendship,  pity,  We^nem^       • 


ft. 


•  ■    •      I 


'•■;      .  'i  ♦ 


Yet  for  thwB  hu  gaoiu  kind, 
Hmnble  pleMorw  here  assigiwd ; — 
Here,  vrith  nneKpect«d  ray, 
Reached  tlie  bob]  that  feh  no  day.—. 


Lonely  b 

Kindred  woe«  and  conrene  nreet  i 
Toipid  once^  can  learn  to  amil^ 
Hrondly  o'er  ita  luafal  toil^ 

He,  who  deigned  for  mra  to  die,:' 
Oped  on  day  the  darkened  eye , — 
Humbly  copy — thoa  eanat  feel  I 
Gire  thine  a 
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No  cannons  peal  I  no  Mk^are  nuig  I  '    . ' 

No  loyal  b  jnm  hy  tbonsandi  swag, 

From  Thames  to  Ganges'  shore  !•— * 

Tis  past,  aad,  like  forgotten  tliitigB^ :m:  / 

The  birth-day  of  the  best  of  Kings, 

We  celebrate  no  nore  I 

Yet  history's  page  shall  mark  the  mofny    .    t<  l 
When  England's  George  the  Tluvd  iv«a  bonii;  • 
And  fiedthfnl  to  her  sacred  tnist» 
Shall  caU  thatiiDoiBKchgood  aiod  Jiiit,. 
No  frail  memorial  this  of  flattering  art ; — 
Time  cannot  zaae  the  records  of  the  hsaiit^ 


'--  ■        •       ■  ■:)      •■,11    I    '»  ..'      tVV 

'  :    V.;l«    I."       r    ill 

THE  SPIRIT  OF  NATURE,  ^.r 

I  •        .■••-■    i>  .        .f:     ; J    'I     :i 

I  Spring  from  the  g<dd  mottled  east 
In  the  face  of  the  new-risen  sun, 
And  I  shine  in  the  blaze  of  the  west 
When  the  race  of  his  glory  is  run ; 
I  sail  in  the  breeze  from  the  sea, 
And  I  breathe  in  the  ocean- weed  smell 
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As  the  fresh  wittd  from  prison  ut  free 
Sweeps  m  joy  o*er  etefa  movnudB  wad  deii. 

When  on  the  yMMg  wfligs  of  the  morn 
The  lavVock  ateeAds  from  her  nest. 
My  voice  fills  her  ofkoas,  home 
Far  away  on  tfab  firmament's  breast; 
The  poet  ivte  lofifatiM  lone  stnaip^ 

Hears  fiunt^fr  tlW' twee  of  a  dream 
My  aoimdo  iathe  Mpfayrim  gale*  ,     . 


I  am  iMttA  itt  the  iaghc*a  itairy  cfow% 

Where  the  ang^  and  sen^hims  stray, 

In  the  sky-stain,  where  spirits  look  down 

Thro'  the  mists  of  the  pdb  milky  way ; 

And  when  midnight's  sweet  drowsiness  breathes 

O'er  the  kAVes4)£  a  Jore^ickened  fiower, 

I  sleep  in  the  cup  that  it  wreathes, 

And  sip  the  bright  dew  in  my  bower* 

.* .    .  W.V. 
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SONNET. 


:;/ 


■I  . 


TO  THE  MiiMOBY  OF  •*•*. 

•I  •■■■.'      Hi     i;-,    .    .   .u;  *  I.  . 

Had  I  the  power  above  this  mbrtel  9(i^ '"  ' 
To  lift  my  bumingiiori  ;-^-<Jttti!d  I  ArfAe^"     ' 
As  does  the  mountain-eagle  when  she  flies 

Up  from  the  clond^  eiutb,  aiid(^T«te   "''"'' 

Myself  to  those  high  regions  that  ereate 
So  many  hopes  to  i^ifte  llie'lifaman  ht^iii^^;-^ 

Could  I  asunder  tear  the  linker  of  Ihte      ' 
Swift  as  a  winged  arrow  would  I  dart 

Thro'  the  bright  hoAt  of  MJgeli  t^'%  tferdife.    ■ ' 


/  '    >   ■•<  ••;    I    •;,       •    ;r  ■• 


lit  » 


Above  it — hiisfa !  the  istar  of  mdnthig'  Ah^^l 
And  swinging  worl&  swtBC(p  pitetit  With  th^tbne 

As  of  a  distant  whirlwind's  rushing  wings : 
Behold  I  ^  glory  that  ai^Mmd  hitia  streams, — 
And  yet  his  fate  we  mmtmlr  ih  our  dreams. 

•'  Aldsfor, 
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WHAT'S  EARTHLY  HOPE  ? 


What's  earthly  hope  ?-— &  worthless  thing, 

For  man's  iDosion  given ; — 
A  &ncied.  form  to  wfiich  we  clipg 

As  'twere  a  shape  of  Hefiyen. 

What's  eardily  hope  P-^m  Klittenng  light  . 

That  shines  but  to  betray  ;^» 
ThBX  feignsto  guide  w  on  aright 

But  only  leads  astray.  .        , 


What's  earthly  iiope  ? — a  jewelled  cup 
That  holds  a  poisoned  draught ; — 

Yet  thoughtless  men  still  snatch  it  rap 
And  still  the  drug  is  quaffed. 

I Ve  held  thee  long,  thou  worthless  tj^ing, 

For  man's  illusion  given ;— * 
To  earthly  hope  no  more  I  cling, 

In  nought  I  trust  but  Heaven  I 


Anon, 
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SMILE  THROUGH  THY  TEARS. 

Smile  through  thy  tears  like  the  blush  moss-rose^ 

When  the  warm  rains  fall  around  it ; 
Thy  fond  heart  now  may  seek  repose, 

From  the  rankling  griefs  that  wound  it. 
For  a  parent's  loss  the  eye  may  fill, 

And  weep  till  the  heart  runs  over ; 
But  the  pang  is  longer  and  deeper  still,. 

That  wails  o'er  the  grave  of  a  lover. 

Smile  through  thy  tears  like  the  pale  {mmrose. 

When  the  zephyrs  play  around  it ; 
In  me  let  thy  trembling  heart  repose, 

I  will  ward  the  sorrows  that  wound  it 
Ah  I  vain  were  the  wish,  such  love  to  crave,. 

As  warmed  thy  maiden  bosom ; 
Ere  Henry  slept,  where  the  alders  wave 

O  er  the  night-shade's  drooping  blossom. 

Thomas  Lyle, 
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ON  THE  DEATH  OF 


I  saw  her  laid  in  the  sUait  tomb, 
And  yet  I  wept  not  hm-iSkAy  dMtof ' 
For  I  thought  of  a  land  oikiemxif  mfi  MgllV 
Where  there  is  no  shadow^  6t  idarkMftt^  ^  Atglbl ;' 
And  I  knelt  by  her  bed,  and  m^  ]pMi^  t^  h^ 
Soon  united  in  this  bright  eWH^ty ; 
And  when  I  saw  her  yomg  dveek  ftide, 
And  death  and  pain  aroutld  her  bed, 
And  her  beautiful  eyes  gtoW  dark  iuad  diftl> 
I  saw  that  she  raised  her  thoughts  to  Him, 
Who  could  w^  her  so^al  fro^  smrow  and  pain> 
To  a  land  where  joy  tuni  iMippinesd  reftgtt  ; 
And  she  placed  her  odld  fnaJe  hand  ill  tiliiitt. 
And  she  smiled  aiMl  (dpoke  of  thingfis  6MaB. 
She  spoke  of  a  Odd  ^ptelHOe  «nd  of  love 
Who  reigns  in  a  world  of  beauty  bbot©  I 
A  Saviour  who  ha»l  d)«d>  thM  l^ 
That  land  of  1ov«Km«s  migM  see ; 
And  she  folded  ker  hands  upon  her  breast, 
And  she  prayed  that  her  soul  might  be  at  rest : 


TAB  l>OlSttCAt  ll«LAKdl!L'  ^ 

Yet  8he  sometktNH  foMlff  HbA  edUy  tooAc 
Of  my  8orr<y«Hl%  ftee  ft  fltrtfltr^  iMik, 
And  then  turned  airaf  lier  lM^t*fi^  eye^ 
And  again  addressed 'tbe  ^IttOte  Im  lllgl^/  '  '• 
And  death  came  on  her  like  the  gentle  sleep 
Of  an  innocent  cUld,  bo  isAm  vki  d««)>'$  - 
And  she  hy  tbefe  tik^  ft  pide  yottf^  €ow<fef> 
Lovely  and  fair  in  ller  tlying^liotM't 
And,  Oh  I  it  waft  betfiitiM  tb  nte, 
A  soul  thus  pass  to  eternity. 

^    Ano»» 


OFT  HAVE  I  THOUGHT. 

Oft  have  I  thought,  if  I  should  die. 
And  leave  the  place  of  love  I  hold^ 

Oblivion  soo^  the  tear  might  dry. 

And  hearts,  now  warm  for  me,  grow  cold. 

How  would  my  inmost  soul  be  chtUetf, 
Could  it,  that  back  to  Ufe  I  cam^,  ' 

And  found  thd  Belit  I  left>a&  filled) 
Myself  remembei^d  but  in  nunew 


9M  TUX  IPOWfiCAh  i#pi«4ve& 

Nofoomfturmeby  hevth.or.boaid.  ... 

No  thoiightfiir me^ia  bead  w.breaat. 
Felt  e'en  by  thote  .1  mest  «dored. 

An  nndesunBd  intnuiuig  goeirt.. . 

Well  I  sncb  may  be-^y«(  in  my  bemrt  . 

Full  many  a  stiH^kveddead  ane  dwells, 
Them  no  new  loveff  eball  bid  depart. 

Nor  e'er  nsurp  their.  8acii4.Gelb«c,, 

A  smile  shonld  light  them  as  they  came, 
(And  fain  would  I  their  steps  recal,) 

And  they  should  find  me  yet  the  same, 
The  kiss  for  some — the  heart  for  all. — 

JSdmeston. 


LIGHT  OUT  OF  DARKNESS. 

Children:  of  God,  who,  pacing  slow, 

Your  pilgrim  path  pursue, 
In  strength  and  weakness,  joy  and,  woe. 

To  God's  high  calling  true. — • 
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Why  move  ye  thus— witii  lingeriiig  tread, 

A  doabtfiil  mownfiil  band  ? 
Why  fiuntly  hangs  the  drooping  head  ? 

Why  fieuk  th^  feeUe  hand  ? 

Oh  I  wish  to  know  the  Savioiir*a  power, 

To  feel  a  father^* care; 
A  moment's  toil,  apaBamg shower    '  ■ 

Is  all  the  grief  ye  share.         • 

The  Lord  of  Light,  tiMragfa  Teiled  awhfiie^ 

He  hides  his  noon-day  ray, 
Shall  soon  in  lov^r  beauty' smile  * 

To  gild  ther  donng  day ;    ■ 

And  bursting  through  the  dusky  shroud, 

That  dared  his  power  inyest. 
Ride  throned  in  light  o'er  every  cloud. 

And  guide  yon  tohis  rest, 

Bowdler. 


■     .     1..  :      •      .. 


MO  Tim  9gmic^  MifcAww» 


THS  ROSEw 


*. ' 


'   n 


A  ro9e  ]»  yoidiv  gnden  grow 

In  sammer  beauty  Wgbt  ;• 
It  fed  ap<m  the  fisgfSBt  4eW) ' 

And  bathed  in  baoia  o£Mg^ 
The  gentlest  zephyrs  still  would  creep 

WaRmWo'  i»  fra»  the  vest; 
And  the  night  spirit  kind  toi  laeept ' 

Upon  its  baHiteaiifrfaraaat  ;• 
And  all  the  host  of  inaeot  heanx 
Would  pause  to  trifle  with  the  rose. 


Alas  I  the  flpiemr^r->>Mie  fotal  nighty 

Thftmildew'iode  the  gale, 
And  fropi  his  pmoBB  soatttrodUigbt  - 

Q'er  garden,  bower,  and  vale. 
I  saw  it  in  the  sunny  mom, 

'Twas  d3ring  on  its  stem  ; 
Yet  wore,  though  drooping  and  forlorn, 

Its  dewy  diadem ! 
But  every  roving  butterfly 
Looked  on  the  rose  and  wandered  by  I 


The  beams  of  morning  had  no  power 

Upon  its  fiEided  cheek  ; 
The  breezes  came,  and  found  the  flower, 

Hiey  09ce  had  loved,  a  wreck. 
They  were  old  friends,  and  when  they  fled 

Who  used  to  Ungeiv  here, 
The  rose  would  bow  its  gentle  head 

And  shake  away  ft  tear : 

To  gaze  again  upon  the  sky.      , 

It  withered  in  the  noon-day  flam^,        < 

j^n^  whm  *e  ^a4ow»  fell, 
The  spirit  of  the  evening  came, 

IM  vfite  in.  ctov^y  speU- 

The  moon  gleamed  sad,  the  night  breeae  sighed, 

AboT«  ikfi  b»p)«BS(  ftMwer^ : 
But  none  who  loved  its  day  of  pride 

Watcked/  «'^  Us  Mipg  kow. 
The  flatterers — ^they  had  long  be«o  gMe, 
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THE  SCARF  OF  GOLD  AND  BLUE. 

.   A  BALLAD. 
I. 

*  God  speed  thee,  Eustace  lyArgenconrt,— be  braTe  as 

thou  art  true. 
And  wear  the  scarf  Fre  woven  for  thee — ^this  scarf  of  gdd 

and  blue  I' 
He  bent  his  knee,  he  kissed  her  hand,  and  fervently  he 

swore, — 
That  till  his  sword  had  lost  its  might,  till  Ufe's  last  pulse 

was  o'er, 
That  scarf  should  never  leave  his  arm,  in  tournament  or 

fight; 
That  scarf  should  be  his  pride  by  day,  his  dream  of  joy 

by  night- 
Then  bounded  he  upon  his  steed,  and  with  one  parting 

glance. 
Forth  rode  Sir  Eustace  D' Argencourt — ^the  bravest  knight 

in  France. 
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n. 
Scarce  liad  lie  ridden  <me  flhoit-  W6ek«— «fie  skoit  week 

and  a  day — 
Wken  he  saw  tweke  Spanish  knights  approach^  all  bent 

to  cross  his  way ; 
And  hi^  squire  said  to  his  master  bold, '  I  ptmy  Aee  tan 

thy  steed, 
For  little  hope  is  left  ns  now,  save  in  our  oowaers*  4q>eed.* 

*  How  I  think'st  ^on,  craFen-heerted  nqBoiKy   1%  D'Ar- 

court  replied, 

*  That  from  the  lance  of  mortal  foe  I  e'er  have  turned  aside  ? 
Twelve  Spaniards  are  there  in  the  field,  and  we  are  only 

two, 
But  wear  I  not  my  lady^s  scarf-— her  scarf  of  gold  and  blue  ?' 

III. 
Th^n  up  rode  Don  PedriHo,  and  tauntingly  spd^e  he^^ 

*  I  envy  thee  thy  fortune.  Knight,  whatever  thy  name  may 

be, 

For  if  tfaou'rt  vliam  by  my  right  hand,  a  happy  death  thou'k 
die; 

Sir  Eustace  placed  his  kmce  in  rest,  but  deigned  him  no  re- 
ply; 

As  thunder  rides  the  lightning's  wings,  so  rode  he  his  good 

steed. 
And  soon  beneath  his  charger's  feet,  he  saW  m^llo  bleed. 
VOL.  in.  K 
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Then  up  came  Qarcia  Pere^— Don  Caries  by  his  side — 
*  O I  deariy  siialt  then  mey  Sir  Knight,  thy  8elf-deoei?ing 

pride  I' 
Sir  Eoataoe  stroked  his  gallant  baiby  and  with  a  sadden 

bound, 
Hnried  Grarcia  Perez  from  his  seat,  sore  mangled,  on  the 

ground ; 
Then  turning  <m  Don  Carlos,  like  a  lion  in  his  wraUi, 
-He  stretdied  him  with  one  desperate  blow,  all  stiff  across 

the  path. 

Nine-  Spaniards  still  remained  behind,  but  motionless  they 

stood. 
And  looked  with  silent  wonder  on  that  young  knight^s 

hardihood : — 
<  Come  one— come  all  I'  Sir  Eustace  cried,  '  I  neither 

yield  nor  fly, 
But  for  the  Lady  Isabel,  or  you  or  I  must  die.' 
Then  the  Count  Alcaras  recognised  Sir  Eustace  D*  Argen- 

court, — 
His  favoured  rival  in  the  love  of  Isabel  D*Etours ; 
And  on  he  urged  his  dastard  friends,  and  as  a  cloud  they 

came — 
Base  traitors  !'  shouted  D'Argencourt,  *  how  can  ye  fight 

for  'shame  ? 
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Such  odds  were  never  seen  before — nine  armed  men  'gainst 

one! 
God  guard  thee,  Lady  Isabel — my  race  of  life  is  run !' 

V. 

Yet  fiercely  did  Sir  Eustace  fight,  and  hat  flowed  Spanish 
gore, 

Tiil  die  Count  Alearas  came  behmd — ^he  ctered  not  come 
before — 

And  sti^bed  the  brave  knight  in  the  back — a  fialse,  disho- 
nest blow ; — 

Sir  Eustace  turned  him  round,  and  fixed  one  kmg  gaze 
on  his  foe. 

Then  feeble  fell  his  gallant  arm,  and  clouds  swam  round 
his  head, 

And  the  Spaniards  raised  a  joyfiil  shout,  for  they  thought 
Sir  Eustace  dead. 

They  bound  his  arms  behind  his  back,  they  tied  him  to 
a  tree, 

And  beside  him  studc  his  broken  lance,  in  graceless  mock- 
ery ;— 

^  And  now.  Sir  Knight,'  Alearas  cried,  <  I'll  wear  this  gew- 
gaw too, — 

Methinks  I  guess  who  wove  this  scarf — this  scarf  of  gold 
«nd  blue. 

k2 
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Awaf !  my  firiendBy  there's  litUe  breath  in  proad  Sir  D' Ar- 

gencoort, 
Away  I  ny  friends,  I  win  her  yet — fiair  Isabdi  D'Elovn  T 

vu 

Bri|^  shines  the  ^mA.  upon  the  wETesi— ^e  waten  of  Uve 
Garonne, 

But  brighter  sbme  tho$e  diamond  eyes  in  the  lists  at  Rons- 
silon; 

And  frompets  bray,  sod  banners  stream,  and  chargers  gal- 
lop round, 

And  noUe  hearts  beat  quick  for  praise,  with  many  an  ach- 
ing bound ; — 

But  who  is  she  who  wins  all  1oc4es — for  whom  «11  ride  the 

ring- 
To  gain  a  smile  of  whose  dark  eye  were  glory  for  a  king  ? 

Ha !  did  you  mark  that  sudden  blush — ^that  deadly  pale- 
ness then*- 

See  you  the  knight  on  whom  is  fixed  so  eagerly  her  ken  ? 

*  It  is  the  Coimt  Alcaras/  for  his  Spanish  crest  she  knew, 
'  But  why  wears  he  that  plaited  scarf — ^that  scarf  of  gold 

and  blue  ?' 

VII. 

^  I  took  it,  lady,'  boastingly,  the  crafty  Spaniard  said, 

*  From  one  I  forced  to  yield  beneath  my  more  victorious 

blade; 
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He  gftve  it  me  with  righl  good  will,  his  life  was  all  he  aoqgbt, 
Too  cheaply  with  the  coward's  deatb>  so  ridi  a  prize  I 

*  Num^  hf  St  Louis  I  braggart  base  V  ftar  Isahel  replied, 
'  I  tell  thee  in  thy  craven  teeth^  that  loudly  thou  hast  lied !' 
Then  bared  she  strait  her  saow-wbite  hand,  and  down  the 

threw  her  glove, 
^  Oh  I  is  there  is  wiy  knight  who  here,  for  honour  or  for 

love, 
Will  make  the  Count  AkHras  his  unhallowed  &lsehood  me, 
And  win  me  back  that  well-known  scarf — that  scarf  of  gold 

and  blue  ?' 

VIII. 

A  hundred  swords  leaped  forth  at  once,  to  do  her  proud 

behest, 
A  hundred  lords  were  at  her  feet,  a  hundred  q>ear8  in  rest ; 
But  she  has  singled  from  them  all  that  solitary  knight 
Who  wears  his  coal-black  vizor  down,  nor  yet  has  proved 

his  might. 
The  heralds  sound  the  onset,  and  they  meet  with  deadly 

shock ; — 
The  Count  has  fsfiea  from  his  horse, — ^the  knight  sits  as 

a  rock;-— 


k3 
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But  when  he  saw  Alcaras  down,  he  tUdd  not  on  his 

gteed, — 
And  when  he  saw  Alcaras'  lance  was  shivered  as  a  reed, 
AwBf  ,  without  one  word,  the  knight  that  instant  cast  his 

own; — 
And  fordi  he  drew  his  glittering  sword,  that  as  a  sanboam 

shone, 
With  one  fierce  blow  he  cleft  the  casque  the  Spaniard 

proudly  wore, 
And  with  the  next  stmck  o£P  the  arm  en  whi^b  the  scarf 

he  bore ! 
Then  thrice  he  kissed  that  well-won  scarf — ^that  scarf  of 

gold  and  blue, 
And  raised  his  vizor  as  he  kneh  to  her  he  found  so  true ; 
Oh  I  dearly  was  that  scarf  beloved  by  Sir  Eustace  D'Ar- 

gencourt, 
But  dearer  far  the  prize  he  won  in  Isabel  D'Etours  t 

H,  G.  B. 


FROM  THE  LADY  OF  THE  LAKE. 

They  bid  me  sleep — they  bid  me  pray. 

They  say  ray  brain  is  warped  and  wrung; — 

I  cannot  sleep  on  Highland  brae, 
I  cannot  pray  in  Highland  tongue. — 
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fiat  were  I  now  where  Allan  glides, 
Or  heard  my  native  Devon's  tides. 
So  sweetly  would  I  rest  and  pray, 
Hmt  liearen  would  close  my  wintry  day. 

*Twa8  thns  my  hair  they  hade  me  hraid, 

They  hade  me  to  the  chnrdi  repair; 
It  was  my  hridal  mom,  they  sidd, 

And  my  true  lore  would  meet  me  there^<— 
But  woe  hetide  the  cruel  guile. 
That  drowned  in  blood  the  morning  smile  I 
And  woe  betide  the  l^ry  dream ; 
I  only  waked  to  sob  and  scream  I — 

Sir  Walter  SeoU. 


EXTEMPORE. 

By  the  Rev.  Dr  John  Erskine  on  hearing  an  Officer  swear. 

Soldier !  so  tender  of  thy  prince's  fame, 
Why  so  profuse  of  a  much  higher  name? 
For  thy  King's  sake  the  brunt  of  battle  bear, 
But  for  the  King  ofkings^  sake  do  not  swear. 
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WRITTEN  IN  THE  CASE  OF  A  WAT€H. 

See,  reftder»  heve^  ia  youlb,  or  age,  or  prime. 
The  stealing  flCe^  of  neTer-ending  time ; 
With  wisdom  nark  the  MKumaaXsa  it  fliest 
TUak  what  a  asoment  is  to  bun  who  dies. 

Anon. 


THE  POWER  OF  FAITH. 

'Twas  summer,  and  a  Sabbath  eve, 

And  bahny  was  the  air, 
I  saw  a  sight  that  made  me  grieye. 

And  yet  the  sight  was  fair* 
For  in  a  coffin  lay 
Two  little  babes  as  sweet  as  May. 

Like  waxen  dolls  that  infiants  dress 

Their  little  bodies  were ; 
A  look  of  placid  happiness 

Did  on  each  face  appear. 
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And  in  a  coffin  short  and  wide 
They  lay  togeth^,  sid^  by  side^ 

Their  mother^  as  a  lily  pale, 

Sat  near  them  on  a  bed, 
And  bendii^g  o'er  them  told  her  t^Je, 

And  many  a  tear  si^  shed- 
But  oft  she  ccie4i  amidst  her  pfoOf 
Mp  babes  an(d  I  shaU  meet  (tgam* 

Anon, 


THE  WALLrFLOWER. 

<  Why  loves  my  fioirer>  (the  sweetest  flower 
That  swells  the  golden  breast  of  May,) 

Thrown  rudely  o'er  the  mined  tower 
To  waste  her  solitary  day  ? 

'  Why,  when  the  mead,  the  spicy  vale, 
The  grove,  and  genial  garden  call, 

Will  she  her  fragrant  sonl  exhale, 
Unheeded  on  the  lonely  wall  ? 


T#kf« 


Mf  bnkifarkrfv 


AmdWf 


I  toogbt — iNUsoddea  on  ny  ear 
A  TOfioe  in  InAyw  ffliuuiu  broke. 

And  amoce  my  heart  with  hoDaw  fear — 
Thegenifliofdienmiipohe  : 


*  From  thee  be  fiv  the  uogcnlle  deei^ 
Tbeboooari  of  the  dead  to  spoD; 

Or  take  the  sole  remaining  meed. 

The  flower  that  crowns  their  former  toil ! 

'  Nor  deem  that  flower  the  garden's  foe. 
Or  fond  to  grace  the  barren  shade, 

Tig  nature  tells  her  to  bestow 

Her  honours  cm  the  lonely  dead  ! — 
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*  For  this  obedient  zepbyra  bear 

Her  light  seed  nnind  yon  ttinrets  mold, 
And  andisparsed  by  tempests  there, 
They  rise  in  vegetable  gold. 

^  Nor  shall  thy  wonder  wake  to  see, 

Snch  desert  scenes  destmction  craTe, 
Oft  have  they  been,  and  oft  shall  be 

Troth's,  hononr's,  yaloor's,  beauty's  grave. 

*  When  longs  to  fell  that  nftied  spire, 

As  weary  the  insulting  air, 
The  poet's  thought,  the  warrior's  fire, 
The  lover's  sighs  are  sleeping  there.— 

^  When  that  too  shakes  the  trembHiig  ground, 
Borne  down  by  some  tempestuous  sky. 

And  many  a  slumbering  cottage  round 
Startles-^ow  still  their  hearts  will  lie^  v^ 

'  Of  them  who,  wrapped  in  earth  so  cold, 

No  moire  the  smiling  day  shall  view. 
Should  many  a  tender  tale  be  told. 

For  many  a  tender  thought  is  due^ 
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'  Hast  tbon  noi  seea  mome  lorer  pife. 
When  evening  hrongbt  tbe  ponnve  boiir^ 

Step  slowly  o*er  the  Aadowy  nde» 
And  stop  to  plick  the  fimgiant  flawer  ? 

<  Those  flowers  faeAwpely  mains  to  strew 

On  lost  90ktAm*^  bwly  «sU» 
Tho'  there,  ai  iuid  esomnbiMee  frew, 

FoKgottenfiNHa the  head  tfas^rlsU. 

'  Has  not  for  thee  tbedagiant  thorn 
Been  taught  its  fast  wm  to  iesign» 

With  yain«  thaof^  :piQiis  fondness  home. 
To  deck  thy  Nancy's  honoiured  shrine  ? 

'  Tis  natnverpletdi^  in  the  l»east> 
Fair  memory  of  her  works  to  find ; 

And  when  to  faUishe  yiekb  the  vest, 
She  claims  the  monnmental  mind. 

'  Why  eke  the  o'ergrown  paths  of  time 
Would  thus  the  lettered  sage  explore. 

With  pain  these  crumhling  ruins  climb, 
And  on  the  doubtful  sculpture  pore  ? 
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*  Wfiy  seeks  he  with  unwearied  toil. 
Thro'  death*s  dim  walks  to  urge  bis  way. 

Reclaim  his  kmg  asaerted  spoil. 
And  lead  oblivion  into  day  ? 

'  'Tis  nature  prompts,  by  toil  or  fear 
Unmoved,  to  range  thro'  death's  domain ; 

The  tender  parent  loves  to  hear 
Her  children's  story  told  again.' 

Langhorne. 


THE  TEAE. 

On  beds  of  snow  the  iQOombeiua  slept, 
And  chilly  was  the  midnight  gloom. 

When  by  the  damp  grave  Ellen  wept — 
Sweet  maid  I  it  washer  Lindor's  tomb  ! 

A  warm  tear  gushed ;  the  wintry  air 
Congealed  it  as  it  flowed  away : 

All  night  it  lay  an  ice-drop  there, 
At  mom  it  glittered  in  the  ray. 
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An  Angel,  wandering  from  her  sphere, 
Who  saw  this  bright,  this  frozen  gem. 

To  dew-eyed  Pity  brought  the  tear, 
And  hung  it  on  her  diadem. 

Moore, 


THE  PRISONER  OF  CHILLON. 

But  he,  the  favourite  and  the  flower, 
Most  cherished  since  his  natal  hour. 
His  mother's  image  in  fair  fece. 
The  infant  love  of  all  his  race. 
His  martyred  father  s  dearest  thought, 
My  latest  care,  for  whom  I  sought 
To  hoard  my  life,  that  his  might  be 
Less  wretched  now,  and  one  day  free ; 
He,  too,  who  yet  had  held  untired 
A  spirit  natural  or  inspired — 
He,  too,  was  struck,  and,  day  by  day, 
Was  withered  on  the  stalk  away. 
Oh  God  I  it  is  a  fearful  thing 
To  see  the  human  soul  take  wing 
In  any  shape,  in  any  mood : — 
IVe  seen  it  rushing  forth  in  blood. 
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IVe  seen  it  on  the  breaking  ocean, 

Strive  with  a  swoln  convulsiye  motion, 

IVe  seen  the  sick  and  ghastly  bed 

Of  sin,  delirious  with  its  dread ; 

But  these  were  horrors — ^this  was  woe 

Unmixed  with  such — ^bnt  sure  and  slow : 

He  fiEuled,  and  so  calm  and  meek, 

So  sofitly  worn,  so  sweetly  weak, 

So  tearless,  yet  so  tender — ^kind, 

And  grieved  for  those  he  left  behind ; 

With  all  the  while  a  cheek  whose  bloom 

Was  as  a  mockery  of  the  tomb, 

Whose  tints  as  gently  sink  away 

As  a  departing  rainbow's  ray — 

An  eye  of  most  transparent  light, 

That  almost  made  the  dungeon  bright, 

And  not  a  word  of  murmur-— not 

A  groan  o*er  his  untimely  lot, — 

A  little  talk  of  better  days, 

A  little  hope  my  own  to  raise. 

For  I  was  sunk  in  silence — ^lost 

In  this  last  loss,  of  all  the  most ; 

And  then  the  sighs  he  would  suppress^ 

Of  fainting  nature's  feebleness, 

More  slowly  drawn,  grew  less  and  less.; 

I  listened,  but  I  could  not  hear — 
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I  called,  for  I  was  wild  with  fear ; 

I  knew  'twas  hopeless,  but  my  dread 

Would  not  be  thus  admonished ; 

I  called  and  thought  I  heard  a  sound-— 

I  burst  my  chain  with  one  staroi^  bound, 

I  only  stirred  in  this  bl|M^  ^)ot, 

And  rushed  to  him : — I  found  him  not, 

I  only  liyed — I  only  drew 

The  accursed  breath  of  dungeon  dew ; 

The  last — ^the  sole— the  dearest  link 

Between  me  and  the  eternal  brink, 

Which  bound  me  to  my  fiailii^  race, 

Was  broken  in  this  fieital  place. 

One  on  the  earth,  and  one  beneath^ — 

My  brothers — both  had  ceased  to  breathe : 

I  took  that  hand  which  lay  so  still, 

Alas  !  my  own  was  full  as  chill ; 

I  had  not  strength  to  stir,  or  strive, 

But  felt  that  I  was  still  alive — 

A  frantic  feeling, — ^when  we  know, 

That  what  we  love  shall  ne'er  be  so. 

I  know  not  why 

I  could  not  die, 
I  had  no  earthly  hope — ^but  £uth. 
And  that  forbade  a  aelfish  death. 


Byron, 
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EVENING  BELLS. 

Those  evening  bells,  those  evening  bells. 
How  many  a  tale  their  music  tells 
Of  yoQtb,  and  home,  and  that  sweet  timc> 
When  first  I  heard  their  soothing  chime. 

These  joyous  hours  are  passed  aivay, 
And  many  a  friend  that  then  was  gay, 
Within  the  tomb  now  darkly  dwells. 
And  hears  no  more  those  evening  bells. 

And  so  'twill  be  when  I  am  gone, 
That  tuneful  peal  will  still  ring  on. 
Whilst  other  bards  shall  wake  these  delk. 
And  sing  thy  praise,  sweet  evening  bells  ! 


Moore. 


THE  DEATH  OF  MARMION. 

With  fruitless  labour  Clara  bound. 

And  strove  to  staunch  the  gushing  wound, 
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The  priest,  with  nnavailiDg  cares, 
Exhausted  all  the  church's  prayers, 
<  Ever,'  he  said, '  That  close  and  near, 
A  lady's  voice  was  in  his  ear, 
And  that  the  priest  he  could  not  hear  ; 
For  that  she  ever  sung, 

*  In  the  lost  hattle  home  down  hy  the  flying, 

*  Where  mingles  war's  rattle  with  groans  of  the  dy- 

ing-' 
So  the  notes  rung-- 

^  Avoid  thee,  fiend,  with  cruel  hand. 

Why  shake  the  dyiDg  sinner  s  sand  ? 

Oh  look,  my  son,  upon  yon  sign 

Of  the  Redeemer's  grace  divine  ; 

Oh  think  of  faith  and  love.  I 

By  many  a  deathbed  I  have  been,  | 

And  many  a  sinner's  parting  seen, 

But  never  aught  like  this. — ' 

The  war  that  for  a  space  did  fail 

Now  trebly  thimdered  on  the  gale, 

And  *  Stanley*  was  the  cry. 

A  light  o'er  Marmiou's  visage  spread, 

And  fired  his  glazing  eye  ; 

With  dying  hand  above  his  head. 

He  shook  the  fragment  of  his  blade, 

And  shouted  *  Victory,' 
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*  Charge,  Chester,  charge ! — On,  Stanley,  on  1' — 
Were  the  last  words  of  Mannion. 

Sir  Walter  Scote. 


ELEGIAC  STANZAS. 

Soon  shall  I  lay  my  head. 

Where  weary  pilgrims  sleep  ; 
And  slumher  in  that  silent  bed, 

Where  woe  forgets  to  weep  I 

From  hearts  with  anguish  torn. 
There,  pain  shall  flee  away ; 
For  death  is  but  the  cloudy  mom 
Of  an  effulgent  day. 

when  slumbering  in  the  tomb 

In  dreamless  sweet  repose, 
llie  wild  flowers  o'er  my  grave  that  bloom 

Shall  yemal  sweets  disclose. 

The  sun*8  first  morning  beam 
Upon  my  sod  shall  rest ; 
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And  ere  he  set,  his  hueat  gLeam 
Will  linger  o*er  my  breett. 

Perchance  at  dose  of  eve, 

Some  friend  may  linger  here. 
And  shed  upon  my  peaceful  grave 

One  bright  unbidden  tear. 

My  soul  shall  soon  be  free, 

And,  loosed  from  mortal  chains, 
Shall  launch  on  that  unbounded  sea 

Where  peace  for  ever  reigns. 

There  is  a  glorious  rest,' 

For  weeping  mortals  given ; 
And  when  they  sink  on  earth*s  cold  breast, 

They  find  that  rest  in  heaven. 

Anon. 


THRENODY 

On  the  Death  of  John  Earl  of  Hopetoun,  &c.  &e.  at  Paris, 

27th  August  182a 

From  Jonah's  grief,  and  anger  for  his  gourd, 
From  David's  Perezuzza,  save  us  Lord ! 
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For  thou  dott  lr)r  iib»  bvt  wa  hnmbled  bow 

Before  thy  thnme ;  nor  tay^  ivhat  doest  thou  ? 

All-mling  SorereigB  I  eret  wite  and  good 

Are  all  thy  ways,  though  daddy  understood ; 

And  oh  at  seeming  variance  with  the  grace 

That  favours  man,  and  the  rich  promises 

On  which  we  hofpe.—- How  dark  was  that  decree. 

Which  summoned  Hopetoun  hence ;  though  'twas  to  thee  ! 

Ah,  in  his  death,  how  many  sanguine  schemes, 

That  hope  had  diensfaed  die  I  How  many  streams 

Of  bliss  are  dried  I  How  many  tears  and  sighs 

Reveal  of  many  hearts  the  agonies  I 

The  highest  ranks,  the  Chiefest  of  the  chief. 
Share  largdy  in  our  symfial^y  and  grief. 

Regard  Him  in  his  cordial  a^u  *,  ' 
Regard  Him  in  his  retrospective  view, 
When  of  the  Scottish  shores^  cm  Hopetoun's  strand. 
He  took  his  leave,  and  pressed  its  Chieftain's  hand.-*- 
Whom  did  the  King  delight  to  honour  more  ? 
Whose  death  more  bitteiiy  can  he  deplere  ? 
Of  Scotia's  dignities  the  brightest  gem 
He  saw,  admired,  and  vecogBiBed  in  them 
The  matchless  pair,  the  matefaleis  prog^y : 
He  never  aaw,  nor  hopm  their  Uke  to  see. 

Referring  to  kjis  H$ji9stf*  leaying  S€odn4 


i 


TWtdntfeirfaMa 


Cl««r  MB  .Usnn  arf  3l 


•       '         •     • 
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But  lo !  to  the  mind's  eye  a  form  appears, 
Serene  and  lovely,  smiling,  though  in  tears, 
To  speak  his  eulogy : — '  How  dear  to  me, 
His  warm  regard,  his  firm  consistency ; 
While,  by  his  influence,  vice,  afraid,  abashed. 
Saw  her  base  power  and  machinations  quashed ; 
For  virtue's  friends  and  rights  'twas  his  to  guard ; 
His  life  a  model,  and  his  smile  reward. 
For  me  and  for  my  courts  may  many  feel, 
His  firm  attachment,  unassuming  zeal ; 
His  high  enjoyment  of  my  sacred  rites ; 
And  taste  with  him  devotion's  pure  delights  !' 

Thus  speaks  Religion :— even  she  must  mourn 
So  fair  a  pillar  from  her  temple  torn ; 
Even  she  that  softens  grief,  and  lulls  to  rest 
The  warring  passions  in  the  troubled  breast. 

O !  to  that  home,  which  late  his  presence  blessed. 
Now  griefs  abode,  may  she,  a  welcome  guest, 
With  all  her  tenderest  influences  repair. 
To  bind  each  bursting  heart,  and  chase  despair ! 
O'er  his  lorn  consort,  shed  her  choicest  balm, 
And  youthful  bosoms,  new  to  anguish,  calm  ! 
Till,  where  dark  sorrow  reigned,  shall  peace  be  found, 
And  fedth  and  hope  bid  heavenly  joy  abound  ! 

Bett.  Dr  Martin* 
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THE  HOPETOUN  MONUMENT. 

ADI>&£88BD  TO  A  FAIBNO. 

Not  easily,  my  friend^  can  I  recount 
Why  and  how  much  endeared  to  me  the  moimty 
Sir  David  Lindsay's  hill ;  liie  very  name 
Is  an  attraction,  and  secures  its  &me. 
History  records  his  pmakj  cuttii^  rhymea, 
His  quaint  conceits,  and  pictuces  of  the  times* 
Twas  here  he  lived,  and  where  exists  a  Scot 
Regards  it  not  a  venerated  spot  ? 

With  the  admirers  food  of  the  sublime 
And  beautiful,  the  favourite  hill  I  dimb ; 
With  willing  feet  ascending  with  delight, 
New,  varying,  opening  scenes  regale  the  flight* 

The  vale  is  traced,  the  enmptured  eye  now  roams 
O'er  fertile  fields,  o'er  venerable  domes. 
Mansions  of  kings  and  many  a  baron  bold, 
And  soldiers  too,  and  saints  rmowned  of  old. 
And  modem  elffgaf  o,  cm  every  side. 
Where  taste  and  hospitality  abide. 
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As  we  ascend,  new  ol^ieots  in  the  nortb, 
South,  east,  and  we4t;«-tl^.sea,the  Tay,  the  Forth, 
Mountains,  and  shires,  the  wide  expanded  ^y, 
The  wondering  mind  delightfiiUy  employ. 

But  lo !  the  Mount  endeaired  is  dearer  siiU, 
Peculiar  honours  draw  us  to  the  hilL 

In  the  projected  structure,  see  its  claims 
On  our  regards,  and  the  inviting  themes 
Of  sweet  communion.    First  let  humhle  verse 
The  first  stone  laid  with  honoiUB  due  rehearse. 

The  common-place  distinctions  of  the  day, 
Pomp  and  edat,  I  do  not  stop  to  say, 
Procession,  architectural  rites  and  glee, 
Of  every  similar  festivity. — 
These  finished,  let  me  bring  you  to  the  inn, 
With  many  a  guest,  no  listless  crowd  I  ween. 

The  dinner  o*er,  and  thanks  to  God  returned, 
In  solemn  silence  the  bereavement  mourned, 
*  Uprose  his  friend)  his  feelings  to  declare 
On  the  blest  day,  and  thus  addressed  the  chair : 

My  Lord  of  lUlUe,  Gentlemen  of  Fife, 
And  friends  of  Hopetoun,  never  in  my  life 
A  task  more  difficult,  and  y^  mor^  dear, 
Has  been  assigned  me,,  for  at  oaee  the  tear 
Of  grief  and  exultation  w^m  my  cheek, 
While  of  his  virtues  and  4)ur  lews  I  speak  ^ 

*  Colond  Lindsay. 
VOL.  III.  ts 
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Yet  will  I  ftpeftk,  nor  will  T  sliriiik  to 
Iltfw  tniicTi  r  ^oiy  III  IBM  feBtffe  tb)^* 
It  ift  a  flay  of  moaning,  yet  deliglit 
Pre«Jominati!fi,  contemplflted  aright. 
Not  now  I  think  of  mifitaiy  fame, 
And  all  that  decorates  the  sohHer^f 
Hritannia'n  landing  senates,  nay,  die  age 
Admire  the  hero,  and  rerere  the  sage: 
Nor  diplomatic  excellences  yield 
To  military  gfories  of  the  field. 

Tlie  fitnjctnre  of  memoria]  I  prize, 
Tis  philanthropic.,  dntifal,  and  wise, 
For  all  around  the  monnment  well  know 
What  to  hin  ^(jnerosity  they  owe, 
And  frpqiimitly  and  fully  will  proclaim 
I'Voni  a^o  to  a^e  the  ^ononrfl  of  his  name. 

My  Lord  nnd  Ciontlemen?  To  his  loved  Fife- 
Of  ^nin  nnd  loss  what  was  his  precious  life ! 
Much  Imvi!  wv  to  rrronnt,  and  time  would  finl 
OfHocifil  nnd  domestic  to  detail : 
Tlin  citroH  and  dntieA  and  the  hliss  sincere      •  > 
ICxhiliitfMl  to  us — and  every  where, 
And  iinilaled  <!very  where  insure 
ICnjoytnoniM  rntionnl,  oxahed,  pure. 

And  hiid  not  time  prevented,  I  had  said^ 
(Tlio  echo  1  to  all  the  honours  paid 


•  I 
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By  his  admiring  fmnd)  hus  pastor  I 
Gladly  would  add  to  the  JHst  «fak)gy , 
And  raise  my  Tmed  to  eelebcate  his  praite 
As  heretofore  in  eulogicai  lays  *• 
With  what  delight  might  I  the  daysrefiew, 
With  what  emotioa  and  applauses  due. 
Of  amity,  of  piety,  of  hliss, 
Difiused,  diffusing  gemiine  hapfHhess  I 

Not  without  sighs  in  days  of  former  years 
Scene  after  scene  delightfully  appears 
To  vivid  recollections,  while  I  see 
At  once  philanthropy  and  piety 
Displayed.     God's  word  and  house  to  him  were  dear : 
His  worship  sdemn,  regular,  sincere. 
Not  drizzling  rain,  I  ween,  or  slimy  road  "   • 

Detained  the  irotary  from  the  boose  of  God. 

His  was  the  love  of  human  kind.     He  shares 
Amply  in  aU  its  feelings,  plans,  «nd  cares :   . 
His  ear,  his  heart  is  open  to  distress  ; 
The  aged,  the  widow  and  ih»  fatherkss. 
The  weak,  the  indigent  4)f  every  name, 
His  pitying  benevolence  proclaim. 

In  pfitriot,  in  fViend,  we  saw  combined 
The  dignity  of  a  superior  mind, 

*  Keferring  to  the  preceding  poem. 

h  2 
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Yet  will  I  speak^  nor  will  I  shrink  to  my 
How  much  I  glory  in  this  festfre  day. 
It  is  a  day  of  monrning,  yet  delight 
Predominates,  contemplated  aright. 
Not  now  I  think  Of  military  fietme. 
And  all  that  decorates  the  soMier's  name-. 
Britannia's  lauding  senates,  liay/the  age 
Admire  the  hero,  taid  revere  the  sage  t 
Nor  diplomatic  excellences  yield 
To  military  glories  of  thei  fielif. 

The  structure  of  memorial  I  prize,"     > 
*Tis  philanthropic,  dutiful,  and  wise. 
For  all  around  the  monument  well  know       •    ' 
What  to  his  generosity  they  owe,  ■^' 

And  frequently  and  fully  will  proclaim 
From  age  to  age  the  honours  of  his  name. 
My  Lord  and  Gentlemen  f  Tohis  lored  Fife- 

Of  gain  and  loss  what  was  his  precious  life !' 

Much  have  we  to  recount,  and  time  would 'finl 

Of  social  and  domestic  to  detail : 

The  cares  and  duties  and  thie  hliss  sincere      »  • 

Exhibited  to  us — and  every  where, 

And  imitated  every  where  insure 

Enjoyments  rational,  exahed,  pure. 

And  had  not  time  prevented,  I  had  said;    ■ 

(The  echo  I  to  all  the  honours' paid 


•  1  ■ 


TfiB  POETICAL  MSLAMQE. 


239 


By  his  admiiing  Aisnd)  hk  pastor  I 
Gladly  would  add  to  the  JHst  eulogy  9 
And  raise  my  Toic^  to  .eelebrale  his  praite 
As  heretofore  in  enlogical  lays  *. 
With  what  delight  might  I  the  days  refiew, 
With  what  emotioa  and  applauses  due. 
Of  amity,  of  piety,  of  bliss, 
Difiused,  diffusing  geimine  happiness  I 

Not  without  sighs  in  days  of  former  years 
Scene  after  scene  delightfully  appears 
To  vivid  recollections,  while  I  see 
At  once  philanthropy  and  piety 
Displayed.     God's  word  and  house  to  him  were  dear : 
His  worship  stdemn,  regular,  sincere. 
Not  drizzling  rain,  I  ween,  or  slimy  road 
Detained  the  irotary  from  the  bouse  of  God. 

His  was  the  love  of  human  kind.     He  shares 
Amply  in  aU  its  feelings,  plans,  and  cares  :   ■ 
His  ear,  his  heart  is  open  to  distress ; 
The  aged,  the  widow  and  ihe  fatherkss, 
The  weak,  ijie  indigent  4)f  every  name. 
His  pitying  benevolence  proclaim. 

In  pfktriot,  in  fViend,  we  saw  combined 
The  dignity  of  a  superior  mind, 

*  Referring  to  the  preceding  poem. 
L    2 
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With  condescension— ani  in  soraes  mom  dear 
How  precious  does  amity  i^^pMr  I 
But  themes  so  tender  left,  with  stfeatning  eyes*— > 
Silence  the  feultering  nttermee  sapfilies* 

Such  was  my  meditaAUd  ^tdi—- Bnl  ki  t 
The  work  projected  then,  completed  now^ 
And  shall  we  say,  it's  e^ery  objeel  gidiied. 
Anticipation's  fondest  mh  obtaiDed, 
Perhaps  exceeded  ?  Here  the  man  of  iaste 
Admires  the  work,  magnificettt  and  chaste,         '^" 
And  makes  comparisons,  and  boldlytefift 
How  much  this  Hopetonn  Monamem  iscceti^ 

But  of  the  sober  folks,  Td  rather  iiear 
The  sentiments  unfeigned,  with  greedy  ear. 
Answer  to  question  na;turally  succeeds  $  "  ' 

And  gratitude  dwells  much  en  generous  deeda. '  ' 

Let  admiration,  says  another,  dwell 
On  deeds  of  fieune,  let  us,  let  all  excel 
Like  him  in  worth ;  for  imitation  best 
Of  loTe  and  admiration  is  the  test* 
Excelling  virtues  every  where  mdnre 
Excelling  bliss — and  ever  to  endure. 
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R£MEMiB£RBD'  GRIEFS. 

Existence  m^jr  be  bonie^  «iid  the  dwp  ra»l 
Of  life  tmd  mflbnuioe  make  its  firm  abode, 
la  hare  and^deeolate  boaonu    Mute 
The  camel  labours  with  the  heaviest  load, 

,  And  the  wolf  dies  in  sileaee*    Not  heatowed 
In  vain,  sheiiUi  sueb  ^mnples  be*    If  ihey» 
Things  of  ignoUe  or  of  aayii§fe  nwaod, 
EndtM  ind  jbnnk  not»  we  of  aeUer  clayi 

May  temper  it  to^  bearr    U  ia  bnt  for  •day. 

All  suffering  delh  destroy,  or  is  destroyed). 
EveA  by  the  eufferer;  and  in  eadii event,. 
Elide.    Some^  wilk  hope  ve^eniabed  and  vebnayed* 
Retam  to  whence  they  came  with  like  intent, 
And  weave  their  web  again.     Some  bowed  and  ben|;, 
Wax  grey  and  ghastly,  withering  ere  their  time, 
And  perish  with  tbe  reed  on  which  they  Je0nt' 
Some  seek  devotion,  toil,  war,  good  or  crime. 
According  as  their  soula  were  formed  to  sink  or  cKmb. 

But  ever  and  anony  for  grief  subdued, 
There  comes  %  token,  like  a  eoerpipn^e  eting* 

l3 


■  I. . 
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And  'twas  «b  wild  and  stil!  within  tke  $tfnmte,. 
This  square  of  Inxnry  I  The  dkom  arose^ 
An  mm  harvest  Mstled  tftrrongh  tke  air^ 
Bayonet  and  pike  in  countless,  dose-rociced  rows. 
Silent  as  death,  the  crowd,— ^iie  gnra  repose 
Before  the  earthquake ; — ^none  from  roof  or  wall 
Might  look  ;  no  hand  the  casement  might  imdoae. 
And  in  their  centre,  frowning  t>*^  them  ril, 
Tlieir  idol — ^the  sole  God  before  whose  notte  they  hHH, 

The  Guillotine  I— ^when  hell  proposed  liiefcaat. 
Where  guilty  ¥^»nce  was  drunk,  hut  not withnviiie^ 
Till  madnesis  sat  upon  her  Tuioned  breast, 
This  was  the  press  that  crushed  her  bloody  ylne. 
To  this  grim  ahw  came  the  shuddering  fine^ 
Whose  worship  was, — beneath  its  knife  to  lie ; 
The  haggard  traitora  to  llie  throne  and  ekrine^ 
By  traitors  crushed,  that  in  their  turn  must  die  ;  .    • 
Till  massacre  engulphed  the  wreck  of  liberty* 

The  Guillotine  I — ^It  stootl  in  that  pale  day 
Like  a  huge  spectre,  just  from  earth  upsprung. 
To  summon  from  the  tomb  the  fierce  array 
That  round  its  feet  in  desperate  homage  clung. 
But  on  the  wind  a  sudden  trumpet  rting, 
All  eyes  were  turned,  and  far  as  eye  could  stray. 


TUB  W9WB10AI4  M9l4AI|^QA«  ^^ 

Was  canght  a  light,  from  moving  helmets  flung, 
A  banner  tossing  in  the  tempest's  sway, 
A  wain  that  ^eugh  the  ihr^n^  niow  toilfid  its  weary  way. 


Tis  d^«^  ib0  mpnarcb  oatJb^ 8caffpld.Btm^; 
The  headsmen  grasp  hifi^  Ir-^the  Diyriads  there, 
That  hear  his  voice,  that  see  his  fettered  hands, 
Not  one  has  giv-ea.fi.blenuig  or  a  tear. 
But  that  old  piMst  vrho  im»vfm»\im  in  ff^fi^.  \ 
He  speaks  ;  his  dying  tbAugJptd  tQ^F^FW^ei^.gil^^ 
His  voice  in  dfownedfc  it^f  mu^r  ha^  ^  ^4iv 
The  saint  mumurmuiing  to  the  axe  is  driven. 
If  ever  spirit  mde,  tha^  beant  Is  cahn  ii^  b^ayen. 


•. » 


France  was  anatheiimoi  Heg  ,eiip  bf  foise 

Was  full,  but  this  o'ertopped  its  burning  brim. 

And  plagues,  Ukff>mn)M^tr|b^th,  k/er  /e^tsails  tg^e ; 

Crime  9%pe4  t^  WWge  tbn^b  a  l^od  «f  crime  I 

In  the  saekadi sepidel^^  Kfiiswmi^  tbe,  wm»\ 

On  God*a  bigh  altw  m%  Iddp^  r 

Before  the  harlot  knelt  the  nation's  primei 

And  sons  dragged  Mm^^  fttjbm  nfi^  to  d^ 
'IIU  judgiQfiii4  ;gii^.tb0  l>9(Hr  im  ill  e^nid 


84<(  THS  POBTICAL  MKLAHCFC, 


MONUMENTAL  INSCRIPTION 

For  JoHK  THORNTON  of  Claphaffl,  Bsq.  who  died  at  Batlr, 

NoYcmber  7.  179]  r 

Know,  solemn  Tuitant  of -llie  remaing 
Of  Thornton,  what  higb  respect  i»dwe 
The  sacred  cemetery  that  contahra 
What  seen  brought  every  Tirtae  into  irieW. 


•■■f 


Say  not,  ye  busy  I  that  your  cares  exelttde 
Philanthropy's  exertions  and  its  joys : 
The  eminently  active,  and  the  good. 
An  unremitting  industry  employs. 

Success  sooths  vanity ;  but  he  remains 
Modest  and  pious,  while  his  stores  increase ; 
To  generous  views  he  consecrates  his  gains ; 
And,  when  these  fail,  his  riches  never  cease. 

Not  by  the  poet's  verse,  <»*  sculptor^s  art^ 
His  name  shall  live,  respected  and  revered  ; 
He  ever  lives,  upon  the  feeling  heart. 
And,  as  more  known,  is  ever  more  endeared. 


THE  POSTICAL  MXLAKGE..    ^  247 

When  time  shall  cease  to  niii>  sad  every  bust 
Resign  its  charge^  his  memoiy  shall  endnre : 

Dear  to  the  Saviour  is  his  servant's  dust  * 

•■■        ■ 

His  first  renowned^  the  patron  of  the  ppor. 

Bev,  Dr  Martin. 


THE  SHADOW. 

I. 
Upon  yon  dial-stone 

Behold  the  shade  of  time^ 
For  ever  circling  on  and  on, 

In  silence  mere  sid)lime 

"  ■  ^^       ^     . 

Than  if  the  thonders  of  the  spheres 
Pealed  forth  its  march  to  mortal  ears. 


•  i 


'  'III 


II* 
It  meets  «B  Imw  by  homy 
' ''X^bies  o'ttt  efBT  jntiii  spatt)' 
Reveals  a  pre  sence  and  a  power 
Felt  and  confessed  by  man ; — 
The  drop  of  moments,  day  by  day, 
That  rock  of  ages  wear  away. 

I  ■  r  ■ 

lU. 

,  .IK^ij^oven.  bj  a  hand  .imseen, 
.   U^ioii  that  atoBA  wrvey 


A 
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A  robe  of  dark-sepnicbral  graev. 

The  mantle  of  decay— 
The  fold  of  chill  oblividifs  patl^ 
That  Meth  with  yon  shadow's  Mf. 

IV. 

Day  is  the  time  for  toil ; 

Night  balms  the  weary  breast ; 
Stars' have  their  vigils,  seas  awhile 

Will  sink  to  peacefnl  rest ; 
But  round  and  round  the  shadow  creeps 
Of  that  which  slumber3  pot — ^nor  sleeps  ! 

V. 

Effacing  all  that*s  fair — 
Hashing  the  voice  of  mirth 

Into  tbe  silence  of  despair 

Around  the  lonesome  hearth, — 

And  training  ivy  garlands  green 

O'er  the  once  gty  and  social  scene. 

.VI. 

In  beauty  fading  fast, 

Its  silent  trace  appears, — 
And— where,  a  phantom  of  the  past 

Dim  in  the  mist'  of  years, — 
Gleams  Tadmor  o'er  oblivion's  waves, 
Like  wrecks' ietbove  their  ocean  graves. — 
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VII. 

Before  the  ceaselesfi  shacle 

That  round  the  world  doth  sail — 

Its  towers  and  temples  how  the  head*- 
The  pyramids  look  pale : 

The  festal  halls  grow  hushed  and  edd. 

The  everlasting  hills  wax  old. 

VIII. 

Coeval  with  the  sun 
.    Its  mlent  coarse  hegaA— * 
And  still  its  phantom  race  shall  tnBf 
Till  worlds  with  age  grow  wan ; — 
Till  darkness  spread  her  funeral  pall, 
And  one  vast  shadow  circle  all. 

John  Malcolm,  Esq. 


REMINISCENCES. 

Where  are  you  with  whom  in  life  I  started^ 

Dear  companions  of  my  golden  days  ? 

Ye  are  dead,  estranged  ftmn  me^  or  parted, 

— Flown,  like  morning  donds,  a  thousand  ways» 

Where  art  thou,  ia  youth  my  friend  and  br,ether. 
Yea,  in  soul  my  fiiend  and  hrother  still  ? 
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I  wanned,  I  clothe<l,  I  cheered  my  gaeat> 
Laid  him  on  my  own  oouch  to  reifc ; 
Then  made  the  hearth  my  bed,  and  seemed 
In  Eden's  garden  while  I  dreamed. 

Stript,  wounded,  beaten,  nigh  to  death, 
I  found  him  by  the  highway  side : 
I  roused  his  puke,  brought  back  his  breath. 
Revived  his  spirit,  and  supplied 
Wine,  oil,  refreshment ;  he  was  healed ; 
I  had  myself  a  wound  concealed ; 
But  from  that  hour  fo^ot  the  smart. 
And  peace  bound  up  my  broken  heart 

In  prison  I  saw  him  next,  condemned 

To  meet  a  traitor  s  doom  at  mom  ; 

The  tide  of  lying  tongues  I  stemmed, 

And  honoured  him  'midst  shame  and  scorn  : 

My  friendship's  utmost  zeal  to  try. 

He  asked,  if  I  for  him  would  die ; 

The  flesh  was  weak,  my  blood  run  chill, 

But  the  free  spirit  cried,  *  I  will/ 

Then  in  a  moment  to  my  view, 

The  stranger  darted  from  disguise ; 

The  tokens  in  his  hand  I  knew. 

My  Saviour  stood  before  mine  eyes :  | 

1 

i 
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He  spake ;  and  my  poor  name  he  named ;  t 

^  Of  me  thou  hast  not  been  ashamed :  ^ 

These  deeds  shall  thy  memorial  be  : 
Fear  not^  thou  didst  them  unto  me  X 

Montgomery, 


SONNET. 

THE  COTTAGEB's  CHILD. 

Oh  Poverty  I  is  this  a  child  of  thine 
On  which  I  gaze  in  silent  rapture  now  ? 
How  soft  the  beauty  of  that  sinless  brow 
Round  which  the  brightest  flowing  ringlets  twine 
Their  silver  tendrils !  and  how  deeply  shine 
The  mirrored  depths  of  those  blue  liquid  eyes, 
Whence  streams  of  sweet  expression  laughing  rise 
To  tempt  the  parent  kiss  I  This  form  divine^*- 
This  half-blown  rose  beneath  thy  roof  ai  care, 
Ere  long  must  yield  to  every  bitter  blast 
That  howls  around  thy  hearth  ;  she  too  most  share 
Thy  cup  of  tears,  and,  as  she  sorrows,  cast 
A  tattered  mantle  round  her  shivering  form, 
To  hide  her  bosom  from  the  mountain  storm. 

Alastor, 


A 
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THE  FOErS  PRAYER. 

O  could  my  spirit  fly  from  this  dark  world  of  woe» 
Metbinks  on  wings  of  gladness  it  would  go, 
Rejoicing  on  its  way,  to  meet  its  God 
In  yon  pure,  heavenly,  sinless,  blest  abode. 
O  could  it  thns  depart,  ere  years  on  years 
Have  brought  with  them  a  weight  of  sin  and  tears. 
And  bent  this  head  in  sorrow  to  the  glooBi 
That  hangs  around  an  aged  sinner's  tomb  : 
How  blest  would  that  yo>ong  gloriona  spirit  be. 
From  all  the  ills  <tf  life  thus — ^thnt  to  flee, 
And  in  the  spring  of  life  devote  its  youth 
To  praise  the  God  of  mercy,  love,  and  truth.-— 
But,  hush  my  soul  I  thou  canst  not  flee  away 
From  this  cold  world,  nor  leave  this  house  of  day  ; 
It  is  thy  hoBie — He  wills  it  thy  abode. 
Bow  down  thy  head,  and  say-— Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done, 
OGod. 

V. 


THE  END. 


